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SILAS   MARNER: 
THE  WEAVER  OF  RAVELOE. 


"  A  child,  more  tlian  all  other  gifts 
That  earth  can  offer  to  declining  man, 
Brings  hope  with  it,  and  forward  looking  thoughts." 

— WOKDSWORTH. 


SILAS   MARNER: 

THE  WEAVER  OF  RAVELOK 


PART  L 


CHAPTER  I. 


In  the  days  when  the  spinning-wheels  hnmmed  busily 
in  the  farmhouses — and  even  great  ladies,  clothed  in  silK 
and  thread-lace,  had  their  toy  spinning-wheels  of  polished 
oak — there  might  be  seen  in  districts  lar  away  among  the 
lanes,  or  deep  in  the  bosom  of  the  hills,  certain  pallid 
undersized  men,  who,  by  the  side  of  the  brawny  country- 
folk^  looked  like  the  remnants  of  a  disinherited  race. 
The  shepherd^s  dog  barked  fiercely  when  one  of  these 
alien-looking  men  appeared  on  the  upland,  dark  against 
the  early  winter  sunset;  for  what  dog  likes  a  figure  bent 
under  a  heavy  bag? — and  these  pale  men  rarely  stirred 
abroad  without  that  mysterious  burden.  The  shepherd 
himself,  though  he  had  good  reason  to  believe  that  the 
bag  held  nothing  but  flaxen  thread,  or  else  the  long  rolls 
of  strong  linen  spun  from  that  thread,  was  not  quite  sure 
that  this  trade  of  weaving,  indispensable  though  it  was, 
could  be  carried  on  entirely  without  the  help  of  the  Evil 
One.  In  that  far-off  time  superstition  clung  easily  round 
every  person  or  thing  that  was  at  all  unwonted,  or  even 
intermittent  and  occasional  merely,  like  the  visits  of  the 
peddler  or  the  knife-grinder.  No  one  knew  where  wander- 
ing men  had  their  homes  or  their  origin;  and  how  was  a 
man  to  be  explained  unless  you  at  least  knew  somebody 
who  knew  his  father  and  mother?  To  the  peasants  of  old 
times,  the  world  outside  their  own  direct  experience  was  a 
region  of  vagueness  and  mystery:  to  their  untraveled 
thought  a  state  of  wandering  was  a  conception  as  dim  as 
the  winter  life  of  the  swallows  that  came  back  with  the 
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spring;  and  even  a  settler,  if  he  came  from  distant  parts, 
hardly  ever  ceased  to  be  viewed  with  a  remnant  of  distrust, 
which  would  have  prevented  any  surprise  if  a  long  course 
of  inoffensive  conduct  on  his  part  had  ended  in  the  com- 
mission of  a  crime;  especially  if  he  had  any  reputation 
for  knowledge,  or  showed  any  skill  in  handicraft.  All 
cleverness,  whether  in  the  rapid  use  of  that  difficult 
instrument  the  tongue,  or  in  some  other  art  unfamiliar  to 
villagers,  was  in  itself  suspicious:  honest  folk,  born  and 
bred  in  a  visible  manner,  were  mostly  not  overwise  or 
clever — at  least,  not  beyond  such  a  matter  as  knowing  the 
signs  of  the  weather;  and  the  process  by  which  rapidity 
and  dexterity  of  any  kind  were  acquired  was  so  wholly 
hidden,  that  they  partook  of  the  nature  of  conjuring. 
In  this  way  it  came  to  pass  that  those  scattered  linen- 
weavers — emigrants  from  the  town  into  the  jcountry — 
were  to  the  last  regarded  as  aliens  by  their  rustic  neigh- 
bors, and  usually  contracted  the  eccentric  habits  which 
belong  to  a  state  of  loneliness. 

In  the  early  years  of  this  century,  such  a  linen-weaver, 
named  Silas  Marner,  worked  at  his  vocation  in  a  stone 
cottage  that  stood  among  the  nutty  hedgerows  near  the 
village  of  Eaveloe,  and  not  far  from  the  edge  of  a  deserted 
stone-pit.  The  questionable  sound  of  Silases  loom,  so 
unlike  the  natural  cheerful  trotting  of  the  winnowing- 
machine,  or  the  simpler  rhythm  of  the  flail,  had  a  hafi- 
fearful  fascination  for  the  Raveloe  boys,  who  would  often 
leave  off  their  nutting  or  birds^-nesting  to  peep  in  at  the 
window  of  the  stone  cottage,  counterbalancing  a  certain 
awe  at  the  mysterious  action  of  the  loom,  by  a  pleasant 
sense  of  scornful  superiority,  drawn  from  the  mockery  of 
its  alternating  noises,  along  with  the  bent,  tread-mill  atti- 
tude of  the  weaver.  But  sometimes  it  happened  that 
Marner,  pausing  to  adjust  an  irregularity  in  nis  thread, 
became  aware  of  the  small  scoundrels,  and,  though  chary 
of  his  time,  he  liked  their  intrusion  so  ill  that  he  would 
descend  from  his  loom,  and,  opening  the  door,  would  fix 
on  them  a  gaze  that  was  always  enough  to  make  them 
take  to  their  legs  in  terror.  For  how  was  it  possible 
to  believe  that  those  large  brown  protuberant  eyes  in  Silas 
Marner's  pale  face  really  saw  nothing  very  distinctly  that 
was  not  close  to  them,  and  not  rather  that  their  dreadful 
stare  could  dart  cramp,  or  rickets,  or  a  wry  mouth  at  any 
boy  who  happened  to  be  in  the  rear?  They  had,  perhaps, 
heard  their'  fathers  and  mothers  hint  that  Silas  Marner 


SILAS  MABNEB.  9 

could  cure  folk^s  rheumatism  if  he  had  a  mind,  and  add, 
still  more  darkly,  that  if  you  could  only  speak  the  devil 
fair  enough,  he  might  save  you  the  cost  of  the  doctor. 
Such  strange  lingering  echoes  of  the  old  demon  worship 
might  perhaps  even  now  be  caught  by  the  diligent  listener 
among  the  gray-haired  peasantry;  for  the  rude  mind  with 
difficulty  associates  the  ideas  of  power  and  benignity.  A 
shadowy  conception  of  power  that  by  much  persuasion  can 
be  induced  to  refrain  from  inflicting  harm,  is  the  shape 
most  easily  taken  by  the  sense  of  the  Invisible  in  the 
minds  of  men  who  have  always  been  pressed  close  by  prim- 
itive wants,  and  to  whom  a  life  of  hard  toil  has  never  been 
illuminated  by  any  enthusiastic  religious  faith.  To  them 
pain  and  mishap  present  a  far  wider  range  of  possibilities 
than  gladness  and  enjoyment:  their  imagination  is  almost 
barren  of  the  images  that  feed  desire  and  hope,  but  is  all 
overgrown  by  recollections  that  are  a  perpetual  pasture  to 
fear.  *^Is  there  anything  you  can  fancy  that  you  would 
like  to  eat?^^  I  once  said  to  an  old  laboring  man,  who  was 
in  his  last  illness,  and  who  had  refused  all  the  food  his 
.  wife  had  offered  him.  ^^  No,*'  he  answered,  ^^  IVe  never 
been  used  to  nothing  but  common  victual,  and  I  can't  eat 
that.''  Experience  had  bred  no  fancies  in  him  that  could 
raise  the  phantasm  of  appetite. 

And  Kaveloo  was  a  village  where  many  of  the  old  echoes 
lingered,  undrowned  by  new  voices.  Not  that  it  was  one 
of  those  barren  parishes  lying  on  the  outskirts  of  civil- 
ization—  inhabited  by  meagre  sheep  and  thinly-scat- 
tered shepherds:  on  the  contrary,  it  lay  in  the  rich 
central  plain  6f  what  we  are  pleased  to  call  Merry  England, 
and  held  farms  which,  speaking  from  a  spiritual  point  of 
view,  paid  highly-desirable  tithes.  But  it  was  nestled  in 
a  snug  well-wooded  hollow,  quite  an  hour's  journey  on 
horseback  from  any  turnpike,  where  it  was  never  reached 
by  the  vibrations  of  the  coach-horn,  or  of  public  opinion. 
It  was  an  important-looking  village,  with  a  fine  old  church 
and  large  churchyard  in  the  heart  of  it,  and  two  or  three 
large  brick  and  sione  homesteads,  with  well-walled  orch- 
ards and  ornamental  weathercocks,  standing  close  upon  the 
road,  and  lifting  more  imposing  fronts  than  the  rectory, 
which  peeped  from  among  the  trees  on  the  other  side  of 
the  churchyard: — ^a  village  which  showed  at  once  the  sum- 
mits of  its  social  life,  and  told  the  practiced  eye  that  there 
was  no  great  park  and  manor-house  in  the  vicinity,  but 
that  there  were  several  chiefs  in  Raveloe  who  qou14  farm 
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badly  quite  at  their  ease,  drawing  enough  money  from 
their  bad  farming,  in  those  war  times,  to  live  in  a  rollick- 
ing fashion,  and  keep  a  jolly  Christmas,  Whitsun  and 
Easter  tide. 

It  was  fifteen  years  since  Silas  Marner  had  first  come  to 
Eaveloe;  he  was  then  simply  a  pallid  young  man,  with 
prominent  short-sighted  brown  eyes,  whose  appearance 
would  have  had  nothing  strange  for  people  of  average  cult- 
ure and  experience,  but  for  the  villagers  near  whom  he  had 
come  to  settle  it  had  mysterious  peculiarities  which  cor- 
responded with  the  exceptional  nature  of  his  occupation, 
and  his  advent  from  an  unknown  region  called  ^*"North^- 
ard/^  So  had  his  way  of  life: — he  invited  no  comer  to  step 
across  his  door-sill,  and  he  never  strolled  into  the  village  to 
drink  a  pint  at  the  Kainbow,  or  to  gossip  at  the  wheel- 
wright's: he  sought  no  man  or  woman,  save  for  the  pur- 
poses of  his  calling,  or  in  order  to  supply  himself  with 
necessaries;  and  it  was  soon  clear  to  the  Eaveloe  lasses  that 
he  would  never  urge  one  of  them  to  accept  him  against 
her  will — quite  as  if  he  had  heard  them  declare  that  they 
would  never  marry  a  dead  man  come  to  life  again.  This, 
view  of  Marner's  personality  was  not  without  another 
OTOund  than  his  pale  face  and  unexampled  eyes;  for  Jem 
Kodney,  the  mole-catcher,  averred  that  one  evening  as  he 
was  returning  homeward  he  saw  Silas  Marner  leaning 
against  a  stile  with  a  heavy  bag  on  his  back,  instead  of 
resting  the  bag  on  the  stile  as  a  man  in  his  senses  would 
have  done;  and  that,  on  coming  up  to  him,  he  saw  that 
Mamer's  eyes  were  set  like  a  dead  man^s,  and  he  spoke  to 
him,  and  shook  him,  and  his  limbs  were  "stiff,  and  his 
hands  clutched  the  bag  as  if  they^d  been  made  of  iron ; 
but  just  as  he  had  made  up  his  mind  that  the  weaver  was 
dead,  he  came  all  right  again,  like,  as  you  might  say,  in 
the  winking  of  an  eye,  and  said  '^Good  night,"  and 
walked  off.  All  this  Jem  swore  he  had  seen,  more  by 
token  that  it  was  the  very  day  he  had  been  mole-catching 
on  Squire  Cass's  land,  down  by  the  old  saw-pit.  Some 
said  Marner  must  have  been  m  a  *^fit,''  a  word  which 
seemed  to  explain  things  otherwise  incredible;  but  the  argu- 
mentative Mr.  Macey,  clerk  of  the  parish,  shook  his  head, 
and  asked  if  anybody  was  ever  known  to  go  off  in  a  fit 
and  not  fall  down.  A  fit  was  a  stroke,  wasn't  it?  and  it 
was  in  the  nature  of  a  stroke  to  partly  take  away  the  use 
of  a  man's  limbs  and  throw  him  on  the  parish,  if  he'd  got 
no  children  to  look  to,    No,  no;  it  was  no  stroke  that 


SILAS  MARNER.  11 

would  let  a  man  stand  on  his  legs,  like  a  horse  between  the 
shafts,  and  then  walk  off  as  soon  as  you  can  say  ^'  Gee!'^ 
But  there  mighi  be  such  a  thing  as  a  man's  soul  being  loose 
from  his  body,  and  going  out  and  in,  like  a  bird  out  of  its 
nest  and  back;  and  that  was  how  folks  got  over-wise,  for 
they  went  to  school  in  this  shell-less  state  to  those  who 
could  teach  them  more  than  their  neighbors  could  learn 
with  their  five  senses  and  the  parson.  And  where  did 
Master  Marner  get  his  knowledge  of  herbs  from — and 
charms  too,  if  he  liked  to  give  them  away?  Jem  Rodney's 
story  was  410  more  than  what  might  have  been  expected  by 
anybody  who  had  seen  how  Marner  had  cured  Sally  Gates, 
and  made  her  sleep  like  a  baby,  when  her  heart  had  been 
beating  enough  to  burst  her  body,  for  two  months  and 
more,  while  she  had  been  under  the  doctor's  care.  He 
might  cure  more  folks  if  he  would;  but  he  was  worth 
speaking  fair,  if  it  was  only  to  keep  him  from  doing  you 
a  mischief. 

It  was  partly  to  this  vague  fear  that  Marner  was  indebted 
for  protecting  him  from  the  persecution  that  his  singulari- 
ties miffht  have  drawn  upon  him,  but  still  more  to  the  fact 
that,  the  old  linen-weaver  in  the  neighboring  parish  of 
Tarley  being  dead,  his  handicraft  made  him  a  highly  wel- 
come settler  to  the  richer  housewives  of  the  district  and  even 
to  the  more  provident  cottagers,  who  had  their  little  stock 
of  yarn  at  the  year's  end.  Their  sense  of  his  usefulness 
would  have  counteracted  any  repugnance  or  suspicion  which 
was  not  confirmed  by  a  deficiency  in  the  quality  or  the  tale 
of  the  cloth  he  wove  for  them.  And  the  years  had  rolled 
on  without  producing  any  change  in  the  impressions  of  the 
neighbors  concerning  Marner,  except  the  change  from  nov- 
elty to  habit.  At  the  end  of  fifteen  years  the  Raveloe  men 
said  just  the  same  things  about  Silas  Marner  as  at  the 
beginning:  they  did  not  say  them  quite  so  often,  but  they 
beneved  them  much  more  strongly  when  they  did  say  them. 
There  was  only  one  important  addition  which  the  years 
had  brought:  it  was,  that  Master  Marner  had  laid  by  a  fine 
siffht  of  money  somewhere,  and  that  he  could  buy  up 
"bigger  men"  than  himself. 

But  while  opinion  concerning  him  had  remained  nearly 
stationary,  and  his  daily  habits  had  presented  scarcely  any 
visible  change,  Marner's  inward  life  had  been  a  history  and 
a  metamorphosis,  as  that  of  every  fervid  nature  must  be 
when  it  has  fled,  or  been  condemned  to  solitude.  His  life, 
before  he  came  to  Raveloe,  had  been  filled  with  the  move- 
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ment,  the  mental  activity,  and  the  close  fellowship,  which  in 
that  day  as  in  this,  marked  the  life  of  an  artisan  early  incor- 
porated in  a  narrow  religious  sect,  where  th^  poorest  layman 
has  the  chance  of  distinguishing  himself  by  gifts  of  speech, 
and  has,  at  the  very  least,  the  weight  of  a  silent  voter  in  the 
government  of  his  community.  Marner  was  highly  thought 
of  in  that  little  hidden  world,  known  to  itself  as  the 
church  assembling  in  Lantern  Yard;  he  was  believed,  to  be 
a  young  man  of  exemplary  life  and  ardent  faith;  and^a 
peculiar  interest  had  been  centered  in  him  ever  since  he 
had  fallen,  at  a  prayer-meeting,  into  a  mysterious  rigidity 
and  suspension  of  consciousness,  which,  lasting  for  an  hour 
or  more,  had  been  mistaken  for  death.  To  have  sought  a 
medical  explanation  for  this  phenomenon  would  have  been 
held  by  Silas  himself,  as  well  as  by  his  minister  and  fellow- 
members,  a  willful  self -exclusion  from  the  spiritual  signifi- 
cance that  might  lie  therein.  Silas  was  evidently  a  brother 
selected  for  a  peculiar  discipline;  and  though  the  effort  to 
interpret  this  discipline  was  discouraged  by  the  absence, 
on  his  part,  of  any  spiritual  vision  during  his  outward 
trance,  yet  it  was  believed  by  himself  and  others  that  its 
effect  was  seen  in  an  accession  of  light  and  fervor.  A  less 
truthful  man  than  he  might  have  been  tempted  into  the 
subsequent  creation  of  a  vision  in  the  form  of  resurgent 
memory;  a  less  sane  man  might  have  believed  in  such  a 
creation;  but  Silas  was  both  sane  and  honest,  though,  as 
with  many  honest  and  fervent  men,  culture  had  not 
defined  any  channels  for  his  sense  of  mystery,  and  so  it 
spread  itself  over  the  proper  pathway  of  inquiry  and  knowl- 
edge. He  had  inherited  from  his  mother  some  acquaint- 
ance with  medicinal  herbs  and  their  preparation  —  a  little 
store  of  wisdom  which  she  had  imparted  to  him  as  a  solemn 
bequest — but  of  late  years  he  had  had  doubts  about  the 
lawfulness  of  applying  this  knowledge,  believing  that 
herbs  could  have  no  efficacy  without  prayer,  and  that 
prayer  might  suffice  without  herbs;  so  that  his  inheritQd 
delight  to  wander  through  the  fields  in  search  of  foxglove 
and  dandelion  and  coltsfoot,  began  to  wear  to  him  the 
character  of  a  temptation. 

Among  the  members  of  his  church  there  was  one  young 
man,  a  little  older  than  himself,  with  whom  he  had  long 
lived  in  such  close  friendship  that  it  was  the  custom  of 
their  Lantern  Yard  brethren  to  call  them  David  and  Jona- 
than. The  real  name  of  the  friend  was  William  Dane,  and 
he,  too,  was  regarded  as  a  shining  instance  of  j-outhful 


piety,  thouffh  somewhat  given  to  over-severity  toward 
weaKer  brethren,  and  to  be  so  dazzled  by  his  own  light  as 
to  hold  himself  wiser  than  his  teachers.  But  whatever 
blemishes  others  might  discern  in  William,  to  his  friend's 
mind  he  was  faultless;  for  Marner  had  one  of  those  impres- 
sible self -doubting  natures  which,  at  an  inexperienced  age, 
admire  imperativeness  and  lean  on  contradiction.  The 
expression  of  trusting  simplicity  in  Marner's  face,  height- 
ened by  that  absence  of  special  observation,  that  defense- 
less, deer- like  gaze  which  belongs  to  large  prominent  eyes, 
was  strongly  contrasted  by  the  self-complacent  suppression 
of  inward  triumph  that  lurked  in  the  narrow  slanting 
eyes  and  compressed  lips  of  William  Dane.  One  of  the 
most  frequent  topics  of  conversation  between  the  two 
friends  was  Assurance  of  salvation:  Silas  confessed  that  he 
could  never  arrive  at  anything  higher  than  hope  mingled 
with  fear,  and  listened  with  londng  wonder  when  William 
declared  that  he  had  possessed  unshaken  assurance  ever 
since,  in  the  period  of  his  conversion,  he  had  dreamed  that 
he  saw  the  words  "calling  and  election  sure*^  standing  by 
themselves  on  a  white  page  in  the  open  Bible.  Such  collo- 
quies have  occupied  many  a  pair  of  pale-faced  weavers, 
whose  unnurtured  souls  have  been  like  young  winged 
things,  fluttering  forsaken  in  the  twilight. 

It  had  seemed  to  the  unsuspecting  Silas  that  the  friend- 
ship had  suffered  no  chill  even  from  his  formation  of 
another  attachment  of  a  closer  kind.  For  some  months 
he  had  been  engaged  to  a  young  servant-woman,  waiting 
only  for  a  little  increase  to  their  mutual  savings  in  order 
to  their  marriage;  and  it  was  a  ffreat  deligljjt  to  him  that 
Sarah  did  not  object  to  William's  occasional  presence  in 
their  Sunday  interviews.  It  was  at  this  point  in  their 
history  that  Silas's  cataleptic  fit  occurred  during  the 
prayer-meeting;  and  amidst  the  various  queries  and 
expressions  of  interest  addressed  to  him  by  his  fellow- 
members,  William's  suggestion  alone  jarred  with  the  gen- 
eral sympathy  toward  a  brother  thus  singled  out  for 
special  dealings.  He  observed  that,  to  him,  this  trance 
looked  more  like  a  visitation  of  Satan  than  a  proof  of 
divine  favor,  and  exhorted  his  friend  to  see  that  he  had 
no  accursed  thing  within  his  soul.  Silas,  feeling  bound  to 
accept  rebuke  and  admonition  as  a  brotherly  office,  felt  no 
resentment,  but  only  pain,  at  his  friend's  doubts  concern- 
ing him;  and  to  this  was  soon  added  some  anxiety  at  the 
perception  that  Sarah's  manner  toward  him  began  to 
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exhibit  a  strange  fluctuation  between  an  effort  at  an 
increased  manifestation  of  regard  and  involuntary  signs  of 
shrinking  and  dislike.  He  asked  her  if  she  wished  to 
break  off  their  engagement;  but  she  denied  this;  their 
engagement  was  known  to  the  church,  and  had  been 
recognized  in  the  prayer-meetings;  it  could  not  be  broken 
off  without  strict  investigation,  and  Sarah  could  render  no 
reason  that  would  be  sanctioned  by  the  feeling  of  the  com- 
munity. At  this  time  the  senior  deacon  was  taken  danger- 
ously ill,  and,  being  a  childless  widower,  he  was  tended 
nfght  and  day  by  some  of  the  younger  brethren  or  sisters. 
Silas  frequently  took  his  turn  in  the  night-watching  with 
William,  the  one  relieving  the  other  at  two  in  the  morning. 
The  old  man,  contrary  to  expectation,  seemed  to  be  on 
the  way  to  recovery,  when  one  night  Silas,  sitting  up  by 
his  bedside,  observed  that  his  usual  audible  breathing  had 
ceased.  The  candle  was  burning  low,  and  he  had  to  lift 
it  to  see  th^  patient^s  face  distinctly.  Examination  con- 
vinced him  that  the  deacon  was  dead — had  been  dead  some 
time,  for  the  limbs  were  rigid.  Silas  asked  himself  if  he 
had  been  asleep,  and  looked  at  the  clock:  it  was  already 
four  in  the  morning.  How  was  it  that  William  had  not 
come?  In  much  anxiety  he  went  to  seek  for  help,  and 
soon  there  were  several  friends  assembled  in  the  house,  the 
minister  among  them,  while  Silas  went  away  to  his  work, 
wishing  he  could  have  met  William  to  know  the  reason  of 
his  non-appearance.  But  at  six  o'clock,  as  he  was  think- 
ing of  going  to  seek  his  friend,  William  came,  and  with 
him  the  minister.  They  came  to  summon  him  to  Lantern 
Yard,  to  meet  the  church  members  there;  and  to  his  in- 
quiry concerning  the  cause  of  the  summons  the  only  replj 
was,  "You  will  hear.''  Nothing  further  was  said  until 
Silas  was  seated  in  the  vestry,  in  front  of  the  minister, 
with  the  eyes  of  those  who  to  him  represented  God's  people 
fixed  solemnly  upon  him.  Then  the  minister,  taking  out 
a  pocket-knife,  showed  it  to  Silas,  and  asked  him  if  he 
knew  where  he  had  left  that  knife.  Silas  said  he  did  not 
know  that  he  had  left  it  anywhere  out  of  his  own  pocket — 
but  he  was  trembling  at  this  strange  interrogation.  He 
was  then  exhorted  not  to  hide  his  sin,  but  to  confess  and 
repent.  The  knife  had  been  found  in  the  bureau  by  the 
departed  deacon's  bedside — found  in  the  place  where  the 
little  bag  of  church  money  had  lain,  which  the  minister 
himself  had  seen  the  day  before.  Some  hand  had  removed 
that  bag;  and  whose  hand  could  it  be,  if  not  that  of  th^ 
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man  to  whom  the  knife  belonffed?  For  some  time  Silas 
was  mute  with  astonishment.  Then  he  said,  "  God  will 
clear  me.  I  know  nothing  about  the  knife  being  there,  or 
the  money  being  gone.  Search  me  and  my  dwelling;  you 
will  find  nothing  but  three  pound  five  of  my  own  savings, 
which  William  Dane  knows  I  have  had  these  six  months.** 
At  this  William  groaned,  but  the  minister  said,  ^^The 
proof  is  heavy  against  you,  brother  Mamer.  The  money 
was  taken  in  the  night  last  past,  and  no  man  was  with  our' 
departed  brother  but  you,  for  William  Dane  declares  to  us 
that  he  was  hindered  by  sudden  sickness  from  going  to 
take  his  place  as  usual,  and  you  yourself  said  that  he  had 
not  come;  and,  moreover,  you  neglected  the  dead  body.'* 

"  I  must  have  slept,  ^*  said  Silas.  Then,  after  a  pause, 
he  added,  "  Or  I  must  have  had  another  visitation  like  that 
which  you  have  all  seen  me  under,  so  that  the  thief  must 
have  come  and  gone  while  I  was  not  in  the  body,  but  out 
of  the  body.  But  I  say  again,  search  me  and  my  dwelling, 
for  I  have  been  nowhere  else.** 

The  search  was  made,  and  it  ended — in  William  Dane*s 
finding  the  well-known  bag,  empty,  tucked  behind  the 
chest  of  drawers  in  Silases  chamber!  On  this  William 
exhorted  his  friend  to  confess,  and  not- to  hide  his  sin  any 
longer.  Silas  turned  a  look  of  keen  reproach  on  him,  iind 
said,  "William,  for  nine  years  that  we 'have  gone  in  and 
out  together,  have  you  ever  known  me  tell  a  lie?  But  God 
will  clear  me.** 

**  Brother,**  said  William,  "  how  do  I  know  what  you 
may  have  done  in  the  secret  chambers  of  your  heart,  to 
give  Satan  an  advantage  over  you?'* 

Silas  was  still  looking  at  his  friend.  Suddenly  a  deep 
flush  came  over  his  face,  and  he  was  about  to  speak  impetu- 
ously, when  he  seemed  checked  again  by  some  inward 
shock  that  sent  the  flush  back  and  made  him  tremble.  But 
at  last  he  spoke  feebly,  looking  at  William. 

"I  remember  now — the  knife  wasn*t  in  my  pocket.** 

William  said,  *^I  know  nothing  of  what  you  mean.*' 
The  other  persons  present,  however,  began  to  inquire 
where  Silas  meant  to  say  that  the  knife  was,  but  he  would 
give  no  further  explanation:  he  only  said,  "I  am  sore 
stricken;  I  can  say  nothing.     God  will  clear  me.** 

On  their  return  to  the  vestry  there  was  further  delibera- 
tion. Any  resort  to  legal  measures  for  ascertaining  the 
culprit  was  contrary  to  the  principles  of  the  church  in 
liantem  Yard,  according  to  which  prosecution  was  forbid- 
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den  to  Christians^  even  had  the  case  held  less  scandal  to 
the  community.  But  the  members  were  bound  to  take 
other  measures  for  finding  out  the  truth,  and  they  resolved 
on  praying  and  drawing  lots.  This  resolution  can  be  a 
ground  of  surprise  only  to  those  who  are  unacquainted  with 
that  obscure  religious  life  which  has  gone  on  in  the  alleys 
of  our  towns.  Silas  knelt  with  his  brethren,  relying  on 
his  own  innocence  being  certified  by  immediate  divine 
*  interference,  but  feeling  tnat  there  was  sorrow  and  mourn- 
ing behind  for  him  even  then — that  his  trust  in  man  had 
been  cruelly  bruised.  The  lots  declared  that  Silas  Marner 
was  auilty.  He  was  solemnly  suspended  from  church- 
membership,  and  called  upon  to  render  up  the  stolen 
money:  only  on  confession,  as  the  sign  of  repentance,  could 
he  be  received  once  more  within  the  folds  of  the  church. 
Marner  listened  in  silence.  At  last,  when  everyone  rose  to 
depart,  he  went  toward  William  Dane  and  said,  in  a  voice 
shaken  by  agitation — 

"  The  last  time  I  remember  using  my  knife,  was  when  I 
took  it  out  to  cut  a  strap  for  you.  I  don^t  remember  put- 
ting it  in  my  pocket  again.  You  stole  the  money,  and  you 
have  woven  a  plot  to  lay  the  sin  at  my  door.  But  you 
may  prosper,  for  all  that:  there  is  no  just  God  that  governs 
the  earth  righteously,  but  a  God  of  lies,  that  bears  witness 
against  the  innocent.** 

There  was  a  general  shudder  at  this  blasphemy. 

William  said  meekly,  ^^I  leave  our  brethren  to  judge 
whether  this  is  the  voice  of  Satan  or  not.  I  can  do  nothing 
but  pray  for  you,  Silas.*' 

Poor  Marner  went  out  with  that  despair  in  his  soul — 
that  shaken  trust  in  God  and  man,  which  is  little  short  of 
madness  to  a  loving  nature.  In  the  bitterness  of  his 
wounded  spirit,  he  said  to  himself,  "  She  will  cast  me  off 
too.**  And  he  reflected  that,  if  she  did  not  believe  the 
testimony  against  him,  her  whole  faith  must  be  upset  as 
his  was.  To  people  accustomed  to  reason  about  the  forms 
in  which  their  religious  feeling  has  incorporated  itself, 
it  is  difficult  to  enter  into  that  simple,  untaught  state  of 
mind  in  which  the  form  and  the  feeling  have  never  been 
severed  by  an  act  of  reflection.  We  are  apt  to  think  it 
inevitable  that  a  man  in  Marner's  position  should  have 
begun  to  question  the  validity  of  an  appeal  to  the  divine 

{'udgment  by  drawing  lots;  but  to  him  this  would  have 
►een  an  effort  of  independent  thought  such  as  he  had  never 
known;  and  he  must  have  made  the  effort  at  a  moment 
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when  all  his  energies  were  turned  into  the  anguish  of  dis- 
appointed faith.  If  there  is  an  angel  who  records  the  sor- 
rows of  men  as  well  as  their  sins,  he  knows  how  many  and 
deep  are  the  sorrows  that  spring  from  false  ideas  for  which 
no  man  is  culpable. 

Marner  went  home,  and  for  a  whole  day  sat  alone,  over- 
come by  despair,  without  any  impulse  to  go  to  Sarah  and 
attempt  to  win  her  belief  in  his  innocence.  The  second  day 
he  took  refuge  from  benumbing  unbelief,  by  getting  into 
his  loom  and  working  away  as  usual;  and  before  many 
hours  were  past,  the  minister  and  one  of  the  deacons  came 
to  him  with  the  message  from  Sarah,  that  she  held  her 
engagement  to  him  at  an  end.  Silas  received  the  message 
mutmy,  and  then  turned  away  from  the  messengere  to 
work  at  his  loom  again.  In  little  more  than  a  month  from 
that  time,  Sarah  was  married  to  William  Dane;  and  not 
long  afterward  it  was  known  to  the  brethren  in  Lantern 
Yard  that  Silas  Marner  had  departed  from  the  town. 


CHAPTEE  II. 


Even  people  whose  lives  have  been  made  various  by 
learning,  sometimes  find  it  hard  to  keep  a  fast  hold  on 
their  habitual  views  of  life,  on  their  faith  in  the  Invisible, 
nay,  on  the  sense  that  their  past  joys  and  sorrows  are  a 
real  experience,  when  they  are  suddenly  transported  to  a 
new  land,  where  the  beings  around  them  know  nothing  of 
their  history,  and  share  none  of  their  ideas — where  their 
mother  earth  shows  another  lap,  and  human  life  has  other 
forms  than  those  on  which  their  souls  have  been  nourished. 
Minds  that  have  been  unhinged  from  their  old  faith  and 
love,  have  perhaps  sought  this  Lethean  influence  of  exile,  in 
which  the  past  becomes  dreamy  because  its  symbols  have  all 
vanished,  and  the  present  too  is  dreamy  because  it  is  linked 
with  no  memories.  But  even  their  experience  may  hardly 
enable  them  thoroughly  to  imagine  what  was  the  effect  on 
a  simple  weaver  like  Silas  Marner,  when  he  left  his  own 
country  and  people  and  came  to  settle  in  Eaveloe.  Nothing 
could  be  more  unlike  his  native  town,  set  within  sight  of  the 
widespread  hillsides,  than  this  low  wooded  region,  where  he 
felt  hidden  even  from  the  heavens  by  the  screening  trees 
and  hedgerows.  There  was  nothing  here,  when  he  rose  in 
2 


18  SILAS   MARKER. 

the  deep  morning  quiet  and  looked  out  on  the  dewy  bram- 
bles and  rank  tufted  grass,  that  seemed  to  have  any  rela- 
tion with  that  life  centering  in  Lantern  Yard,  which  had 
once  been  to  him  the  altar-place  of  high  dispensations. 
The  whitewashed  walls;  the  little  pews  where  well-known 
figures  entered  with  a  subdued  rustling,  and  where  first 
one  well-known  voice  and  then  another,  pitched  in  a  pecul- 
iar key  of  petition,  uttered  phrases  at  once  occult  and 
familiar,  like  the  amulet  worn  on  the  heart;  the  pulpit 
where  the  minister  delivered  unquestioned  doctrine,  and 
swayed  to  and  fro,  and  handled  the  book  in  a  long  accus- 
tomed manner;  the  very  pauses  between  the  couplets  of 
the  hymn,  as  it  was  given  out,  and  the  recurrent  swell  of 
voices  in  song:  these  things  had  been  the  channel  of 
divine  influences  to  Marner — they  were  the  fostering  home 
of  his  religious  emotions — they  were  Christianity  and 
God^s  kingdom  upon  earth.  A  weaver  who  finds  hard 
words  in  his  hymn-book  knows  nothing  of  abstractions; 
as  the  little  child  knows  nothing  of  parental  love,  but  only 
knows  one  face  and  one  lap  toward  which  it  stretches  its 
arms  for  refuge  and  nurture. 

And  what  could  be  more  unlike  that  Lantern  Yard  world 
than  the  world  in  Raveloe? — orchards  looking  lazy  with 
neglected  plenty;  the  large  church  in  the  wide  church-yard, 
which  men  gazed  at  lounging  at  their  own  doors  in  service- 
time;  the  purple-faced  farmers  jogging  along  the  lanes  or 
turning  in  at  the  Rainbow;  homesteads,  where  men  supped 
heavily  and  slept  in  the  light  of  the  evening  hearth,  and 
where  women  seemed  to  be  laying  up  a  stock  of  linen  for  the 
life  to  come.  There  were  no  lips  in  Raveloe  from  which  a 
word  could  fall  that  would  stir  Silas  Marner^s  benumbed 
faith  to  a  sense  of  pain.  In  the  early  ages  of  the  world, 
we  know,  it  was  believed  that  each  territory  was  inhabited 
and  ruled  by  its  own  divinities,  so  that  a  man  could  cross 
the  bordering  heights  and  be  out  of  the  reach  of  his 
native  gods,  whose  presence  was  confined  to  the  streams 
and  the  groves  and  the  hills  among  which  he  had  lived 
from  his  birth.  And  poor  Silas  was  vaguely  conscious  of 
something  not  unlike  the  feeling  of  primitive  men,  when 
they  fled  thus,  in  fear  or  in  sullenness,  from  the  face  of  an 
unpropitious  deity.  It  seemed  to  him  that  the  Power  he 
had  vainly  trusted  in  among  the  streets  and  at  the  prayer- 
meetings,  was  very  far  away  from  this  land  in  which  he 
had  taken  refuge,  where  men  lived  in  careless  abundance, 
knowing  and  needing  nothing  of  that  trust,  which,  for 
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him,  had  been  turned  to  bitterness.  The  little  light  he 
possessed  spread  its  beams  so  narrowly,  that  frustrated 
belief  was  a  curtain  broad  enough  to  create  for  him  the 
blackness  of  night. 

His  first  movement  after  the  shock  had  been  to  work 
in  his  loom;  and  he  went  on  with  this  unremittinffly, 
never  asking  himself  why,  now  he  was  come  to  Raveloe, 
he  worked  far  on  into  the  night  to  finish  the  tale  of  Mrs. 
Osgood  *8  table-linen  sooner  than  she  expected — without 
contemplating  beforehand  the  money,  she  would  put  into 
his  hand  for  the  work.  He  seemed  to  weave,  like  the 
spider,  from  pure  impulse,  without  reflection.  Every 
man^s  work,  pursued  steadily,  tends  in  this  way  to  become 
an  end  in  itself,  and  so  to  bridge  over  the  loveless  chasms 
of  his  life.  Silas's  hand  satisfied  itself  with  throwing  the 
shuttle,  and  his  eye  with  seeing  the  little  squares  in  the 
cloth  complete  themselves  under  his  effort.  Then  there 
were  the  calls  of  hunger;  and  Silas,  in  his  solitude,  had  to 
provide  his  own  breakfast,  dinner,  and  supper,  to  fetch  his 
own  water  from  the  well,  and  put  his  own  kettle  on  the 
fire;  and  all  these  immediate  promptings  helped,  along 
with  the  weaving,  to  reduce  his  life  to  the  unquestioning 
activity  of  a  spinning  insect.  He  hated  the  thought  of 
the  past;  there  was  nothing  that  called  out  his  love  and 
fellowship  toward  the  strangers  he  had  come  amongst; 
and  the  future  was  all  dark,  for  there  was  no  Unseen 
Love  that  cared  for  him.  Thought  was  arrested  by  utter 
bewilderment,  now  its  old  narrow  pathway  was  closed, 
and  affection  seemed  to  have  died  under  the  bruise  that 
had  fallen  on  its  keenest  nerves. 

But  at  last  Mrs.  Osgood^s  table-linen  was  finished,  and 
Silas  was  paid  in  gold.  His  earnings  in  his  native  town, 
where  he  worked  for  a  wholesale  dealer,  had  been  after  a 
lower  rate;  he  had  been  paid  weekly,  and  of  his  weekly 
earnings  a  large  proportion  had  gone  to  objects  of  piety 
and  charity.  N"ow,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  he  had 
five  bright  guineas  put  into  his  hand ;  no  man  expected  a 
share  of  them,  and  he  loved  no  man  that  he  should  offer 
him  a  share.  But  what  were  the  guineas  to  him  who  saw 
no  vista  beyond  countless  days  of  weaving?  It  was  need- 
less for  him  to  ask  that,  for  it  was  pleasant  to  him  to  feel 
them  in  his  palm,  and  look  at  their  bright  faces,  which 
were  all  his  own:  it  was  another  element  of  life,  like  the 
weaving  and  the  satisfaction  of  hunger,  subsisting  quite 
aloof  from  the  life  of  belief  and  love  from  which  he  had 
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beeu  cut  off.  The  weaver^s  hand  had  known  the  touch  of 
hard-won  money  even  before  the  palm  had  grown  to  its 
full  breadth;  for  twenty  years,  mysterious  money  had 
stood  to  him  as  the  symbol  of  earthly  good,  and  the  imme- 
diate object  of  toil.  He  had  seemed  to  love  it  little  in  the 
years  when  every  penny  had  its  purpose  for  him;  for  he 
loved  the  purpose  then.  But  now,  when  all  purpose  was 
gone,  that  habit  of  looking  toward  the  money  and  grasp- 
ing it  with  a  sense  of  fulfilled  effort  made  a  loam  that  was 
deep  enough  for  the  seeds  of  desire;  and  as  Silas  walked 
homeward  across  the  fields  in  the  twilight,  he  drew  out 
the  money  and  thought  it  was  brighter  in  the  gathering 
gloom. 

About  this  time  an  incident  happened  which  seemed 
to  open  a  possibility  of  some  fellowship  with  his  neigh- 
bors. One  day,  taking  a. pair  of  shoes  to  be  mended, 
he  saw  the  cobbler's  wife  seated  by  the  fire,  suffering 
from  the  terrible  symptoms  of  heart-disease  and  dropsy, 
which  he  had  witnessed  as  the  precursors  of  his  mother's 
death.  He  felt  a  rush  of  pity  at  the  mingled  sight  and 
remembrance,  and,  recalling  the  relief  his  mother  had 
found  from  a  simple  preparation  of  foxglove,  he  promised 
Sally  Gates  to  bring  her  something  that  would  ease  her, 
since  the  doctor  did  her  no  good.  In  this  office  of  charity, 
Silas  felt,  for  the  first  time  since  he  had  come  to  Eaveloe, 
a  sense  of  unity  between  his  past  and  present  life,  which 
might  have  been  the  beginning  of  his  rescue  from  the 
insect-like  existence  into  which  his  nature  had  shrunk. 
But  Sally  Oates's  disease  had  raised  her  into  a  personage  of 
much  interest  and  importance  among  the  neighbors,  and 
the  fact  of  her  having  found  relief  from  drinking  Silas 
Marner's  ^^ stuff''  became  a  matter  of  general  discourse. 
When  Doctor  Kimble  gave  physic,  it  was  natural  that  it 
should  have  an  effect;  but  when  a  weaver,  who  came  from 
nobody  knew  where,  worked  wonders  with  a  bottle  of  brown 
waters,  the  occult  character  of  the  process  was  evident. 
Such  a  sort  of  thing  had  not  been  known  since  the  Wise 
Woman  at  Tarley  died;  and  she  had  charms  as  well  as 
"  stuff  ";  everybody  went  to  her  when  their  children  had  fits. 
Silas  Marner  must  be  a  person  of  the  same  sort,  for  how 
did  he  know  what  would  bring  back  Sally  Oates's  breath,  if 
he  didn't  know  a  fine  sight  more  than  that?  The  Wise 
Woman  had  words  that  she  muttered  to  herself,  so  that 
you  couldn't  hear  what  they  were,  and  if  she  tied  a  bit  of 
red  thread  round  the  child's  toe  the  while,  it  would  keep 
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ofE  the  water  in  the  head.  There  were  women  in  Kaveloe, 
at  that  present  time,  who  had  worn  one  of  the  Wise 
Woman^s  little  baffs  round  their  necks,  and,  in  conse- 
quence, had  never  had  an  idiot  child,  as  Ann  Coulter  had. 
Silas  Marner  could  very  likely  do  as  much,  and  more;  and 
now  it  was  all  clear  how  he  should  have  come  from 
unknown  parts,  and  be  so  "comical-looking.^'  But  Sally 
Gates  must  mind  and  not  tell  the  doctor,  for  he  would  be 
sure  to  set  his  face  against  Marner;  he  was  always  angry 
about  the  Wise  Woman,  and  used  to  threaten  those  who 
went  to  her  that  they  should  have  none  of  his  help  any 
more. 

Silas  now  found  himself  and  his  cottage  suddenly  beset 
by  mothers  who  wanted  him  to  charm  away  the  whooping- 
cough,  or  bring  back  the  milk;  and  by  men  who  wanted 
stuff  against  the  rheumatics  or  the  knots  in  the  hands;  and 
to  secure  themselves  against  a  refusal,  the  applicants 
brought  silver  in  their  palms.  Silas  might  have  driven  a 
profitable  trade  in  charms  as  well  as  in  his  small  list  of 
drugs;  but  money  on  this  condition  was  no  temptation  to 
him;  he  had  never  known  an  impulse  toward  falsity,  and 
he  drove  one  after  another  away  with  growing  irritation, 
for  the  news  of  him  as  a  wise  man  had  spread  even  to  Tar- 
ley,  and  it  was  long  before  people  ceased  to  take  long  walks 
for  the  sake  of  asking  his  aid.  But  the  hope  in  his  wis- 
dom was  at  length  changed  into  dread,  for  no  one  believed 
him  when  he  said  he  knew  no  charms  and  could  work  no 
cures,  and  every  man  and  woman  who  had  an  accident  or 
a  new  attack  after  applying  to  him,  set  the  misfortune 
down  to  Master  Marners  ill-will  and  irritated  glances. 
Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  his  movement  of  pity  toward 
Sally  Gates,  which  had  given  him  a  transient  sense  of 
brotherhood,  heightened  the  repulsion  between  him  and 
his  neighbors,  and  made  his  isolation  more  complete. 

Gradually  the  guineas,  the  crowns,  and  the  half-crowas 
grew  to  a.  heap,  and  Marner  drew  less  and  less  for  his  own 
wants,  tryinff  to  solve  the  problem  of  keeping  himself 
strong  enough  to  work  sixteen  hours  a  day  on  as  small  an 
outlay  as  possible.  Have  not  men,  shut  up  in  solitary 
imprisonment,  found  an  interest  in  marking  the  moments 
by  straight  strokes  of  a  certain  length  on  the  wall,  until 
the  growth  of  the  sum  of  straight  strokes,  arranged  in 
triangles,  has  become  a  mastering  purpose?  Do  we  not 
wile  away  moments  of  inanity  or  fatigued  waiting  by 
repeating  some  trivial   movement   or   sound,    until    the 
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repetition  has  bred  a  want,  which  is  incipient  habit? 
That  will  help  us  to  understand  how  the  love  of  accumu- 
lating money  grows  an  absorbing  passion  in  men  whose 
imaginations,  even  in  the  very  beginning  of  their  hoard, 
showed  them  no  purpose  beyond  it.  Marner  wanted  the 
heaps  of  ten  to  grow  into  a  square,  and  then  into  a  larger 
square;  and  evefy  added  guinea,  while  it  was  itself  a  satis- 
faction, bred  a  new  desire.  In  this  strange  world,  made  a 
hopeless  riddle  to  him,  he  might,  if  he  had  had  a  less 
intense  nature,  have  sat  weaving,  weaving — ^looking  to- 
ward the  end  of  his  pattern,  or  toward  the  end  of  his 
web,  till  he  forgot  the  riddle,  and  everything  else  but  his 
immediate  sensations;  but  the  money  had  come  to  mark 
off  his  weaving  into  periods,  and  the  money  not  only  grew, 
but  it  remained  with  him.  He  began  to  think  it  was 
conscious  of  him,  as  his  loom  was,  and  he  would  on  no 
account  have  exchanged  those  coins,  which  had  become 
his' familiars,  for  other  coins  with  unknown  faces.  He 
handled  them,  he  counted  them,  till  their  form  and  color 
wore  like  the  satisfaction  of  a  thirst  to  him;  bat  it  was 
only  in  the  night,  when  his  work  was  done,  that  he  drew 
them  out  to  enioy  their  companionship.  He  had  taken 
up  some  bricks  m  his  floor  underneath  his  loom,  and  here 
he  had  made  a  hole  in  which  he  set  the  iron  pot  that 
contained  his  guineas  and  silver  coins,  covering  the  bricks 
with  sand  whenever  he  replaced  them.  •  Not  that  the  idea 
of  being  robbed  presented  itself  often  or  strongly  to  his 
mind:  hoarding  was  common  in  country  districts  in  those 
days;  there  were  old  laborers  in  the  parish  of  Raveloe  who 
were  known  to  have  their  savings  by  them,  probably  inside 
their  flock-beds;  but  their  rustic  neighbors,  though  not  all 
of  them  as  honest  as  their  ancestors  in  the  days  of  King 
Alfred,  had  not  imaginations  bold  enough  to  lay  a  plan  of 
burglary.  How  could  they  have  spent  the  money  in  their 
own  village  without  betraying  themselves?  They  would 
be  obliged  to  "run  away" — a  course  as  dark  and  dubious 
as  a  balloon  journey. 

So,  year  after  year,  Silas  Marner  had  lived  in  this  soli- 
tude, his  guineas  rising  in  the  iron  pot,  and  his  life  narrow- 
ing and  hardening  itself  more  and  more  into  a  mere  pulsa- 
tion of  desire  and  satisfaction  that  had  no  relation  to  any 
other  being.  His  life  had  reduced  itself  to  the  functions 
of  weaving  and  hoarding,  without  any  contemplation  of  an 
end  toward  which  the  functions  tended.  The  same  sort  of 
process  has  perhaps  been  undergone  by  wiser  men,  when 
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they  have  been  cut  ofif  from  faith  and  love— only,  instead 
of  a  loom  and  a  heap  of  guineas,  they  have  had  some 
erudite  research,  some  ingenious  project,  or  some  well-knit 
theory.  Strangely  Marner^s  face  and  figure  shrank  and 
bent  themselves  into  a  constant  mechanical  relation  to  the 
objects  of  his  life,  so  that  he  produced  the  same  sort  of 
impression  as  a  handle  or  a  crooked  tube,  which  has  no 
meaning  standing  apart.  The  prominent  eyes  that  used 
to  look  trusting  and  dreamy,  now  looked  as  if  they  had 
been  made  to  see  only  one  kind  of  thing  that  was  very 
small,  like  tiny  grain,  for  which  they  hunted  everywhere; 
and  he  was  so  withered  and  yellow,  that,  though  he  was 
not  yet  forty,  the  children  always  called  him  "Old  Master 
Mamer/^ 

Yet  even  in  this  stage  of  withering  a  little  incident 
happened,  which  showed  that  the  sap  of  affection  was  not 
all  gone.  It  was  one.of  his  daily  tasks  to  fetch  his  water 
from  a  well  a  couple  of  fields  off,  and  for  this  purpose, 
ever  since  he  came  to  Raveloe,  he  had  had  a  brown  earth- 
enware pot,  which  he  held  as  his  most  precious  utensil 
among  tne  verj  few  conveniences  he  had  granted  himself. 
It  had  been  his  companion  for  twelve  years,  always  stand- 
ing on  the  same  spot,  always  lending  its  handle  to  him  in 
the  early  morning,  so  that  its  form  had  an  expression  for 
him  of  willing  helpfulness,  and  the  impress  of  its  liandle 
on  his  palm  gave  a  satisfaction  mingled  with  that  of 
having  the  fresh  clear  water.  One  day  as  he  was  return- 
ing from  the  well,  he  stumbled  against  the  step  of  the 
stile,  and  his  brown  pot,  falling  with  force  against  the 
stones  that  overarched  the  ditch  below  him,  was  oroken  in 
three  pieces.  Silas  picked  up  the  pieces  and  carried  them 
home  with  grief  in  his  heart.  The  brown  pot  could  never 
be  of  use  to  him  any  more,  but  he  stuck  the  bits  together 
and  propped  the  ruin  in  its  old  place  for  a  memorial. 

This  IS  the  history  of  Silas  Mafner,  until  the  fifteenth 
year  after  he  came  to  Raveloe.  The  livelong  day  he  sat  in 
his  loom,  his  ear  filled  with  its  monotony,  his  eyes  bent 
close  down  on  the  slow  growth  of  sameness  in  the  brownish 
web,  his  muscles  moving  with  such  even  repetition  that 
their  pause  seemed  almost  as  much  a  constraint  as  the 
liolding  of  his  breath.  But  at  night  came  his  revelry:  at 
night  he  closed  his  shutters,  and  made  fast  his  doors,  and 
drew  forth  his  gt^ld.  Long  ago  the  heap  of  coins  had 
become  too  large  for  the  iron  pot  to  hold  them,  and  he 
had  made  for  them  two  thick  leather  bags,  which  wasted 
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no  room  in  their  resting-place,  but  lent  themselves  flexibly 
to  every  corner.  How  the  guineas  shone  as  they  came 
pouring  out  of  the  dark  leather  mouths!  The  silver 
bore  no  large  proportion  in  amount  to  the  gold,  because 
the  long  pieces  of  linen  which  formed  his  chief  work  were 
always  partly  paid  for  in  gold,  and  out  of  the  silver  he 
supplied  his  own  bodily  wants,  choosing  always  the  shil- 
lings and  sixpences  to  spend  in  this  way.  He  loved  the 
guineas  best,  but  he  would  not  change  the  silver  —  the 
crowns  and  half-crowns  that  were  his  own  earnings,  begotten 
by  his  labor;  he  loved  them  all.  He  spread  them  out  in 
heaps  and  bathed  his  hands  in  them;  then  he  counted  them 
and  set  them  up  in  regular  piles,  and  felt  their  rounded 
outlines  between  his  thumb  and  fingers,  and  thought 
fondly  of  the  guineas  that  were  only  half  earned  by  the 
work  in  his  loom,  as  if  they  had  been  unborn  children — 
thought  of  the  guineas  that  were  coming  slowly  through  the 
coming  years,  through  all  his  life,  which  spread  far  away 
before  him,  the  end  quite  hidden  by  countless  days  of 
weaving.  No  wonder  his  thoughts  were  still  with  his 
loom  and  his  money  when  he  made  his  journeys  through 
the  fields  and  the  lanes  to  fetch  and  carry  home  his  work, 
so  that  his  steps  never  wandered  to  the  hedge-banks  and 
the  lane-side  in  search  of  the  once  familiar  herbs:  these 
too  belonged  to  the  past,  from  which  his  life  had  shrunk 
away,  like  a  rivulet  that  has  sunk  far  down  from  the 
grassy  fringe  of  its  old  breadth  into  a  little  shivering 
thread,  that  cuts  a  groove  for  itself  in  the  barren  sand. 

But  about  the  Christmas  of  that  fifteenth  year,  a  second 
great  change  came  over  Marner's  life,  and  his  history 
became  blent  in  a  singular  manner  with  the  life  of  his 
neighbors. 


OHAPTEE  III. 


The  greatest  man  in  Raveloe  was  Squire  Cass,  who  lived 
in  the  large  red  house  with  the  handsome  flight  of  stone 
steps  in  front  and  the  high  stables  behind  it,  nearly  oppo- 
site the  church.  He  was  only  one  among  several  landed 
garishioners,  but  he  alone  was  honored  with  the  title  of 
quire;  for  though  Mr.  Osgood^s  family  was  also  under- 
stood to  be  of  timeless  origin — the  Raveloe  imagination 
having:  never  ventured  back  to  that  fearful  blank  when 
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there  were  no  Osgoods — still  he  merely  owned  the  farm  he 
occupied;  whereas  Squire  Cass  had  a  tenant  or  two,  who 
complained  of  the  game  to  him  quite  as  if  he  had  been  a 
lord. 

It  was  still  that  glorious  war-time  which  was  felt  to  be  a 
peculiar  favor  of  Providence  toward  the  landed  interest, 
and  the  fall  of  prices  had  not  yet  come  to  carry  the  race  of 
small  squires  and  yeomen  down  that  road  to  ruin  for  which 
extravagant  habits  and  bad  husbandry  were  plentifully 
anointing  their  wheels.  I  am  speaking  now  m  relation 
to  Raveloe  and  the  parishes  that  resembled  it;  for  our 
old-fashioned  country  life  had  many  different  aspects,  as 
all  life  must  have  when  it  is  spread  over  a  various  surface, 
and  breathed  on  variously  by  multitudinous  currents,  from 
the  winds  of  heaven  to  the  thoughts  of  men,  which  are 
forever  moving  and  crossing  each  other  with  incalculable 
results.  Baveloe  lay  lo\!j  among  the  bushy  trees  and  the 
rutted  lanes,  aloof  from  the  currents  of  industrial  energy 
and  Puritan  earnestness:  the  rich  ate  and  drank  freely, 
accepting  gout  and  apoplexy  as  things  that  ran  mysteri- 
ously in  respectable  families,  and  the  poor  thought  that 
the  rich  were  entirely  in  the  right  of  it  to  lead  a  jolly  life; 
besides,  their  feasting  caused  a  multiplication  of  orts, 
which  were  the  heirlooms  of  the  poor.  Betty  Jay  scented 
the  boiling  of  Squire  Cassis  hams,  but  her  longing  was 
arrested  by  the  unctuous  liquor  in  which  they  were  boiled; 
and  when  the  seasons  brought  round  the  great  merry- 
makings, they  were  regarded  on  all  hands  as  a  fine  thing 
for  the  poor.  For  the  Raveloe  feasts  were  like  the  rounds 
of  beef  and  the  barrels  of  ale — they  were  on  a  large  scale, 
and  lasted  a  good  while  especially  in  the  winter-time. 
After  ladies  had  packed  up  their  best  gowns  and  top-knots 
in  bandboxes;  and  had  incurred  the  risk  of  fording 
streams  on  pillions  with  the  precious  burden  in  rainy  or 
snowy  weather,  when  there  was  no  knowing  how  high  the 
water  would  rise,  it  was  not  to  be  supj)osed  that  they 
looked  forward  to  a  brief  pleasure.  On  this  ground  it  was 
always  contrived  in  the  dark  seasons,  when  there  was  little 
work  to  be  done,  and  the  hours  were  long,  that  several 
neighbors  should  keep  open  house  in  succession.  So  soon 
as  Squire  Cass's  standing  dishes  diminished  in  plenty  and 
freshness,  his  guests  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  walk  a  little 
higher  up  the  village  to  Mr.  Osgood's,  at  the  Orchards, 
and  thev  found  hams  and  chines  uncut,  pork-pies  with  the 
scent  of  the  fire  in  them,  spun  butter  in  all  its  freshness — 
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every  tiling,  in  fact,  that  appetites  at  leisure  could  desire, 
in  perhaps  greater  perfection,  though  not  in  greater 
abundance,  than  at  Squire  Cassis. 

.  For  the  Squire^s  wife  had  died  long  ago,  and  the  Red 
House  was  without  that  presence  of  the  wife  and  mother 
which  is  the  fountain  of  wholesome  love  and  fear  in  parlor 
and  kitchen;  and  this  helped  to  account  not  only  for  there 
being  more  profusion  than  finished  excellence  in  the  hol- 
iday provisions,  but  also  for  the  frequency  with  which  the 
proud  Squire  condescended  to  preside  in  the  parlor  of  the 
Kainbow  rather  than  under  the  shadow  of  his  own  dark 
wainscot;  perhaps,  also,  for  the  fact  that  his  sons  had 
turned  out  rather  ill.  Raveloe  was  not  a  place  where 
moral  censure  was  severe,  but  it  was  thought  a  weakness 
in  the  Squira.  that  he  had  kept  all  his  sons  at  home  in 
idleness;  and  though  some  license  was  to  be  allowed  to 
young  men  whose  fathers  could  afford  it,  people  shook 
their  heads  at  the  courses  of  the  second  son,  Dunstan, 
commonly  called  Dunsey  Cass,  whose  taste  for  swopping 
and  betting  might  turn  out  to  be  a  sowing  of  some- 
thing worse  than  wild  oats.  To  be  sure  the  neigh- 
bors said,  it  was  no  matter  what  became  of  Dun- 
sey—  a  spiteful,  jeering  fellow,  who  seemed  to  enjoy 
his  drink  the  more  when  other  people  w^ent  dry  — 
always  provided  that  his  doings  did  not  bring  trouble  on  a 
family  like  Squirt  Cassis  with  a  monument  in  the  church, 
and  tankards  older  than  King  George.  But  it  would  be  a 
thousand  pities  if  Mr.  Godfrey,  the  eldest,  a  fine  open- 
faced  good-natured  young  man  who  was  to  come  into  the 
land  some  day,  should  take  to  going  along  the  same  road 
with  his  brother,  as  he  had  seemed  to  do  of  late.  If  he 
went  on  in  that  way,  he  would  lose  Miss  Nancy  Lammeter; 
for  it  was  well  known  that  she  had  looked  very  shyly  on 
him  ever  since  last  Whitsuntide  twelvemonth,  when  there 
was  so  much  talk  about  his  being  away  from  home  days 
and  days  together.  There  was  something  wrong,  more 
than  common  —  that  was  quite  clear;  for  Mr.  Godfrey 
didn^t  look  half  so  fresh-XJolored  and  open  as  he  used  to  do. 
At  one  time  everybody  was  saying.  What  a  handsome 
couple  he  and  Miss  Nancy  Lammeter  would  make!  and  if 
she  could  come  to  be  mistress  at  the  Red  House,  there 
would  be  a  fine  change,  for  the  Lammeters  had  been 
brought  up  in  that  way,  that  they  never  suffered  a  pinch 
of  salt  to  be  wasted,  and  yet  everybody  in  their  household 
had  of  the  best,  according  to  his  place.     Such  a  daughter- 
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in-law  would  be  a  saving  to  the  old  Squire,  ii  she  never 
brought  a  penny  to  her  fortune;  for  it  was  to  be  feared 
that,  notwithstanding  his  incomings,  there  were  more 
holes  in  his  pocket  than  the  one  where  he  put  his  own 
hand  in.  But  if  Mr.  Godfrey  didn't  turn  over  a  new  leaf, 
he  might  say  "Good-bye"  to  Miss  Nancy  Lammeter. 

It  was  the  once  hopeful  Godfrey  who  was  standing,  with 
his  hands  in  his  side-pockets  and  his  back  to  the  fire,  in 
the  dark  wainscoted  parlor,  one  late  November  afternoon 
in  that  fifteenth  year  of  Silas  Marner's  life  at  Raveloe. 
The  fading  gray  light  fell  dimly  on  the  walls  decorated 
with  guns,  whips,  and  foxes'  brushes,  on  coats  and  hats 
flung  on  the  chairs,  on  tankards  sending  forth  a  scent  of 
flat  ale,  and  on  a  half-choked  fire,  with  pipes  propped  up 
in  the  chimney-corners:  signs  of  a  domestic  life  destitute 
of  any  hallowing  charm,  with  which  the  look  of  gloomy 
vexation  on  Godfrey's  blonde  face  was  in  sad  accordance. 
He  seemed  to  be  waiting  and  listening  for  some  one's 
approach,  and  presently  the  sound  of  a  heavy  step,  with 
an  accompanying  whistle,  was  heard  across  the  large  empty 
entrance-hall. 

The  door  opened,  and  a  thick-set,  heavy-looking  young 
man  entered,  with  the  flushed  face  and  the  gratuitously 
elated  bearing  which  mark  the  first  stage  of  intoxication. 
It  was  Dunsey,  and  at  the  sight  of  him  Godfrey's  face 
parted  with  some  of  its  gloom  to  take  on  the  more  active 
expression  of  hatred.  The  handsome  brown  spaniel  that 
lay  on  the  hearth  retreated  under  the  chair  in  the  chimney- 
corner. 

"Well,  Master  Godfrey,  what  do  you  want  with  me?" 
said  Dunsey,  in  a  mocking  tone.  "You're  my  elders  and 
betters,  you  know;  I  was  obliged  to  come  when  you  sent 
for  me." 

"Why,  this  is  what  I  want — and  just  shake  yourself 
sober  and  listen,  will  you?"  said  Godfrey,  savagely.  He 
had  himself  been  drinking  more  than  was  good  for  him, 
trying  to  turn  his  gloom  into  uncalculating  anger.  "I 
waufc  to  tell  you,  I  must  hand  over  that  rent  of  Fowler's 
to  the  Squire,  or  else  tell  him  that  I  gave  it  to  you;  for 
he's  threatening  to  distrain  for  it,  and  it'll  all  be  out  soon, 
whether  I  tell  him  or  not.  H6  said,  just  now,  before  he 
went  out,  he  should  send  word  to  Cox  to  distrain,  if 
Fowler  didn't  come  and  pay  up  his  arrears  this  week. 
The  Squire's  short  o'  cash,  and  m  no  humor  to  stand  any 
nonsense;  and  you  know  what  he  threatened,  if  ever  he 
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found  you  making  away  with  his  money  again.     So,  see 
and  get  the  money,  and  pretty  quickly,  will  you?^^ 

*^ Oh? "said  Dunsey,  sneeringly,  coming  nearer  to  his 
brother  and  looking  in  his  face.  *^  Suppose,  now,  you  get 
the  money  yourself ,  and  save  me  the  trouble,  eh?  Since 
you  was  so  kind  as  to  hand  it  over  to  me,  you4l  not  refuse 
me  the  kindness  to  pay  it  back  for  me:  it  was  your 
brotherly  love  made  you  do  it,  you  know/' 
.  Godfrey  bit  his  lips  and  clenched  his  fist.  "Don't 
come  near  me  with  that  look,  else  Fll  knock  you  down.'^ 

"Oh  no,  you  won't,"  said  Dunsey,  turning  away  on 
his  heel,  however.  "Because  I'm  such  a  good-natured 
brother,  you  know.  I  might  get  you  turned  out  of  house 
and  home,  and  cut  off  with  ^  shilling  any  day.  I  might 
tell  the  Squire  how  his  handsome  son  was  married  to  that 
nice  young  woman,  Molly  Farren,  and  was  very  unhappy 
because  he  couldn't  live  with  his  drunken  wife,  and  1 
should  slip  into  your  place  as  comfortable  as  could  be. 
But  you  see,  I  don't  do  it — I'm  so  easy  and  good-natured. 
You'll  take  any  trouble  for  me.  You'll  get  the  hundred 
pounds  for  me— I  know  you  will." 

"How  can  I  get  the  money?"  said  Godfrey,  quivering. 
"I  haven't  a  shilling  to  bless  myself  with.  And  it's  a  lie 
that  you'd  slip  into  my  place:  you'd  get  yourself  turned 
out,  too,  that  8  all.  For  if  you  begin  telling  tales,  I'll 
follow.  Bob's  my  father's  favorite — ^you  know  that  very 
well.     He'd  only  think  himself  well  rid  of  you." 

"Never  mind,"  said  Dunsey,  nodding  his  head  side- 
ways, as  he  looked  out  of  the  window.  "  It  'ud  be  very 
Eleasant  to  me  to  go  in  your  company — ^you're  such  a 
andsome  brother,  and  we've  always  been  so  fond  of 
quarreling  with  one  another,  I  shouldn't  know  what  to 
do  without  you.  But  you'd  like  better  for  us  both  to  stay 
at  home  together;  I  know  you  would.  So  you'll  manage 
to  get  that  little  sum  o'  money,  and  I'll  bid  you  good-bye, 
though  I'm  sorry  to  part." 

Dunstan  was  moving  off,  but  Godfrey  rushed  after  him, 
and^  seized  him  by  the  arm,  saying  with  an  oath — 

"1  tell  you,  I  have  no  money:  I  can  get  no  money.*' 

"Borrow  of  old  Kimble." 

"  I  tell  you,  he  won't  lend  me  any  more,  and  I  shan't 
ask  him." 

"Well,  then,  sell  Wildfire.'' 

"Yes,  that's  easy  talking.  I  must  have  the  money 
directly." 
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"  Well,  youVe  only  got  to  ride  bim  to  the  Hunt  to-mor- 
row. There^l  be  Bryce  and  Kes^ting  there,  for  sure. 
Youll  get  more  bids  than  one/' 

"I  dare  say,  and  get  back  home  at  eight  o^clock, 
splashed  up  to  the  chin.  I'm  going  to  Mrs.  Osgood's 
birthday  dance/' 

"Oho!"  said  Dunsey,  turning  his  head  on  one  side,  and 
trying  to  speak  in  a  small  mincing  treble.  "And  there's 
s^eet  Miss  Nancy  coming;  and  we  shall  dance  with  her, 
and  promise  never  to  be  naughty  again,  and  be  taken  into 
favor,  and ^" 

"  Hold  your  tongue  about  Miss  Nancy,  you  fool,"  said 
Godfrey,  turning  red,  "else  I'll  throttle  you." 

"What  for?"  said  Dunsey,  still  in  an  artificial  tone, 
but  taking  a  whip  from  the  table  aftd  beating  the  butt-end 
of  it  on  his  palm.  "Yo.u've  a  very  good  chance.  I'd 
advise  you  to  creep  up  her  sleeve  again:  it  'ud  be  saving 
time,  if  Molly  should  happen  to  take  a  drop  too  much 
laudanum  some  day,  and  Make  a  widower  of  you.  Miss 
Nancy  wouldn't  mind  being  a  second,  if  she  didn't  know 
it.  And  you've  got  a  good-natured  brother,  who'll  keep 
your  secret  well,  because  you'll  be  so  very  obliging  to 
nim." 

"I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,"  said  Godfrey,  quivering  and 
pale  again,  "my  patience  is  pretty  near  at  an  end.  If 
you'd  a  little  more  sharpness  in  you,  you  might  know  that 
you  may  urge  a  man  a  bit  too  far,  and  make  one  leap  as 
easy  as  another.  I  don't  know  but  what  it  is  so  now: 
I  may  as  well  tell  the  Squire  everything  myself — I  should 
get  you  off  my  back,  if  I  got  nothing  else.  And,  after 
all,  he'll  know  some  time.  She's  been  threatening  to 
come  herself  and  tell  him.*  So,  don't  flatter  yourself  that 
your  secrecy's  worth  any  price  you  choose  to  ask.  You 
drain  me  of  money  till  I  have  got  nothing  to  pacify  her 
with,  and  she'll  do  as  she  threatens  some  day.  It's  all  one. 
I'll  tell  my  father  everything  myself,  and  you  may  go  to 
the  devil." 

Dunsey  perceived  that  he  had  overshot  his  mark,  and 
that  there  was  a  point  at  which  even  the  hesitating  Godfrey 
might  be  driven  into  decision.  But  he  said,  with  an  air  of 
unconcern — 

"As  you  please;  but  I'll  have  a  draught  of  ale  first." 
And  ringing  the  bell,  he  threw  himself  across  two  chairs, 
and  began  to  rap  the  window-seat  with  the  handle  a'  his 
whip. 
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Godfrey  stood,  still:  ^ith  his  back  to  the  fire,  uneasily 
moving  his  fingers  among  the  contents  of  his  side-pockets, 
and  looking  at  the  floor.  That  big  muscular  frame  of 
his  held  plenty  of  animal  courage,  but  helped  him  to  no 
decision  when  the  dangers  to  be  braved  were  such  as  could 
neither  be  knocked  down  nor  throttled.  His  natural 
irresolution  and  moral  cowardice  were  exaggerated  by  a 
position  in  which  dreaded  consequences  seemed  to  press 
equally  on  all  sides,  and  his  irritation  had  no  sooner  pro- 
voked him  to  defy  Dunstan  and  anticipate  all  possible 
betrayals,  than  the  miseries  he  must  bring  on  himself  by 
such  a  step  seemed  more  unendurable  to  him  than  the 
present  evil.     The  results  of  confession  were  not  contin- 

fent,  they  were  certain;  whereas  betrayal  was  not  certain, 
'rom  the  near  vision  of  that  certainty  he  fell  back  on 
suspense  and  vacillation  with  a  sense  of  repose.  The 
disinherited  son  of  a  small  squire,  equally  disinclined  to 
dig  and  to  beg,  was  almost  as  helpless  as  an  uprooted  tree, 
which,  by  the  favor  of  earth  ami  sky,  has  grown  to  a  hand- 
some bulk  on  the  spot  where  it  first  shot  upward.  Per- 
haps it  would  have  been  possible  to  thing  of  digging  with 
some  cheerfulness  if  Nancy  Lammeter  were  to  be  won  on 
those  terms;  but,  since  he  must  irrevocably  lose  her  as  well 
as  the  inheritance,  and  must  break  every  tie  but  the  one 
that  degi'aded  him  and  left  him  without  motive  for  trying 
to  recover  his  better  self,  he  could  imagine  no  future  for 
himself  on  the  other  side  of  confession  but  that  of  "  ^listing 
for  a  soldier^' — the  most  desperate  step,  short  of  suicide,  in 
the  eyes  of  respectable  families.  No!  he  would  rather 
trust  to  casualties  than  to  his  own  resolve — rather  go  on 
sitting  at  the  feast,  and  sipping  the  wine  he  loved,  though 
with  the  sword  hanging  over  him  and  terror  in  his  heart, 
than  rush  away  into  the  cold  darkness  where  there  was  no 
pleasure  left.  The  utmost  concession  to  Dunstan  about 
the  horse  began  to  seem  easy,  compared  with  the  fulfill- 
ment of  his  own  threat.  But  his  pride  would  not  let  him 
recommence  the  conversation  otherwise  than  by  continuing 
the  quarrel.  Dunstan  was  waiting  for  this,  and  took  his 
ale  in  shorter  draughts  than  usual. 

"It^s  just  like  you,'"  Godfrey  burst  out,  in  a  bitter  tone, 
'^to  talk  about  my  selling  Wildfire  in  that  cool  way — the 
last  thing  I\e  got  to  call  my  own,  and  the  best  bit  of 
horse-flesh  I  ever  had  in  my  life.  And  if  you'd  got  a 
spark  of  pride  in  you,  you'd  be  ashamed  to  see  the  stables 
emptied,  and  everybody  sneering  about  it.     But  it's  my 
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belief  you^d  sell  yourself,  if  it  was  only  for  the  pleasure  of 
making  somebody  feel  he'd  got  a  bad  bargain/' 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  Dunstan,  very  placably,  "you  do  me 
justice,  I  see.  You  know  Fm  a  jewel  for  'ticing  people 
into  bargains.  For  which  reason  I  advise  you  to  let  me 
sell  Wildfire.  I'd  ride  him  to  the  hunt  to-morrow  for  you, 
with  pleasure.  I  shouldn't  look  so  handsome  as  you  in 
the  saddle,  but  it's  the  horse  they'll  bid  for,  and  not  the 
rider." 

"  Yes,  I  dare  say — ^trust  my  horse  to  you! " 

"As  you  please,"  said  Dunstan,  rapping  the  window- 
seat  again  with  an  air  of  great  unconcern.  "  It's  you  have 
got  to  pay  Fowler's  money;  it's  none  of  my  business.  You 
received  the  money  from  him  when  you  went  to  Bramcote, 
and  you  told  the  Squire  it  wasn't  paid.  I'd  nothing  to  do 
with  that;  you  chose  to  be  so  obliging  as  to  give  it  me,  that 
was  all.  If  you  don't  want  to  pay  the  money,  let  it  alone; 
it's  all  one  to  me.  But  I  was  willing  to  accommodate  you 
by  untertaking  to  sell  the  horse,  seeing  it's  not  convenient 
to  you  to  go  so  far  to-morrow." 

Godfrey  was  silent  for  some  moments.  He  would  have 
liked  to  spring  on  Dunstan,  wrench  the  whip  from  his 
hand,  and  flog  him  to  within  an  inch  of  his  life;  and  no 
bodily  fear  could  have  deterred  him;i)ut  he  was  mastered 
by  another  sort  of  fear,  which  was  fed  by  feelings  stronger 
even  than  his  resentment.  When  he  spoke  again  it  was  in 
a  half-conciliatory  tone. 

"Well,  you  mean  no  nonsense  about  the  horse,  eh? 
You'll  sell  him  all  fair,  and  hand  over  the  money?  If  you 
don't,  you  know,  everything  'ull  go  to  smash,  for  I've  got 
nothing  else  to  trust  to.     And  you'll  have  less  pleasure  in 

Sulling  the  house  over  my  head,  when  your  own  skull's  to 
e  broken  too." 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  Dunstan,  rising;  "all  right.  I  thought 
you'd  come  round.  I'm  the  fellow  to  bring  old  Bryce  up 
to  the  scratch.  I'll  get  you  a  hundred  and  f  wenty  for  him, 
if  I  get  you  a  penny." 

'*  But  it'll  perhaps  rain  cats  and  dogs  to-morrow,  as  it 
did  yesterday,  and  then  you  can't  go,"  said  Godfrey, 
hardly  knowing  whether  he  wished  for  that  obstacle  or 
not. 

"Not  it/'  said  Dunstan.  "I'm  always  lucky  in  my 
weather.  It  might  rain  if  you  wanted  to  go  yourself. 
You  never  hold  trumps,  you  know — I  always  do.  You've 
got  the  beauty,  you  see,  and  I've  got  the  luck,  so  you  must 
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keep  me  by  you  for  your  crooked  sixpence;  you^l  ne-^et 
get  along  without  me/^ 

^'Confound  you,  hold  your  tongue!'^  said  Godfrey, 
impetuously.  ^^And  take  care  to  keep  sober  to-morrow, 
else  you^l  get  pitched  on  your  head  coming  home,  and 
Wildfire  might  be  the  worse  for  it." 

*^Make  your  tender  heart  easy,"  said  Dunstan,  opening 
the  door.  ^^  You  never  knew  me  see  double  when  rd  got 
a  bargain  to  make;  it  'ud  spoil  the  fun.  Besides,  when- 
ever I  fall,  I^m  warranted  to  fall  on  my  legs." 

With  that,  Dunstan  slammed  the  door  behind  him,  and 
left  Godfrey  to  that  bitter  rumination  on  his  personal  cir- 
cumstances which  was  now  unbroken  from  day  to  day  save 
by  the  excitement  of  sporting,  drinking,  card-playing,  or 
th(  '^ 


the  rarer  and  less  oblivious  pleasure  of  seeing  Miss  Nancy 
Lammeter.  The  subtle  and  varied  pains  springing  from 
the  higher  sensibility  that  accompanies  higher  culture,  are 
perhaps  less  pitiable  than  that  dreary  absence  of  imper- 
sonal enjoyment  and  consolation  which  leaves  ruder  minds 
to  the  perpetual  urgent  companionship  of  their  own  griefs 
and  discontents.  The  lives  of  those  rural  forefathers, 
whom  we  are  apt  to  think  very  prosaic  figures — men 
whose  only  work  was  to  ride  round  their  land,  getting 
heavier  and  heavier  in  their  saddles,  and  who  passed  the 
rest  of  their  days  in  the  half-listless  gratification  of  senses 
dulled  by  monotony — had  a  certain  pathos  in  them  never- 
theless. Calamities  came  to  them  too,  and  their  early 
errors  carried  hard  consequences:  perhaps  the  love  of 
some  sweet  maiden,  the  image  of  purity,  order,  and  calm, 
had  opened  their  eyes  to  the  vision  of  a  life  in  which  the 
days  would  not  seem  too  long,  even  without  rioting;  but 
the  maiden  was  lost,  and  the  vision  passed  away,  and  then 
what  was  left  to  them,  especially  when  they  had  become 
too  heavy  for  the  hunt,  or  for  carrying  a  gun  over  the  fur- 
rows, but  to  drink  and  get  merry,  or  to  drink  and  get 
angry,  so  that  they  might  be  independent  of  variety, 
and  say  over  again  with  eager  emphasis  the  things  they 
had  said  already  anv  time  that  twelvemonth?  Assuredly, 
among  these  flushed  and  dull-eyed  men  there  were  some 
whom — thanks  to  their  native  human-kindness — even  riot 
could  never  drive  into  brutality;  men  who,  when  their 
cheeks  were  fresh,  had  felt  the  keen  point  of  sorrow  or 
remorse,  had  been  pierced  by  the  reeds  they  leaned  on,  or 
had  lightlv  put  their  limbs  in  fetters  from  which  no  strug- 
gle could  loose  them;  and  under  these  sad  circumstances. 
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common  to  us  all,  their  thoughts  could  find  no  resting- 
place  outside  the  ever-trodden  round  of  their  own  petty 
history. 

That,  at  least,  was  the  condition  of  Godfrey  Cass  in  this 
six-and-twentieth  year  of  his  life.  A  movement  of  com- 
punction, helped  by  those  small  indefinable  influences 
which  every  personal  relation  exerts  on  a  pliant  nature,  had 
urged  him  into  a  secret  marriage,  which  was  a  blight  on 
his  life.  It  was  an  ugly  story  of  low  passion,  delusion, 
and  waking  from  delusion,  which  needs  not  to  be  dragged 
from  the  privacy  of  Godfrey's  bitter  memory.  He  had 
long  known  that  the  delusion  was  partly  due  to  a  trap  laid 
for  him  by  Dunstan,  who  saw  in  his  brother's  degrading 
marriage  the  means  of  gratifying  at  once  his  jealous  hate 
and  his  cupidity.  And  if  Godfrey  could  have  felt  himself 
simply  a  victim,  the  iron  bit  that  destiny  had  put  into  his 
mouth  would  have  chaffed  him  less  intolerably.  If  the 
curses  he  muttered  half  aloud  when  he  was  alone  had  had 
no  other  object  than  Dunstan 's  diabolical  cunning,  he 
might  have  shrunk  less  from  the  consequences  of  avowal. 
But  he  had  something  else  to  curse — his  own  vicious  folly, 
which  now  seemed  as  mad  and  unaccountable  to  him  as 
almost  all  our  follies  and  vices  do  when  their  promptings 
have  long  passed  away.  For  four  years  he  had  thought  of 
Nancy  Lammeter,  and  wooed  her  with  tacit  patient  wor- 
ship, as  the  woman  who  made  him  think  of  the  future 
with  joy:  she  would  be  his  wife,  and  would  make  home 
lovely  to  him,  as  his  father's  home  had  never  been;  and  it 
would  be  easy,  when  she  was  always  near,  to  shake  off 
those  foolish  habits  that  were  no  pleasures,  but  only  a 
feverish  way  of  annulling  vacancy.  Godfrey's  was  an 
essentially  domestic  nature,  bred  up  in  a  home  where  the 
hearth  had  no  smiles,  and  where  the  daily  habits  were  not 
chastised  by  the  presence  of  household  order.  His  easy 
disposition  made  him  fall  in  unresistingly  with  the  family 
courses,  but  the  need  of  some  tender  permanent  affection, 
the  longing  for  some  influence  that  would  make  the 
good  he  preferred  easy  to  pursue,  caused  the  neatness, 
purity,  and  liberal  orderliness  of  the  Lammeter  household, 
sunned  by  the  smile  of  Nancy,  to  seem  like  those  fresh 
bright  hours  of  the  morning  when  temptations  go  to  sleep 
and  leave  the  ear  open  to  the  voice  of  the  good  angel, 
inviting  to  industry,  sobriety,  and  peace.  And  yet  the 
hope  of  this  "paradise  had  not  been  enough  to  save  him 
from  a  course  which  shut  him  out  of  it  forever.  Instead 
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of  keeping  fast  hold  of  the  strong  silken  rope  by  which 
Nancy  would  have  drawn  him  safe  to  the  green  banks 
where  it  was  easy  to  step  firmly,  he  had  let  himself  be 
dragged  back  into  mud  and  slime,  in  which  it  was  useless 
to  struggle.  He  had  made  ties  for  himself  which  robbed 
him  of  all  wholesome  motive  and  were  a  constant  exas- 
peration. 

Still,  there  was  one  position  worse  than  the  present: 
it  was  the  position  he  would  be  in  when  the  ugly  secret 
was  disclosed;  and  the  desire  that  continually  triumphed 
over  every  other  was  that  of  warding  off  the  evil  day, 
when  he  would  have  to  bear  the  consequences  of  his 
father's  violent  resentment  for  the  wound  inflicted  on  his 
family  pride— would  have,  perhaps,  to  turn  his  "back  on 
that  hereditary  ease  and  dignity  which,  after  all,  was  a 
sort  of  reason  for  living,  and  would  carry  with  him  the 
certainty  that  he  was  banished  forever  from  the  sight  and 
esteem  of  Nancy  Lammeter.  The  longer  the  interval,  the 
more  chance  there  was  of  deliverance  from  some,  at  least, 
of  the  hateful  consequences  to  which  he  had  sold  himself; 
the  more  opportunities  remained  for  him  to  snatch  the 
strange  gratification  of  seeing  Nancy,  and  gathering  some 
faint  indications  of  her  lingering  regard.  Toward  this 
gratification  he  was  impelled,  fitfully,  every  now  and  then, 
after  having  passed  weeks  in  which  he  had  avoided  her  as 
the  far-off  bright-winged  prize  that  only  made  him  spring 
forward  and  find  his  chain  all  the  moYe  galling.  One  of 
those  fits  of  yearning  was  on  him  now,  and  it  would  have 
been  strong  enough  to  have  persuaded  him  to  trust  Wild- 
fire to  Dunstan  rather  than  disappoint  the  yearning,  even 
if  he  had  not  had  another  reason  for  his  disinclination 
toward  the  morrow^s  hunt.  That  other  reason  was  the 
fact  that  the  morning^s  meet  was  near  Batherley,  the 
market-town  where  the  unhappy  woman  lived,  whose  image 
became  more  odious  to  him  every  day;  and  to  his  thought 
the  whole  vicinage  was  haunted  oy  her.  The  yoke  a  man 
creates  for  himself  by  wrong-doing  will  breed  hate  in  the 
kindliest  nature;  and  the  good-humored,  affectionate- 
hearted  Godfrey  Cass  was  fast  becoming  a  bitter  man, 
visited  by  cruel  wishes,  that  seemed  to  enter  and  depart, 
and  enter  again,  like  demons  who  had  found  in  him  a 
ready-garnished  home. 

What  was  he  to  do  this  evening  to  pass  the  time?  He 
might  as  well  go  to  the  Rainbow  and  hear  flie  talk  about 
the  cock-fighting;  everybody  was  there,  and  what  else  was 
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there  to  be  done?  Though,  for  his  own  part,  he  did  not 
care  a  button  for  cock-fighting.  Snuff,  the  brown  spaniel, 
who  had  placed  herself  in  front  of  him,  and  had  been 
watching  him  for  some  time,  now  jumped  up  in  impatience 
for  tlie  expected  caress.  But  Godfrey  thrust  her  away 
without  looking  at  her,  and  left  the  room,  followed  humbly 
by  the  unresenting  Snuff — perhaps  because  she  saw  no 
other  career  open  to  her. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


DuiN^STAiS'  Cass,  setting  off  in  the  raw  morning,  at  the 
judiciously  quiet  pace  of  a  man  who  is  obliged  to  ride  to 
cover  on  his  hunter,  had  to  take  his  way  along  the  lane 
which,  at  its  farther  extremity,  passed  by  the  piece  of 
unenclosed  ground  called  the  Stone-pit,  where  stood  the 
cottage,  once  a  stonecutter^s  shed,  now  for  fifteen  years 
inhabited  by  SiJas  Marner.  The  spot  looked  very  dreary 
at  this  season,  with  the  moist  trodden  clay  about  it,  and 
the  red,  muddy  water  high  up  in  the  deserted  quarry. 
That  was  Dunstan^s  first  thought  as  he  approached  it;  the 
second  was  that  the  old  fool  of  a  weaver,  whose  loom  he 
heard  rattling  already,  had  a  great  deal  of  money  hidden 
somewhere.  How  was  it  that  he,  Dunstan  Cass,  who  had 
often  heard  talk  of  Marner^s  miserliness,  had  never  thought 
of  suggesting  to  Godfrey  that  he  should  frighten  or  per- 
suade the  old  fellow  into  lending  the  money  on  the  excel- 
lent security  of  the  young  Squire^s  prospects?  The  resource 
occurred  to  him  now  as  so  easy  and  agreeable,  especially  as 
Marner^s  hoard  was  likely  to  be  large  enough  to  leave 
Godfrey  a  handsome  surplus  beyond  his  immediate  needs, 
and  enable  him  to  accommodate  his  faithful  brother,  that 
he  had  almost  turned  the  horse^s  head  toward  home  again. 
Godfrey  would  be  ready  enough  to  accept  the  suggestion: 
he  would  snatch  eagerly  at  a  plan  that  might  save  him 
from  parting  with  Wildfire.  But  when  Dunstan^s  medita- 
tion reached  this  point,  the  inclination  to  go  on  grew 
strong  and  prevailed.  He  didn^t  want  to  give  Godfrey 
that  pleasure:  he  preferred  that  Master  Godfrey  should  be 
vexed.  Moreover,  Dunstan  enjoyed  the  self-important 
consciousness  of  having  a  horse  to  sell,  and  the  oppor- 
tunity of  driving  a  bargain,   swaggering,   and  possibly 
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taking  somebody  in.  He  might  have  all  the  satisfaction 
attendant  on  selling  his  brother's  horse,  and  not  the  less 
have  the  further  satisfaction  of  setting  Godfrey  to  borrow 
Marner's  money.     So  he  rode  on  to  cover. 

Bryce  and  Keating  were  there,  as  Dunstan  was  quite 
sure  they  would  be — he  was  such  a  lucky  fellow. 

"Heyday!^'  said  Bryce,  who  had  long  had  his  eye  on 
Wildfire,  ^^you^re  on  your  brother's  horse  to-day:  how's 
that?'' 

"Oh,  I've  swopped  with  him,"  said  Dunstan,  whose 
delight  in  lying,  grandly  independent  of  utility,  was  not 
to  be  diminished  by  the  likelihood  that  his  hearer  would 
not  believe  him — "Wildfire's  mine  now." 

"What!  has  he  swopped  with  you  for  that  big-boned 
hack  of  yours?"  said  Bryce,  quite  aware  that  he  should 
get  another  lie  in  answer. 

"  Oh,  there  was  a  little  account  between  us,"  said 
Dunsey,  carelessly,  "and  Wildfire  made  it  even.  I  accom- 
modated him  by  taking  the  horse,  though  it  was  against 
my  will,  for  I'd  got  an  itch  for  a  mare  o'  Jortin's — as  rare 
a  bit  o'  blood  as  ever  you  threw  your  leg  across.  But  I 
shall  keep  Wildfire,  now  I've  got  him,  though  I'd  a  bid  of 
a  hundred  and  fifty  for  him  the  other  day,  from  a  man 
over  at  Flitton — he's  buying  for  Lord  Cromleck — a  fellow 
with  a  cast  in  his  eye,  and  a  green  waistcoat.  But  I  mean 
to  stick  to  Wildfire:  I  shan't  get  a  better  at  a  fence  in  a 
hurry.  The  mare's  got  more  blood,  but  she's  a  bit  too  weak 
in  the  hind-quarters." 

Bryce  of  course  divined  that  Dunstan  wanted  to  sell  the 
horse,  and  Dunstan  knew  that  he  divined  it  (horse-dealing 
is  only  one  of  many  human  transactions  carried  on  in  this 
ingenious  manner);  and  they  both  considered  that  the 
bargain  was  in  its  first  stage,  when  Bryce  replied  ironically — 

"I  wonder  at  that  now;  I  wonder  you  mean  to  keep  him; 
for  I  never  heard  of  a  man  who  didn't  want  to  sell  his 
horse  getting  a  bid  of  half  as  much  again  as  the  horse 
was  worth.     You'll  be  lucky  if  you  get  a  hundred." 

Keating  rode  up  now,  and  the  transaction  became  more 
complicated.  It  ended  in  the  purchase  of  tlie  horse  by 
Bryce  for  a  hundred  and  twenty,  to  be  paid  on  the  deliv- 
ery of  Wildfire,  safe  and  sound,  at  the  Batherley  stables. 
It  did  occur  to  Dunsey  that  it  might  be  wise  for  him  to 
give  up  the  day's  hunting,  proceed  at  once  to  Batherley, 
and  having  waited  for  Bryce's  return,  hire  a  horse  to  carry 
him  home  with  the  money  in  his  pocket.     But  the  inch- 
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nation  for  a  run,  encouraged  by  confidence  in  his  luck, 
and  by  a  draught  of  brandy  from  his  pocket-pistol  at  the 
conclusion  of  the  bargain,  was  not  easy  to  overcome,  espe- 
cially with  a  horse  under  him  that  would  take  the  fences  to 
the  admiration  of  the  field.  Dunstan,  however,  took  one 
fence  too  many,  and  got  his  horse  pierced  with  a  hedge- 
stake.  His  own  ill-favored  person,  which  was  quite 
unmarketable,  escaped  without  injury;  but  poor  Wildfire, 
unconscious  of  his  price,  turned  on  his  fiank  and  painfully 
panted  his  last.  It  happened  that  Dunstan,  a  short  time 
before,  having  had  to  get  down  to  arrange  his  stirrup,  had 
muttered  a  good  many  curses  at  this  interruption,  which  had 
thrown  him  in  the  rear  of  the  hunt  near  the  moment  of  glory, 
and  under  this  exasperation  had  taken  the  fences  more 
blindly.  He  would  soon  have  been  up  with  the  hounds  again, 
when  the  fatal  accident  happened;  and  hence  he  was  between 
eager  riders  in  advance,  not  troubling  themselves  about 
what  happened  behind  them,  and  far-off  stragglers,  who 
were  as  likely  as  not  to  pass  quite  aloof  from  the  line  of 
road  in  which  Wildfire  had  fallen.  Dunstan,  whose  nature 
it  was  to  care  more  for  immediate  annoyances  than  for 
remote  consequences,  no  sooner  recovered  his  legs  and 
saw  that  it  was  all  over  with  Wildfire,  than  he  felt  a  satis- 
faction at  the  absence  of  witnesses  lo  a  position  which 
no  swaggering  could  make  enviable.  Reinforcing  himself, 
after  his  shake,  with  a  little  brandy  and  much  swear- 
ing, he  walked  as  fast  as  he  could  to  a  coppice  on  his 
right  hand,  through  which  it  occurred  to  him  that  he 
could  make  his  way  to  Batherley  without  danger  of 
encountering  any  member  of  the  hunt.  His  first  inten- 
tion was  to  hire  a  horse  there  and  ride  home  forthwith, 
for  to  walk  many  miles  without  a  gun  in  his  hand  and 
along  an  ordinary  road,  was  as  much  out  of  the  question 
to  him  as  to  other  spirited  young  men  of  his  kind.  He 
did  not  much  mind  about  taking  the  bad  news  to  Godfrey, 
for  he  had  to  offer  him  at  the  same  time  the  resource  of 
Marner's  money;  and  if  Godfrey  kicked,  as  he  always 
did,  at  the  notion  of  making  a  fresh  debt  from  which  he 
himself  got  the  smallest  snare  of  advantage,  why,  he 
wouldn't  kick  long:  Dunstan  felt  sure  he  could  worry 
Godfrey  into  anything.  The  idea  of  Marner's  money  \ept 
growing  in  vividness,  now  the  want  of  it  had  become 
immediate;  the  prospect  of  having  to  make  his  appearance 
with  the  muddy  boots  .of  a  pedestrian  at  Batherley,  and 
%g  encounter  the  grinning  queries  of  stablemen,  stood 
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unpleasantly  in  the  way  of  his  impatience  to  be  back  at 
Raveloe  and  carry  out  his  felicitous  plan;  and  a  casual 
visitation  of  his  waistcoat-pocket,  as  he  was  ruminating, 
awakened  his  memory  to  the  fact  that  the  two  or  three 
small  coins  his  forefinger  encountered  there,  were  of  too 
pale  a  color  to  cover  that  small  debt,  without  payment  of 
which  the  stable-keeper  had  declared  he  would  never  do 
any  more  business  with  Dunsey  Cass.  After  all,  according 
to  the  direction  in  which  tl^e  run  had  brought  him,  he 
was  not  so  very  much  farther  from  home  than  he  was  from 
Batherley;  but  Dunsey,  not  being  remarkable  for  clearness 
of  head,  was  only  led  to  this  conclusion  by  the  gradual 
perception  that  there  were  other  reasons  for  choosing 
the  unprecedented  course  of  walking  home.  It  was  now 
nearly  four  o'clock,  and  a  mist  was  gathering:  the  sooner 
he  got  into  the  road  the  better.  He  remembered  having 
crossed  the  road  and  seen  the  finger-post  only  a  little  while 
before  Wildfire  broke  down;  so,  buttoning  his  coat,  twist- 
ing the  lash  of  his  hunting-whip  compactly  round  the 
handle,  and  rapping  the  tops  of  his  boots  with  a  self- 
possessed  air,  as  if  to  assure  himself  that  he  was  not  at  all 
taken  by  surprise,  he  set  off  with  the  sense  that  he  was 
undertaking  a  remarkable  feat  of  bodily  exertion,  which 
somehow  and  at  some  time  he  should  be  able  to  dress  up 
and  magnify  to  the  admiration  of  a  select  circle  at  tlie 
Kainbow.  When  a  young  gentleman  like  Dunsey  is 
reduced  to  so  exceptional  a  mode  of  locomotion  as  walk- 
ing, a  whip  in  his  hand  is  a  desirable  corrective  to  a  too 
bewildering  dreamy  sense  of  unwontedness  in  his  position; 
and  Dunstan,  as  he  went  along  through  the  gathering 
mist,  was  always  rapping  his  whip  somewhere.  It  was 
Godfrey's  whip,  which  he  had  chosen  to  take  without 
leave  because  it  had  a  gold  handle;  of  course  no  one 
could  see,  when  Dunstan  held  it,  that  the  name  Godfrey 
Cass  was  cut  in  deep  letters  on  that  gold  handle  — 
they  could  only  see  that  it  was  a  very  handsome  whip. 
Dunsey  was  not  without  fear  that  he  might  meet  some 
acquaintance  in  whose  eyes  he  would  cut  a  pitiable  figure, 
for  mist  is  no  screen  when  people  get  close  to  each  other; 
but  when  he  at  last  found  himself  in  the  well-known 
Raveloe  lanes  without  having  met  a  soul,  he  silently 
remarked  that  that  was  part  of  his  usual  good  luck.  But 
now  the  mist,  helped  by  the  evening  darkness,  was  more 
of  a  screen  than  he  desired,  for  it  hia  the  ruts  into  which 
hi?  feet  were  liable  to  slip — ^hid  everything,  so  that  he  ha<i 
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to  guide  his  steps  by  dragging  his  wlnp  along  the  low 
bushes  in  advance  of  the  hedgerow.  Ele  must  sopn,  he 
thought,  be  getting  near  the  opening  at  the  Stone-pits:  he 
should  find  it  Qut  by  the  break  in  the  hedgerow.  He 
found  it  out,  however,  by  another  circumstance  which  he 
had  not  expected — namely,  by  certain  gleams  of  light, 
which  he  presently  guessed  to  proceed  from  Silas  Marner^s 
cottage.  That  cottage  and  the  money  hidden  within  it 
had  been  in  his  mind  continually  during  his  walk,  and  he 
had  been  imagining  wajs  of  cajoling  and  tempting  the 
weaver  to  part  with  the  immediate  possession  of  his  money 
for  the  sake  of  receiving  interest.  Dunstan  felt  as  if 
there  must  be  a  little  frightening  added  to  the  cajolery, 
for  his  own  arithmetical  convictions  were  not  clear  enough 
to  afford  him  any  forcible  demonstration  as  to  the  advan- 
tages of  interest;  and  as  for  security,  he  regarded  it 
vaguely  as  a  means  of  cheating  a  man  by  making  him 
believe  that  he  would  be  paid.  Altogether,  the  operation 
on  the  miser^s  mind  was  a  task  that  Godfrey  would  be 
sure  to  hand  over  to  his  more  daring  and  cunning  brother: 
Dunstan  had  made  up  his  mind  to  that;  and  by  the  time 
he  saw  the  light  gleaming  through  the  chinks  of  Marner^s 
shutters,  the  idea  of  a  dialogue  with  the  weaver  had 
become  so  familiar  to  him,  that  it  occurred  to  him  as 
quite  a  natural  thing  to  make  the  acquaintance  forthwith. 
There  might  be  several  conveniences  attending  this  course: 
the  weaver  had  possibly  got  a  lantern,  and  Dunstan  was 
tired  of  feeling  his  way.  He  was  still  nearly  three-quarters 
of  a  mile  from  home,  and  the  lane  was  becoming  un- 
pleasantly slippery,  for  the  mist  was  passing  into  rain. 
He  turned  up  the  bank,  not  without  some  fear  lest  he 
might  miss  the  right  way,  since  he  was  not  certain  whether 
the  light  were  in  front  or  on  the  side  of  the  cottage.  But 
he  felt  the  ground  before  him  cautiously  with  his  whip- 
handle,  and  at  last  arrived  safely  at  the  door.  He  knocked 
loudly,  rather  enjoying  the  idea  that  the  old  fellow  would 
be  frightened  at  the  sudden  noise.  He  heard  no  move- 
ment m  reply:  all  was  silence  in  the  cottage.  Was  the 
weaver  gone  to  bed,  then?  If  so,  why  had  he  left  a  light? 
That  was  a. strange  forgetfulness  in  a  miser.  Dunstan 
knocked  still  more  loudly,  and,  without  pausing  for  a 
reply,  pushed  his  fingers  through  the  latch-hole,  intend- 
ing to  shake  the  door  and  pull  the  latch-string  up  and 
down,  not  doubting  that  the  door  was  fastened.  But,  to 
Jiis  surprise,  at  this  double  motion  the  door  opened,  and 
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he  found  himself  in  front  of  a  bright  fire  which  lit  up 
every  corner  of  the  cottage — ^the  bed,  the  loom,  the  three 
chairs,  and  the  table — and  showed  him  that  Marner  was 
not  there. 

Nothing  at  that  moment  could  be  much  more  inviting 
to  Dunsey  than  the  bright  fire  on  the  brick  hearth  :  he 
walked  in  and  seated  himself  by  it  at  once.  There  was 
something  in  front  of  the  fire,  too,  that  would  have 
been  inviting  to  a  hungry  man,  if  it  had  been  in  a  differ- 
ent stage  of  cooking.  It  was  a  small  bit  of  pork  sus- 
pended from  the  kettle-hanger  by  a  string  passed  through 
a  large  door-key,  in  a  way  known  to  primitive  house- 
keepers unpossessed  of  jacks.  But  the  pork  had  been 
hung  at  the  farthest  extremity  of  the  hanger,  apparently 
to  prevent  the  roasting  from  proceeding  too  rapidly  during 
the  owner's  absence.  The  old  staring 'simpleton  had  hot 
meat  for  his  supper,  then?  thought  Dunstan.  People  had 
alwavs  said  he  lived  on  mouldy  bread,  on  purpose  to 
check  his  appetite.  But  where  could  he  be  at  this  time, 
and  on  such  an  evening,  leaving  his  supper  in  this  stage 
of  preparation,  and  his  door  unfastened?  Dunstan's  own 
recent  difficulty  in  making  his  way  suggested  to  him  that 
the  weaver  had  perhaps  gone  outside  his  cottage  to  fetch 
in  fuel,  or  for  some  such  brief  purpose,  and  had  slipped 
into  the  Stone-pit.  That  wars  an  interesting  idea  to  Dun- 
stan, carrying  consequences  of  entire  novelty.  If  the 
weaver  was  dead,  who  had  a  right  to  his  money?  Who 
would  know  where  his  money  was  hidden?  Who  would 
know  that  anybody  had  come  to  take  it  away?  He  went  no 
farther  into  the  subtleties  of  evidence:  the  pressing  ques- 
tion, ^' Where  is  the  money?''  now  took  such  entire  pos- 
session of  him  as  to  make  him  quite  forget  that  the 
weaver's  death  was  not  a  certainty.  A  dull  mind,  once 
arriving  at  an  inference  that  flatters  a  desire,  is  rarely 
able  to  retain  the  impression  that  the  notion  from  which 
the  inference  started  was  purely  problematic.  And  Dun- 
stan's  mind  was  as  dull  as  the  mind  of  a  possible  felon 
usually  is.  There  were  only  three  hiding-places  where 
he  had  ever  heard  of  cottagers'  hoards  being  found:  the 
thatch,  the  bed,  and  a  hole  in  the  floor.  Marner's  cottage 
had  no  thatch;  and  Dunstan's  first  act,  after  a  tram 
of  thought  made  rapid  by  the  stimulus  of  cupidity, 
was  to  go  up  to  the  bed;  but  while  he  did  so,  his  eyes 
traveled  eagerly  over  the  fioor,  where  the  bricks,  distinct 
in  the  fire-lierht,  were  discernible  under  the  sprinkling 
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of  sand.  But  not  everywhere;  for  there  was  one  spot, 
and  one  only,  which  was  quite  covered  with  sand,  and 
sand  showing  the  marks  of  fingers,  which  had  apparently 
been  careful  to  spread  it  over  a  given  space.  It  was 
near  the  treadles  of  the  loom.  In  an  instant  Dunstan 
darted  to  that  spot,  swept  away  the  sand  with  his  whip, 
and,  inserting  the  thin  end  of  the  hook  between  the 
bricks,  found  that  they  were  loose.  In  haste  he  lifted 
up  two  bricks,  and  saw  what  he  had  no  doubt  was  the 
object  of  his  search;  for  what  could  there  be  but  money 
in  those  two  leathern  bags?  And,  from  their  weight, 
they  must  be  filled  with  guineas.  Dunstan  felt  round  the 
hole,  to  be  certain  that  it  held  no  more;  then  hastily  re- 
placed the  bricks,  and  spread  the  sand  over  them.  Hardly 
more  than  five  minutes  had  passed  since  he  entered  the 
cottage,  but  it  seemed  to  Dunstan  like  a  long  while;  and 
though  he  was  without  any  distinct  recognition  of  the  pos- 
sibility that  Marner  might  be  alive,  and  might  re-enter  the 
cottage  at  any  moment,  he  felt  an  undefinable  dread  laying 
hold  on  him,  as  he  rose  to  his  feet  with  the  bags  in  his 
hand.  He  would  hasten  out  into  the  darkness,  and  then 
consider  what  he  should  do  with  the  bags.  He  closed  the 
door  behind  him  immediately,  that  he  might  shut  in  the 
stream  of  light.  A  few  steps  would  be  enough  to  carry 
him  beyond  betrayal  by  the  gleams  from  the  shutter- 
chinks  and  the  latch-hole.  The  rain  and  darkness  had  got 
thicker,  and  he  was  glad  of  it;  though  it  was  awkward 
walking  with  both  hands  filled,  so  that  it  was  as  much  as 
he  could  do  to  grasp  his  whip  along  with  one  of  the  bags. 
But  when  he  had  gone  a  yard  or  two,  he  might  take  his 
time.     So  he  stepped  forward  into  the  darkness. 


CHAPTER  V. 


When  Dunstan  Cass  turned  his  back  on  the  cottage, 
Silas  Marner  was  not  more  than  a  hundred  yards  away 
from  it,  plodding  along  from  the  village  with  a  sack 
thrown  round  his  shoulders  as  an  overcoat,  and  with 
a  horn  lantern  in  his  hand.  His  legs  were  weary,  but 
his  mind  was  at  ease,  free  from  the  presentiment  of 
change.  The  sense  of  security  more  frequently  springs 
from  habit  than  from  conviction,  and  for  this  reason  it 
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often  subsists  after  such  a  change  in  the  conditions  as  might 
have  been  expected  to  suggest  alarm.  The  lapse  of  time 
during  which  a  given  event  has  not  happened,  is,  in  this 
logic  of  habit,  constantly  alleged  as  a  reason  why  the 
event  should  never  happen,  even  when  the  lapse  of  time  is 
precisely  the  added  condition  which  makes  the  event  immi- 
nent. A  man  will  tell  you  that  he  has  worked  in  a  mine 
for  forty  years  unhurt  by  an  accident  as  a  reason  why  he 
should  apprehend  no  danger,  though  the  roof  is  beginning 
to  sink;  and  it  is  often  observable,  that  the  older  a  man 
gets,  the  more  difficult  it  is  to  him  to  retain  a  believing 
conception  of  his  own  death.  This  influence  of  habit 
was  necessarily  strong  in  a  man  whose  life  was  so  monoto- 
nous as  Marner's — who  saw  no  new  people  and  heard  of  no 
new  events  to  keep  alive  in  him  the  idea  of  the  unexpected 
and  the  changeful;  and  it  explains  simply  enough,  why  his 
mind  could  be  at  ease,  though  he  had  left  his  house  and  his 
treasure  more  defenceless  than  usual.  Silas  was  thinking 
with  double  complacency  of  his  supper;  first,  because  it 
would  be  hot  and  savory;  and  secondly,  because  it  would 
cost  him  nothing.  For  the  little  bit  of  pork  was  a  present 
from  that  excellent  housewife.  Miss  Priscilla  Lam  meter, 
to  whom  he  had  this  day  carried  home  a  handsome  piece  of 
linen;  and  it  was  only  on  occasion  of  a  present  like  this, 
that  Silas  indulged  himself  with  roast-meat.  Supper  was 
his  favorite  meal,  because  it  came  at  his  time  of  revelry, 
when  his  heart  warmed  over  his  gold;  whenever  he  had 
roast-meat,  he  always  chose  to  have  it  for  supper.  But 
this  evening,  he  had  no  sooner  ingeniously  knotted  his 
string  fast  round  his  bit  of  pork,  twisted  the  string  accord- 
ing to  rule  over  his  door-key,  passed  it  through  the  handle, 
and  made  it  fast  on  the  hanger,  than  he  remembered  that 
a  piece  of  very  fine  twine  was  indispenBable  to  his  *^  setting 
up  "  a  new  piece  of  work  in  his  loom  early  in  the  morning. 
It  had  slipped  his  memory,  because,  in  coming  from  Mr. 
Lammeter's,  he  had  not  had  to  pass  through  the  village; 
but  to  lose  time  by  going  on  errands  in  the  morning  was 
out  of  the  question.  It  was  a  nasty  fog  to  turn  out  into, 
but  there  were  things  Silas  loved  better  than  his  own  com- 
fort; so,  drawing  his  pork  to  the  extremity  of  the  hanger, 
and  arming  himself  with  his  lantern  and  his  old  sack,  he 
set  out  on  what,  in  ordinary  weather,  would  have  been  a 
twenty  minutes'  errand.  He  could  not  have  locked  his 
door  without  undoing  his  well-knotted  string  and  retard- 
ing his  supper;  it  was  not  worth  his  whil©  to  make  that 
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sacrifice.  What  thief  would  find  his  way  to  the  Stone-pits 
on  such  a  night  as  this?  and  why  should  he  come  on  this 
particular  night,  when  he  had  never  come  through  all  the 
fifteen  years  bef9re?  These  questions  were  not  distinctly 
present  in  Silases  mind;  they  merely  serve  to  represent  the 
vaguely-felt  foundation  of  his  freedom  from  anxiety. 

He  reached  his  door  in  much  satisfaction  that  his  errand 
was  done :  he  opened  it,  and  to  his  short-sighted  eyes  every- 
thing remained  as  he  had  left  it,  except  that  the  fire  sent 
out  a  welcome  increase  of  heat.  He  trod  about  the  floor 
while  putting  by  his  lantern  and  throwing  aside  his  hat 
and  sack,  so  as  to  merge  the  marks  of  Dunstan^s  feet  on 
the  sand  in  the  marks  of  his  own  nailed  boots.  Then  he 
moved  his  pork  nearer  to  the  fire,  and  sat  down  to  the 
agreeable  business  of  tending  the  meat  and  warming  him- 
self at  the  same  time. 

Any  one  who  had  looked  at  him  as  the-  red  light 
shone  upon  his  pale  face,  strange  straining  eyes,  and 
meager  form,  would  perhaps  have  understood  the  mixt- 
ure of  contemptuous  pity,  dread,  and  suspicion  with 
which  he  was  regarded  by  his  neighbors  in  Raveloe. 
Yet  few  men  could  be  more  really  harmless  than  poor 
Marner.  In  his  truthful  and  simple  soul  not  even  the 
growing  greed  and  worship  of  gold  could  beget  any 
vice  directly  injurious  to  others.  The  light  of  his  faith 
quite  put  out,  and  his  affections  made  desolate,  he  had 
clung  with  all  the  force  of  his  nature  to  his  work  and 
his  money;  and  like  all  objects  to  which  a  man  devotes 
himself,  they  had  fashioned  him  into  correspondence  with 
themselves.  His  loom,  as  he  wrought  in  it  without  ceas- 
ing, had  in  its  turn  wrought  on  him,  and  confirmed  more 
and  more  the  monotonous  craving  for  its  monotonous 
response.  His  gold,  as  he  hung  over  it  and  saw  it  grow, 
gathered  his  power  of  loving  together  into  a  hard  isolation 
like  its  own. 

As  soon  as  he  was  warm  he  began  to  think  it  would  bo 
a  long  while  to.  wait  till  after  supper  before  he  drew  out 
his  guineas,  and  it  woUld  be  pleasant  to  see  them  on  the 
table  before  him  as  he  ate  his  unwonted  feast.  For  joy  is 
the  best  of  wine,  and  Silases  guineas  were  a  golden  wine  of 
that  sort. 

He  rose  and  placed  his  candle  unsuspectingly  on  the 
floor  near  his  loom,  swept  away  the  sand  without  noticing 
any  change,  and  removed  the  bricks.  The  sight  of  the 
emptjr  hole  made  his  heart  leap  violently,  but  the  belief 
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that  his  gold  was  gone  could  not  come  at  once  —  only  ter- 
ror, and  the  eager  effort  to  put  an  end  to  the  terror.  He 
passed  his  trembling  hand  all  about  the  hole,  trying  to 
think  it  possible  that  his  eyes  had  deceived  him;  then  he 
held  the  candle  in  the  hole  and  examined  it  curiously, 
trembling  more  and  more.  At  last  he  shook  so  violently 
that  he  let  fall  the  candle,  and  lifted  his  hands  to  his 
Jiead,  trying  to  steady  himself  that  he  might  think.  Had 
he  put  his  gold  somewhere  else,  by  a  sudden  resolution  last 
night,  and  then  forgotten  it?  A  man  falling  into  dark 
waters  seeks  a  momentary  footing  even  on  sliding  stones; 
and  Silas,  by  acting  as  if  he  believed  in  false  hopes,  warded 
off  the  moment  of  despair.  He  searched  in  every  corner, 
he  turned  his  bed  over,  and  shook  it,  and  kneaded  it;  he 
looked  in  his  brick  oven  where  he  laid  his  sticks.  When 
there  was  no  other  place  to  be  searched,  he  kneeled  down 
again  and  felt  once  more  all  round  the  hole.  There  was 
no  untried  refuge  left  for  a  moment's  shelter  from  the 
terrible  truth. 

Yes,  there  was  a  sort  of  refuge  which  always  comes  with 
the  prostration  of  thought  under  an  overpowering  passion: 
it  was  that  expectation  of 'impossibilities,  that  belief  in 
contradictory  images,  which  is  still  distinct  from  madness, 
because  it  is  capable  of  being  dissipated  by  the  external 
fact.  Silas  got  up  from  his  knees  trembling,  and  looked 
round  afc  the  table:  didn't  the  gold  lie  there  after  all?  The 
table  was  bare.  Then  he  turned  and  looked  behind  him — 
looked  all  round  his  dwelling,  seeming  to  strain  his  brown 
eyes  after  some  possible  appearance  of  the  bags  where  he 
had  already  sought  them  in  vain.  He  could  see  every 
object  in  his  cottage — and  his  gold  was  not  there. 

Again  he  put  histrembling  hands  to  his  head,  and  gave 
a  wild  ringing  scream,  the  cry  of  desolation.  For  a  few 
moments  after,  he  stood  motionless;  but  the  cry  had 
relieved  him  from  the  first  maddening  pressure  of  the 
truth.  He  turned,  and  tottered  toward  his  loom,  and  got 
into  the  seat  where  he  worked,  instinctively  seeking  this 
as  the  strongest  assurance  of  reality. 

And  now  that  all  the  false  hopes  had  vanished,  and  the 
first  shock  of  certainty  was  past,  the  idea  of  a  thief  began 
to  present  itself,  and  he  entertained  it  eagerly,  because  a 
thief  might  be  caught  and  made  to  restore  the  gold.  The 
thought  brought  some  new  strength  with  it,  and  he  started 
from  his  loom  to  the  door.  As  he  opened  it  the  rain  beat 
in  upon  him,  for  it  was  falling  more  and  more  heavily. 
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There  were  no  footsteps  to  be  tracked  on  such  a  night — 
footsteps?  When  had  the  thief  come?  During  Silas's 
absence  in  the  daytime  the  door  had  been  locked,  and 
there  had  been  no  marks  of  any  inroad  on  his  return  by 
daylight.  And  in  the  evening,  too,  he  said  to  himself, 
ever^hing  was  the  same  as  when  he  had  left  it.  The  sand 
and  bricks  looked  as  if  they  had  not  been  moved.  Was  it 
a  thief  who  had  taken  the  bags?  or  was  it  a  cruel  power 
that  no  hands  could  reach  which  had  delighted  in  making 
him  a  second  time  desolate?  He  shrank  from  this  vaguer 
dread,  and  fixed  his  mind  with  struggling  effort  on  the 
robber  with  hands,  who  could  be  reached  by  hands.  His 
thoughts  glanced  at  all  the  neighbors  who  had  made  any 
remarks,  or  asked  any  questions  which  he  might  now  regard 
as  a  ground  of  suspicion.  There  was  Jem  Rodney,  a  known 
poacher,  and  otherwise  disreputable:  he  had  often  met 
Marner  in  his  journeys  across  tne  fields,  and  had  said  some- 
thing jestingly  about  the  weaver's  money;  nay,  he  had  once 
irritated  Marner,  by  lingering  at  the  fire  when  he  called  to 
light  his  pipe,  instead  of  going  about  his  business.  Jem 
Rodney  was  the  man^^y-there  was  ease  in  the  thought.  Jem 
could  be  found  and  made  to  restore  the  money:  Marner  did 
not  want  to  punish  him,  but  only  to  get  back  his  gold 
which  had  gone  from  him,  and  left  his  soul  like  a  forlorn 
traveler  on  an  unknown  desert.  The  robber  must  be  laid 
hold  of.  Marner's  ideas  of  legal  authority  were  confused, 
but  he  felt  that  he  must  go  and  proclaim  his  loss;  and  the 
great  people  in  the  village — ^the  clergyman,  the  constable, 
and  Squire  Cass — ^would  make  Jem  Rodney,  or  somebody 
else,  deliver  up  the  stolen  money.  He  rushed  out  in  the 
rain,  under  the  stimulus  of  this  hope,  forgetting  to  cover 
his  head,  not  caring  to  fasten  his  door;  for  he  felt  as  if  he 
had  nothing  left  to  lose.  He  ran  swiftly,  till  want  of 
breath  compelled  him  to  slacken  his  pace  as  he  was  enter- 
ing the  village  at  the  turning  close  to  the  Rainbow. 

The  Rainbow,  in  Marner's  view,  was  a  place  of  luxuri- 
ous resort  for  rich  and  stout  husband s,""wnose  wives  had 
superfluous  stores  of  linen;  it  was  the  place  where  he  was 
likely  to  find  the  powers  and  dignities  of  Raveloe,  and 
where  he  could  most  speedily  maKc  his  loss  public.  He 
lifted  the  latch,  and  turned  into  the  bright  bar  or  kitchen 
on  the  right  hand,  where  the  less  lofty  customers  of  the 
house  were  in  the  habit  of  assembling,  the  parlor  on  the 
left  being  reserved  for  the  more  select  society^  in  which 
Squire  Cass  frequently  enjoyed  the  double  pleasure  of  con- 


46  SILAS   MARKEIL 

viviality  and  condescension.  But  the  parlor  was  dark  to- 
night, the  personages  who  ornamented  its  circle  being  all  at 
Mrs.  Osgood's  birthday  dance,  as  Godfrey  Cass  was.  And  in 
consequence  of  this,  the  party  on  the  high-screened  seats 
in  the  kitchen  was  more  numerous  than  usual;  several 
personages,  who  would  otherwise  have  been  admitted  into 
the  parlor  and  enlarged  the  opportunity  of  hectoring  and 
condescension  for  their  betters,  being  content  this  evening 
to  vary  their  enjoyment  by  taking  their  spirits-and-water 
where  they  could  themselves  hector  and  condescend  in 
company  that  called  for  beer. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


The  conversation,  which  was  at  a  high  pitch  of  anima- 
tion when  Silas  approached  the  door  of  the  Rainbow,  had, 
as  usual,  been  slow  and  intermittent,  when  the  company 
first  assembled.  The  pipes  began  to  be  puffed  in  a  silence 
which  had  an  air  of  severity;  the  more  important  cus- 
tomers, who  drank  spirits  and  sat  nearest  the  fire,  staring 
at  each  other  as  if  a  bet  were  depending  on  the  first  man 
who  winked;  while  the  beer-drinkers,  chiefly  men  in  fus- 
tian jackets  and  smock-frocks,  kept  their  eyelids  down  and 
rubbed  their  hands  across  their  mouths,  as  if  their 
draughts  of  beer  were  a  funereal  duty  attended  with  embar- 
rassing sadness.  At  last  Mr.  Snell,  the  landlord,  a  man 
of  a  neutral  disposition,  accustomed  to  stand  aloof  from 
human  differences  as  those  of  beings  who  were  all  alike  in 
need  of  liquor,  broke  silence,  by  saying  in  a  doubtful  i<me 
to  his  cousin  the  butcher — 

^^  Some  folks  ^ud  say  that  was  a  fine  beast  you  druv  in 
yesterday,  Bob?^' 

The  butcher,  a  jolly,  smiling,  red-haired  man,  was  not 
disposed  to  answer  rashly.  He  gave  a  few  puffs  before  he 
spat  and  replied,  "And  they  wouldn't  be  fur  wrong, 
John.'' 

After  this  feeble  delusive  thaw,  the  silence  set  in  as 
severely  as  before. 

"  Was  it  a  red  Durham?"  said  the  farrier,  taking  up  the 
thread  of  discourse  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  minutes. 

The  farrier  looked  at  the  landlord,  and  the  landlord 
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looked  at  the  butcher  as  the  person  who  must  take  the 
responsibility  of  answering. 

^^Red  it  was/^  said  the  butcher,  in  his  good-humored 
husky  treble — *^and  a  Durham  it  was/* 

*^  Then  you  needn^t  tell  me  who  you  bought  it  of/'  said 
the  farrier,  looking  round  with  some  triumph;  "I  know 
who  it  is  has  got  the  red  Durhams  o'  this  country-side. 
And  she'd  a  white  star  on  her  brow.  111  bet  a  penny?'' 
The  farrier  leaned  forward  with  his  hands  on  his  Knees  as 
he  put  this  question,  and  his  eyes  twinkled  knowingly. 

•'Well;  yes  —  she  migjht,"  said  the  butcher,  slowly, 
considering  that  he  was  giving  a  decided  aflSrmative.  **  I 
don't  say  contrairy." 

^'I  knew  that  very  well,*'  said  the  farrier,  throwing 
himself  backward  again,  and  speaking  defiantly;  "if  / 
don't  know  Mr.  Lammeter's  cows,  I  should  like  to  know 
who  does — that's  all.  And  as  for  the  cow  you've  bought, 
bargain  or  no  bargain,  I've  been  at  the  drenching  of  her — 
contradick  me  who  will." 

The  farrier  looked  fierce,  and  the  mild  butcher's  conver- 
sational spirit  was  roused  a  little. 

"  I'm  not  for  contradicking  no  man,"  he  said;  "  I'm  for 

Kace  and  quietness.  Some  are  for  cutting  long  ribs  — 
n  for  cuttmg  'em  short  myself;  but  /  don't  quarrel  with 
'em.  All  I  say  is,  it's  a  lovely  carkiss  —  and  anybody  as 
was  reasonable,  it  'ud  bring  tears  into  their  eyes  to  look 
at  it." 

"Well,  it's  the  cow  as  I  drenched,  whatever  it  is/' 
pursued  the  farrier,  angrily;  '^  and  it  was  Mr.  Lammeter's 
cow,  else  you  told  a  lie  when  you  said  it  was  a  red 
Durham." 

"  I  tell  no  lies,"  said  the  butcher,  with  the  same  mild 
huskiness  as  before,  "and  I  contradick  none  —  not  if  a 
man  was  to  swear  himself  black:  he's  no  meat  o'  mine, 
nor  none  o'  my  bargains.  All  I  say  is,  it's  a  lovely  car- 
kiss.  And  what  I  say  I'll  stick  to;  out  I'll  quarrel  wi'  no 
man." 

"  No,"  said  the  farrier,  with  bitter  sarcasm,  looking  at 
the  company  generally;  "  and  p'rhaps  you  arn't  pig-headed; 
and  p'rhaps  you  didn't  say  the  cow  was  a  red  Durham; 
and  p'rhaps  you  didn't  say  she'd  got  a  star  on  her  brow  — 
stick  to  that,  now  you're  at  it." 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  landlord;  "let  the  cow  alone. 
The  truth  lies  atween  you:  you're  both  right  and  both 
wrong,  as,  I  allays  say.    And  as  for  the  cow's  being  Mr. 
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Lammeter's,  I  say  nothing  to  that;  but  this  I  say,  as  the 
Eainbow's  the  Rainbow.  And  for  the  matter  o^  that,  if 
the  talk  is  to  be  o^  the  Lammeters,  you  know  the  most 
upo'  that  head,  eh,  Mr.  Macoy?  You  remember  when  first 
Mr.  Lammeter^s  father  come  into  these  parts,  and  took  the 
Warrens?'^  ^ 

Mr.  Macey,  tailor  and  parish-clerk,  the  latter  of  which 
functions  rheumatism  had  of  late  obliged  him  to  share  with 
a  small-featured  young  man  who  sat  opposite  him,  held 
his  white  head  on  one  side,  and  twirled  his  thumbs  with 
an  air  of  complacency,  slightly  seasoned  with  criticism. 
.He  smiled  pityingly,  in  answer  to  the  landlord's  appeal, 
and  said — 

"  Ay,  ay;  I  know,  I  know:  but  I  let  other  folks  talk. 
IVe  laid  by  now,  and  gev  up  to  the  young  uns.  Ask  them 
as  have  been  to  school  at  Tarley:  they've  learned  pernounc- 
ing;  that's  come  up  since  my  day." 

"If  you're  pointing  at  me,  Mr.  Macey,"  said  the  deputy 
clerk,  with  %ji  air  of  anxious  propriety,  "I'm  nowise  a  man 
to  speak  out  of  my  place.     As  the  psalm  says — 

*I  know  what's  right,  nor  only  so. 
But  also  practice  what  I  know.' " 

"Well,  then,  I  wish  you'd  keep  hold  o'  the  tune,  when 
it's  set  for  you;  if  you're  for  practicing,  I  wish  you'd  prac- 
tice that,"  said  a  large  jocose-looking  man,  an  excellent 
wheelwright  in  his  week-day  capacity,  but  on  Sundays 
leader  of  the  choir.  He  winked,  as  he  spoke,  at  two  of 
the  company,  who  were  known  officially  as  the  "bassoon" 
and  the  "key-bugle,"  in  the  confidence  that  he  was 
expressing  the  sense  of  the  musical  profession  in  Raveloe. 

Mr.  Tookey,  the  deputy-clerk,  who  shared  the  unpopu- 
larity common  to  deputies,  turned  very  red,  but  replied, 
with  careful  moderation — "  Mr.  Winthrop,  if  you'll  bring 
me  any  proof  as  I'm  in  the  wrong,  I'm  not  the  man  to  say 
I  won't  alter.  But  there's  people  set  up  their  own  ears  for 
a  standard,  and  expect  the  whole  choir  to  follow  'em.  There 
may  be  two  opinions,  I  hope." 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  Mr.  Macey,  who  felt  very  well  satisfied 
with  this  attack  on  youthful  presumption;  "you're  right 
there,  Tookey:  there's  allays  two  Opinions;  there's  the 
'pinion  a  man  has  of  himsen,  and  there's  the  'pinion  other 
folks  have  on  him.  There'd  be  two  'pinions  about  a 
cracked  bell,  if  the  bell  could  hear  itself.' 

"Well,  Mr.  Macey,"  said  poor  Tookey,  serious  amidst 
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the  general  laughter,  ^*  I  undertook  to  partially  fill  up  the 
oflBce  of  parish-clerk  by  Mr.  Crackenthorp's  desire,  when- 
ever your  infirmities  should  make  you  unfitting;  and  it^s 
one  of  the  rights  thereof  to  sing  in  the  choir — else  why 
have  you  done  the  same  yourself?-^ 

'*  Ah !  but  the  old  gentleman  and  you  are  two  f  olks,^*  said 
Ben  Winthrop.  *^Tne  old  gentleman's  got  a  gift.  Why, 
the  Squire  used  to  invite  him  to  take  a  glass,  only  to  hear 
him  smg  the  'Eed  Eovier';  didn't  he,  Mr.  Macey?  It's  a 
nat'ral  gift.  There's  my  little  lad  Aaron,  he's  got  a  gift — 
he  can  sing  a  tune  off  straight,  like  a  throstle.  But  as  for 
you.  Master  Tookey,  you'd  better  stick  to  your  ^  Amens': 
your  voice  is  well  enough  when  you  keep  it  up  in  your  nose. 
It's  your  inside  as  isn't  right  made  for  music:  it's  no  better 
nor  a  hollow  stalk." 

This  kind  of  unflinching  frankness  was  the  most  piquant 
form  of  joke  to  the  company  at  the  Rainbow,  and  Ben 
Winthrop's  insult  was  felt  by  everybody  to  have  capped 
Mr.  Macey's  epigram. 

''1  see  what  it  is  plain  enough,"  said  Mr.  Tookey, 
unable  to  keep  cool  any  longer.  ^^  There's  a  consperacy  to 
turn  me  out  o'  the  choir,  as  I  shouldn't  share  the  Christmas 
money — ^that's  where  it  is.  But  I  shall  speak  to  Mr. 
Crackenthorp;  I'll  not  be  put  upon  by  no  man." 

"  Nay,  nay,  Tookey,"  said  Ben  Wjnthrop.  '^  We'll  pay 
ou  your  share  to  keep  out  of  it — that's  what  we'll  do. 
'here's  things  folks  'ud  pay  to  be  rid  on,  besides  varmin." 

'^  Come,  come,"  said  the  landlord,  who  felt  that  paying 
people  for  theii^  absence  was  a  principle  dangerous  to 
society;  ^^  a  joke's  a  joke.  We're  all  good  friends  here,  I 
hope.  We  must  give  and  take.  You're  both  right  and 
you're  both  wrong,  as  I  say.  I  agree  wi'  Mr.  Macey  here, 
as  there's  two  opinions;  and  if  mine  was  asked,  I  should 
say  they're  both  right.  Tookey's  right  and  Winthrop's 
right,  and  they've  only  got  to  split  the  difference  and 
make  themselves  even." 

The  farrier  was  puffing  his  pipe  rather  fiercely,  in  some 
contempt  at  this  trivial  discussion.  He  had  no  ear  for 
music  himself,  and  never  went  to  church,  as  being  of  the 
medical  profession,  and  likely  to  be  in  requisition  for 
delicate  cows.  But  the  butcher,  having  music  in  his  soul, 
had  listened  with  a  divided  desire  for  Tookey's  defeat  and 
for  the  preservation  of  the  peace. 

^^To  be  sure,"  he  said,  following  up  the  landlord's  con- 
ciliatory view,  *^  we're  fond  of  our  old  clerk;  it's  nat'ral, 
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and  him  used  to  be  such  a  singer,  and  got  a  brother  as  is 
known  for  the  first  fiddler  in  this  country-side.  Eh,  it's  a 
pity  but  what  Solomon  lived  in  our  village,  and  could  give 
us  a  tune  wjien  we  liked;  eh,  Mr.  Macey?  Fd  keep  him 
in  liver  and  lights  for  nothing — that  I  would.'* 

^^Ay,  ay,'*  said  Mr.  Macey,  in  the  height  of  compla- 
cency; *^our  family's  been  known  for  musicianers  as  far 
back  as  anybody  can  tell.  But  them  things  are  dying  out, 
as  I  tell  Solomon  every  time  he  comes  round;  there's  no 
voices  like  what  there  used  to  be,  and  there's  nobody 
remembers  what  we  remember,  if  it  isn't  the  old  crows." 

'^Ay,  you  remember  when  first  Mr.  Lammeter's  father 
come  into  these  parts,  don't  you,  Mr.  Macey?"  said  the 
landlord. 

"I  should  think  I  did,"  said  the  old  man,  who  had  now 
gone^  through  that  complimentary  process  necessary  to 
bring  him  up  to  the  point  of  narration;  ^^and  a  fine  old 
gentleman  he  was — as  fine,  and  finer  nor  the  Mr.  Lam- 
meter  as  now  is.  He  came  from  a  bit  north'ard,  so  far  as 
I  could  ever  make  out.  But  there's  nobody  rightly  knows 
about  those  parts:  only  it  couldn't  be  far  north'ard,  nor 
much  different  from  this  country,  for  he  brought  a  fine 
breed  o'  sheep  with  him;  so  there  must  be  pastures  there, 
and  everything  reasonable.  We  beared  tell  as  he'd  sold 
his  own  land  to  come  and  take  the  Warrens,  and  that 
seemed  odd  for  a  man  as  had  land  of  his  own,  to  come 
and  rent  a  farm  in  a  strange  place.  But  they  said  it  was 
along  of  his  wife's  dying;  though  there's  reasons  in  things 
as  nobody  knows  on — that's  pretty  mucHwhat  I've  made 
out;  yet  some  folks  are  so  wise,  they'll  find  you  fifty- 
reasons  straight  off,  and  all  the  while  the  real  reason^ 
winking  at  'em  in  the  corner,  and  they  niver  see't. 
Ilowsomever,  it  was  soon  seen  as  we'd  got  a  new 
parish'ner  as  know'd  the  rights  and  customs  o'  things,  and 
kep  a  good  house,  and  was  well  looked  on  by  everybody. 
And  the  young  man — that's  the  Mr.  Lammeter  as  now  is, 
for  he'd  niver  a  sister — soon  begun  to  court  Miss  Osgood, 
that's  the  sister  o'  the  Mr.  Osgood  as  now  is,  and  a  fine, 
handsome  lass  she  was— eh,  you  can't  think — they  pretend 
this  young  lass  is  like  her,  but  that's  the  way  wi'  people  as 
don't  know  what  come  before  'em.  /  should  know,  for  I 
helped  the  old  rector,  Mr.  Drumlow  as  was,  I  helped  him 
marry  'em." 

Here  Mr.  Macey  paused;  he  always  gave  his  narrative  in 
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instalments,  expecting  to  be  questioned  according  to  prece- 
dent. 

"Ay,  and  a  partic^ar  thing  happened,  didn^t  it,  Mr. 
Macey,  so  as  you  were  likely  to  remember  that  marriage  ?^^ 
said  the  landlord,  in  a  congratulatory  tone. 

"I  should  think  there  did — ^a  very  partic^ar  thing, *^ 
said  Mr.  Macey,  nodding  sideways.  "  *Fov  Mr.  Drumlow — 
poor  old  gentleman,  I  was  fond  on  him,  though  he'd  got  a 
bit  confused  in  his  head,  wtat  wi'  agje  and  wi^  taking  a 
drop  o'  summat  warm  when  the  service  come  of  a  cold 
morning.  And  young  Mr.  Lammeter  he'd  have  no  way  but 
he  must  be  married  in  Janiwary,  which,  to  be  sure,  's  a  unrea- 
sonable time  to  be  married  in,  for  it  isn't  like  a  christen- 
ing, or  a  burying,  as  you  can't  help;  and  so  Mr.  Drumlow — 
poor  old  gentleman,  I  was  fond  on  him — but  when  he  come 
to  put  the  questions,  he  put  'em  by  the  rule  o'  contrairy, 
like,  and  he  says,  ^  Wilt  thou  have  this  man  to  thy  wedded 
wife?'  says  he,  and  then  he  says,  *Wilt  thou  have  this 
woman  to  thy  wedded  husband?'  says  he.  But  the  partic- 
larest  thing  of  all  is,  as  nobody  took  any  notice  on  it  but 
me,  and  they  answered  straight  off  '  yes,'  like  as  if  it  had 
been  me  saying  ^Amen '  i'  the  right  place,  without  listening 
to  what  went  before." 

"  But  you  knew  what  was  going  on  well  enough,  didn't 
you,  Mr.  Macey?  You  were  live  enough,  eh?'  said  the 
butcher. 

"Lor  bless  you!"  said  Mr.  Macey,  pausing,  and  smiling 
in  pity  at  the  impotence  of  his  hearer's  imagination — 
"why,  I  was  all  of  a  tremble:  it  was  as  if  I'd  been  a  coat 
pulled  by  the  two  tails,  like;  for  I  couldn't  stop  the 
parson,  I  couldn't  take  upon  me  to  do  that;  and  yet  I 
said  to  myself,  I  says,  ^Suppose  the;^  shouldn't  be  fast 
married,  cause  the  words  are  contrairy?'  and  my  head 
went  working  like  a  mill,  for  I  was  allays  uncommon  for 
turning  things  over  and  seeing  all  round  'em;  and  I  says 
to  myself,  *  Is't  the  meanin'  or  the  words  as  makes  folks 
fast  i'  wedlock?'  For  the  parson  meant  right,  and  the 
bride  and  bridegroom  meant  right.  But  then,  when  I 
come  to  think  on  it,  meanin'  goes  but  a  little  way  i'  most 
things,  for  you  may  mean  to  stick  things  together  and 
your  glue  may  be  bad,  and  then  where  are  you  ?  And  so  I 
says  to  mysen,  *  It  isn't  the  meanin',  it's  the  glue.'  And  I 
was  worreted  as  if  I'd  got  three  bells  to  pull  at  once,  when 
we  went  into  the  vestry,  and  they  begun  to  sign  their 
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names.  But  whereas  the  use  o^  talking? — ^you  can^t  think 
what  goes  on  in  a  cute  man^s  inside/' 

"But  you  held  in  for  all  that,  didnH  you,  Mr.  Macey?*' 
said  the  landlord. 

"Ay,  I  held  in  tight  till  I  was  by  mysen  wi'  Mr.  Drum- 
low,  and  then  I  out  wi'  everjrthing,  but  respectful,  as  I 
allays  did.  And  he  made  light  on  it,  and  he  says,  *  Pooh, 
pooh,  Macey,  make  yourself  easy,'  he  says;  'it's  neither 
the  meaning  nor  the  words  —  it's  the  re^^ster  does  it  — 
that's  the  glue.  So  you  see  he  settled  it  easy;  for  parsons 
and  doctors  know  everything  by  heart,  like,  so  as  they 
aren't  worreted  wi'  thinking  what's  the  rights  and  wrongs 
o'  things,  as  I'n  been  many  and  many's  the  time.  And 
sure  enough  the  wedding  turned  out  all  right,  on'y  poor 
Mrs.  Lammeter  —  that's  Miss  Osgood  as  was  —  died  afore 
the  lasses  was  growed  up;  but  for  prosperity  and  every- 
thing respectable,  there's  no  family  more  looked  on." 

Every  one  of  Mr.  Macey's  audience  had  heard  this  story 
many  times,  but  it  was  listened  to  as  if  it  had  been  a 
favorite  tune,  and  at  certain  points  the  puffing  of  the 
pipes  was  momentarily  suspended,  that  the  listeners  might 
give  their  whole  minds  to  the  expected  words.  But  there 
was- more  to  come;  and  Mr.  Snell,  the  landlord,  duly  put 
the  leading  question. 

"Why,  old  Mr.  Lammeter  had  a  pretty  fortin,  didn't 
they  say,  when  he  come  into  these  parts?" 

"Well,  yes,"  said  Mr.  Macey;  "but  I  dare  say  it's  as 
much  as  this  Mr.  Lammeter's  done  to  keep  it  whole.  For 
there  was  allays  a  talk  as  nobody  could  get  rich  on  the 
Warrens:  though  he  holds  it  cheap,  for  it's  what  they  call 
Charity  Land." 

"Ay,  and  there's  few  folks  know  so  well  as  you  how 
it  come  to  be  Charity  Land,  eh,  Mr.  Macey?"  said  the 
butcher. 

"How  should  they?"  said  the  old  clerk,  with  some 
contempt.  "Why,  my  grandfather  made  the  grooms' 
livery  for  that  Mr.  Cliff  as  came  and  built  the  big  stables 
at  the  Warrens.  Why,  they're  stables  four  times  as  big  as 
Squire  Cass's,  for  he  thought  o'  nothing  but  bosses  and 
hunting.  Cliff  didn't — a  Lunnon  tailor,  some  folks  said, 
as  had  gone  mad  wi'  cheating.  For  he  couldn't  ride;  lor 
bless  you !  they  said  he'd  got  no  more  grip  o'  the  boss  than 
if  his  legs  had  been  cross-sticks:  my  grandfather  beared 
old  Squire  Cass  say  so  many  and  many  a  time.  But  ride 
4ie  would  as  if  Old  Harry  had  been  a-driving  him;  and 


SILAS  MABKEB.  53 

he'd  a  son,  a  lad  o*  sixteen;  and  nothing  would  his  father 
have  him  do,  but  he  must  ride  and  ride  —  though  the  lad 
was  frighted,  they  said.  And  it  was  a  common  saying  as 
the  father  wanted  to  ride  the  tailor  out  o'  the  lad,  and 
make  a  gentleman  on  him — not  but  what  Fm  a  tailor 
myself,  l)ut  in  respect  as  God  made  me  such,  I'm  proud 
on  it,  for  ^Macey,  tailor,'  's  been  wrote  up  over  our  door 
since  afore  the  Queen's  heads  went  out  on  the  shillings. 
But  Cliff,  he  was  ashamed  o'  being  called  a  tailor,  and  he 
was  sore  vexed  as  his  riding  was  laughed  at,  and  nobody  o' 
the  gentlefolks  hereabout  could  abide  him.  Howsoniever, 
the  poor  lad  got  sickly  and  died,  and  the  father  didn't  live 
long  after  him,  for  he  got  queerer  nor  ever,  and  they  said 
he  used  to  go  out  i'  the  dead  o'  the  night,  wi'  a  lantern  in 
his  hand,  to  the  stables,  and  set  a  lot  o'  lights  burninff, 
for  he  got  as  he  couldn't  sleep;  and  there  he'd  stand, 
cracking  his  whip  and  looking  at  his  bosses;  and  they  said 
it  was  a  mercy  as  the  stables  didn't  get  burned  down  wi'  the 
poor  dumb  creaturs  in  'em.  But  at  last  he  died  raving, 
and  they  found  as  he'd  left  all  his  property.  Warrens  and 
all,  to  a  Lunnon  Charity,  and  that's  how  the  Warrens 
come  to  be  Charity  Land;  though,  as  for  the  stables,  Mr. 
Lam  meter  never  uses  'em — they're  out  o'  all  charicter — ^lor 
bless  you !  if  you  was  to  set  the  doors  a-bauging  in  'em,  it 
'ud  sound  like  thunder  half  o'er  the  parish." 

**Ay,  but  there's  more  going  on  in  the  stables  than 
what  folks  see  by  daylight,  eh,  Mr.  Macey?"  said  the 
landlord. 

'*  Ay,  ay;  §o  that  way  of  a  dark  niffht,  that's  all,"  said 
Mr.  Macey,  winking  mysteriously,  ^'  and  then  make  believe, 
if  you  like,  as  you  didn't  see  lights  i'  the  stables,  nor  hear 
the  stamping  o'  the  bosses,  nor  the  cracking  o'  the  whips, 
and  howling,  too,  if  it's  tow'rt  daybreak.  ^  Cliff's  Holiday' 
has  been  the  name  of  it  ever  sin'  I  were  a  boy;  that's  to 
say,  some  said  as  it  was  the  holiday  Old  Harry  gev  him 
from  roasting,  like.  That's  what  my  father  told  me,  and 
he  was  a  reasonable  man,  though  there's  folks  nowadays 
know  what  happened  afore  they  were  born  better  nor  they 
know  their  own  business." 

"What  do  you  say  to  that,  eh.  Dowlas?"  said  the  land- 
lord, turning  to  the  farrier,  who  was  swelling  with 
impatience  for  his  cue.    "  There's  a  nut  for  you  to  crack." 

Mr.  Dowlas  was  the  negative  spirit  in  the  company,  and 
was  proud  of  his  position. 

"  Say?    I  say  what  a  man  should  say  as  doesn't  shut  his 
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eyes  to  look  at  a  finger-post.  I  say,  as  I^m  ready  to  wager 
any  man  ten  pound,  if  lie'll  staad  out  wi'  me  any  dry  night 
in  the  pasture  before  the  Warren  stables,  as  we  shall 
neither  see  lights  nor  hear  noises,  if  it  isn^t  the  blowing  of 
our  own  noses.  That^s  what  I  say,  and  I've  said  it  many  a 
time;  but  there^s  nobody  ^uU  ventur  a  jjen-pun'  note  on 
their  ghos^es  as  they  make  so  sure  of  .*^ 

*^Why,  Dowlas,  that's  easy  betting,  that  is,''  said  Ben 
Winthrop.  "  You  might  as  well  bet  a  man  as  he  wouldn't  * 
catch  the  rheumatise  if  he  stood  up  to's  neck  in  the  pool  of 
a  frosty  night.  It  'ud  be  fine  fun  for  a  man  to  win  his  bet 
as  he'd  catch  the  rheumatise.  Folks  as  believe  in  Cliff's 
Holiday  aren't  agoing  to  ventur  near  it  for  a  matter  o'  ten 
pound. '^ 

"  If  Master  Dowlas  wants  to  know  the  truth  on  it,"  said 
Mr.  Macey,  with  a  sarcastic  smile,  tapping  his  thumbs 
together,  ^*  he's  no  call  to  lay  any  bet — let  him  go  and  stan^ 
by  himself — there^s  nobody  'ull  hinder  him;  and  then  he 
can  let  the  parish'ners  know  if  they're  wrong." 

*^  Thank  you!  Fm  obliged  to  you," said  the  farrier,  with 
a  snort  of  scorn.  ^'  If  folks  are  fools,  it's  no  business  o' 
mine.  /  don't  want  to  make  out  the  truth  about  ghos^es: 
I  know  it  a'ready.  But  I'm  not  against  a  bet — everything 
fair  and  open.  Let  any  man  bet  me  ten  pound  as  I  shall 
see  Cliff's  Holiday,  and  I'll  go  and  stand  by  myself.  I 
want  no  company.     I'd  as  lief  do  it  as  I'd  fill  this  pipe." 

*^  Ah,  but  who's  to  watch  you.  Dowlas,  and  see  you  do 
it?    That's  no  fair  bet,"  said  the  butcher. 

"No  fair  bet?"  replied  Mr.  Dowlas,  angrily.  "I  should 
like  to  hear  any  man  stand  up  and  say  I  want  to  bet 
unfair.  Come  now.  Master  Lundy,  I  should  like  to  hear 
you  say  it." 

"Very  like  you  would,"  said  the  butcher.  "But  it's 
no  business  o'  mine.  You're  none  o'  my  bargains,  and  I 
aren't  a-going  to  try  and  'bate  your  price.  If  anybody 
'11  bid  for  you  at  your  own  vallying,  let  him.  I'm  for 
peace  and  quietness,  I  am." 

"Yes,  that's  what  every  yapping  cur  is,  when  you  hold 
a  stick  up  at  him,"  said  the  farrier.  "But  I'm  afraid  o' 
neither  man  nor  ghost,  and  I'm  ready  to  lay  a  fair  bet.  / 
aren't  a  turn-tail  cur." 

"Ay,  but  there's  this  in  it,  Dowlas,"  said  the  landlord, 
speaking  in  a  tone  of  candor  and  tolerance.  "There's 
folks,  i'  my  opinion,  they  can't  see  ghos'es,  not  if  they 
Stood  as  plain  as  a  pike-staff  before  'em.    And  there's 
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For  there's  my  wife,  now,  can^t  smell,  not 
if  she'd  the  strongest  o*  cheese  under  her  nose.  I  never 
see'd  a  ghost  myself;  but  then  I  says  to  myself,  'Very 
like  I  haven't  got  the  smell  for  ^em/  I  mean,  putting  a 
ghost  for  a  smell,  or  else  contrairiways.  Aud  so,  I'm  for 
holding  with  both  sides;  for,  as  I  say,  the  truth  lies 
between  'em.  And  if  Dowlas  was  to  go  and  stand,  and 
say  he'd  never  seen  a  wink  o'  Cliff's  Holiday  all  the  night 
through,  I'd  back  him;  and  if  anybody  said  as  Cliff's 
Holiday  was  certain  sure  for  all  that,  I'd  back  him  too. 
For  the  smell's  what  I  go  by.'^ 

The  landlord's  analogical  argument  was  not  very  well 
received  by  the  farrier — a  man  intensely  opposed  to  com- 
promise. 

"Tut,  tut,"  he  said,  setting  down  his  glass  with 
refreshed  irritation;  "what's  the  smell  got  to  do  with  it? 
Did  ever  a  ghost  give  a  man  a  black  eye?  That's  what  I 
should  like  to  know.  If  ghos'es  want  me  to  believe  in 
'em,  let  'em  leave  off  skulking  i'  the  dark  and  i'  lone 
places — ^let  'em  come  where  there's  company  and  candles." 

"  As  if  ghos'es  'ud  want  to  be  believed  in  by  anybody  so 
ignirant!"  said  Mr.  Macey,  in  deep  disgust  at  the  farrier's 
crass  incompetence  to  apprehend  the  conditions  of  ghostly 
phenomena. 


CHAPTEE  VIL 


Yet  the  next  moment  there  seemed  to  be  some  evidence 
that  ghosts  had  a  more  condescending  disposition  than  Mr. 
Macey  attributed  to  them;  for  the  pale  thin  figure  of  Silas 
Marner  was  suddenly  seen  standing  in  the  warm  light, 
uttering  no"  word,  but  looking  round  at  the  company  with 
his  strange  unearthly  eyes.  The  long  pipes  gave  a  simul- 
taneous movement,  like  the  antennae  of  startled  insects, 
and  every  man  present,  not  excepting  even  the  skeptical 
farrier,  had  an  impression  that  he  saw,  not  Silas  Marner 
in  the  flesh,  but  an  apparition;  for  the  door  by  which  Silas 
had  entered  was  hidden  by  the  high-screened  seats,  and  no 
one  had  noticed  his  approach.  Mr.  Macey,  sitting  a  long 
way  off  the  ghost,  might  be  supposed  to  have  felt  an  argu- 
mentative triumph,  which  would  tend  to  neutralize  his 
share  of  the  general  alarm.     Had  he  not  always  said  that 
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when  Silas  Marner  was  in  that  strange  trance  of  his,  his 
soul  went  loose  from  his  body?  Here  was  the  demonstra- 
tion: nevertheless,  on  the  whole,  he  would  have  been  as 
well  contented  without  it.  For  a  few  moments  there  was 
a  dead  silence,  Marner^s  want  of  breath  and  agitation  not 
allowing  him  to  speak.  The  landlord,  under  the  habitual 
sense  that  he  was  bound  to  keep  his  house  open  to  all 
company,  and  confident  in  the  protection  of  his  unbroken 
neutrality,  at  last  took  on  himself  the  task  of  adjuring  the 
ghost. 

*^  Master  Marner,*^  he  said,  in  a  conciliatory  tone,  ^^  what^s 
lacking  to  you?    What's  your  business  here?'' 

*  *  Robbed ! "  said  Silas,  gaspingly.  *  *  I've  been  robbed !  I 
want  the  constable — and  the  Justice — and  Squire  Cass — 
and  Mr.  Crackenthorp." 

^'  Lav  hold  on  him,  Jem  Eodney,"  said  the  landlord,  the 
idea  of  a  ghost  subsiding;  ^^he's  off  his  head,  I  doubt. 
He's  wet  through." 

Jem  Rodney  was  the  outermost  man,  and  sat  conven- 
iently near  Marner's  standing-place;  but  he  declined  to 
give  his  services. 

^*Come  and  lay  hold  on  him  yourself,  Mr.  Snell,  if 
you've  a  mind,"  said  Jem,  rather  sullenly.  *^He's  been 
robbed,  and  murdered  too,  for  what  I  know,"  he  added,  in 
a  muttering  tone. 

"Jem  Rodney!"  said  Silas,  turning  and  fixing  his 
strange  eyes  on  the  suspected  man. 

'^  Ay,  Master  Marner,  what  do  you  want  wi'  me?"  said 
Jem,  trembling  a  little,  and  seizing  his  drinking-can  as  a 
defensive  weapon. 

"If  it  was  you  stole  my  money,"  said  Silas,  clasping  his 
hands  entreatingly,  and  raising  his  voice  to  a  cry,  "  give  it 
me  back, — and  I  won't  meddle  with  you.  I  won't  set  the 
constable  on  you.  Give  it  me  back,  and  111  let  you — 111 
let  you  have  a  guinea." 

"  Me  stole  your  money! "  said  Jem,  angrily.  "  I'll  pitch 
this  can  at  your  eye  if  you  talk  o'  my  stealing  your 
money." 

"Come,  come.  Master  Marner,"  said  the  landlord,  now 
rising  resolutely,  and  seizing  Marner  by  the  shoulder,  "if 
you've  got  any  information  to  lay,  speak  it  out  sensible, 
and  show  as  you're  in  your  right  mind,  if  you  expect  any- 
body to  listen  to  you.  You're  as  wet  as  a  drownded  rat. 
Sit  down  and  dry  yourself,  and  speak  straight  forrard." 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure,  man,"  said  the  farrier,  who  began  to 


SILAS  JdARNiilv.  57 

feel  that  he  had  not  been  quite  on  a  par  with  himself  and 
the  occasion.  '^  Let^s  have  no  more  staring  and  screaming, 
else  we'll  have  you  strapped  for  a  madman.  That  was  why 
I  didn't  speak  at  the  first — thinks  I,  the  man's  run  mad." 

^^Ay,  ay,  make  him  sit  down/'  said  several  voices  at 
once,  well  pleased  that  the  reality  of  ghosts  remained  still 
an  open  question. 

The  landlord  forced  Mamer  to  take  off  his  coat,  and  then 
to  sit  down  on  a  chair  aloof  from  every  one  else,  in  the 
centre  of  the  circle  and  in  the  direct  rays  of  the  fire.  The 
weaver,  too  feeble  to  have  any  distinct  purpose  beyond 
that  of  getting  help  to  recover  his  money,  submitted  unre- 
sistingly. The  transient  fears  of  the  company  were  now 
forgotten  in  their  strong  curiosity,  and  all  faces  were  turned 
toward  Silas,  when  the  landlord,  having  seated  himself 
again,  said — 

*^Now  then,  Master  Marner,  what's  this  you've  got  to 
say — as  you've  been  robbed?    Speak  out." 

^*He'd  better  not  say  again  as  it  was  me  robbed  him," 
cried  Jem  Eodney,  hastily.  "  What  could  I  ha'  done  with 
his  money?  I  could  as  easy  steal  the  parson's  surplice, 
and  wear  it." 

^^Hold  your  tongue,  Jem,  and  let's  hear  what  he's  got 
to  say,"  said  the  landlord.     **Now  then.  Master  Marner." 

Silas  now  told  his  story,  under  frequent  questioning  as 
the  mysterious  character  of  the  robbery  became  evident. 

This  strangely  novel  situation  of  opening  his  trouble  to 
his  Raveloe  neighbors,  of  sitting  in  the  warmth  of  a  hearth 
not  his  own,  and  feeling  the  presence  of  faces  and  voices 
which  were  his  nearest  promise  of  help,  had  doubtless  its 
influence  on  Marner,  in  spite  of  his  passionate  preoccupa- 
tion with  his  loss.  Our  consciousness  rarely  registers  the 
beginning  of  a  growth  within  us  any  more  than  without 
us:  there  have  been  many  circulations  of  the  sap  before 
we  detect  the  smallest  sign  of  the  bud. 

The  slight  suspicion  with  which  his  hearers  at  first  lis- 
tened to  him,  gradually  melted  away  before  the  convincing 
simplicity  of  his  distress:  it  was  impossible  for  the  neigh- 
bors to  doubt  that  Marner  was  telling  the  truth,  not  because 
they  were  capable  of  arguing  at  once  from  the  nature  of 
his  statements  to  the  absence  of  any  motive  for  making 
them  falsely,  but  because,  as  Mr.  Macey  observed,  *^  Folks 
as  had  the  devil  to  back  'em  were  not  likely  to  be  so 
mushed"  as  poor  Silas  was.  Rather,  from  the  strange 
f»ct  that  th^  robber  had  l^ft  no  traces,  and  had  happened 
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to  know  the  nick  of  time,  utterly  incalculable  by  mortal 
agent,  when  Silas  would  go  away  from  home  without  locking 
his  door,  the  more  probable  conclusion  seemed  to  be,  that 
his  disreputable  intimacy  in  that  quarter,  if  it  ever  existed, 
had  been  broken  up,  and,  that,  in  consequence,  this  ill 
turn  had  been  done  to  Marner  by  somebody  it  was  quite 
in  vain  to  set  the  constable  after.  Why  this  preternatural 
felon  should  be  obliged  to  wait  till  the  door  was  left 
unlocked,  was  a  question  which  did  not  present  itself. 

'^It  isn^t  Jem  Rodney  as  has  done  this  work,  Master 
Marner, ^^ said  the  landlord.  "You  mustn^t  be  a-casting 
your  eye  at  poor  Jem.  There  may  be  a  bit  of  a  reckoning 
against  Jem  for  the  matter  of  a  hare  or  so,  if  anybody  was 
bound  to  keep  their  eyes  staring  open,  and  niver  to  wink; 
but  iem^s  been  a-sitting  here  drinking  his  can,  like  the 
decentest  man  i'  the  parish,  since  before  you  left  your 
house.  Master  Marner,  by  your  own  account.*^ 

*^Ay,  ay, ^^  said  Mr.  Macey;  *'let^s  have  no  accusing  o* 
the  innicent.  That  isn^t  the  law.  There  must  be  folks  to 
swear  again*  a  man  before  he  can  be  ta^en  up.  Let's  have 
no  accusing  o'  the  innicent.  Master  Marner.'* 

Memory  was  not  so  utterly  torpid  in  Silas  that  it  could 
not  be  awakened  by  these  words.  With  a  movement  of 
compunction  as  new  and  strange  to  him  as  everything  else 
within  the  last  hour,  he  started  from  his  chair  and 
went  close  up  to  Jem,  looking  at  him  as  if  he  wanted  to 
assure  himself  of  the  expression  in  his  face. 

"I  was  wrong,*'  he  said — "yes,  yes — I  ought  to  have 
thought.  There's  nothing  to  witness  against  you,  Jem. 
Only  you'd  been  into  my  house  oftener  than  anybody  else, 
and  so  you  came  into  my  head.  I  don't  accuse  you — I 
won't  accuse  anybody — only,"  he  added,  lifting  up  his 
hands  to  his  head,  and  turning  away  with  bewildered 
misery,  "I  try — I  try  to  think  where  my  guineas  can  be." 

"  Ay,  ay,  they're  gone  where  it's  hot  enough  to  melt  'em, 
I  doubt,"  said  Mr.  Macey. 

"Tchuh!"  said  the  farrier.  And  then  he  asked,  with 
a  cross-examining  air,  "  How  much  money  might  there  be 
in  the  bags.  Master  Marner?" 

"  Two  hundred  and  seventy-two  pounds,  twelve  and  six- 
pence, last  night  when  I  counted  it,"  said  Silas,  seating 
himself  again,  with  a  groan. 

"  Pooh!  why,  they'd  be  none  so  heavy  to  carry.  Some 
tramp's  been  m,  that's  all;  and  as  for  the  no  footmarks, 
aud  the  bricks  and  the  sand  being  all  right — why,  your 
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eyes  are  pretty  much  like  a  insect^s.  Master  Marner;  they're 
obliged  to  look  so  close,  you  can^t  see  much  at  a  time.  It^s 
my  opinion  as,  if  I'd  been  you,  or  you'd  been  me — for  it 
comes  to  the  same  thing — you  wouldn't  have  thought 
you'd  found  everything  as  you  left  it.  But  what  I  vote  is, 
as  two  of  the  sensiblest  o*  the  company  should  go  witli  you 
to  Master  Kench,  the  constable's — he's  ill  i'  the  bed.  I 
know  that  much — and  get  him  to  appoint  one  of  us  nis 
deppity;  for  that's  the  law,  and  I  don't  think  anybody  'ull 
take  upon  him  to  contradick  me  there.  It  isn't  much  of 
a  walk  to  Kench's;  and  then,  if  it's  me  as  is  deppity,  I'll 
go  back  with  you,  Master  Marner,  and  examine  your  prem- 
ises; and  if  anybody's  got  any  fault  to  find  with  that,  I'll 
thank  him  to  stand  up  and  say  it  out  like  a  man." 

By  this  pregnant  speech  the  farrier  had  re-established 
his  self-complacency,  and  waited  with  confidence  to  hear 
himself  named  as  one  of  the  superlatively  sensible  men. 

^*Let  us  see  how  the  night  is,  though,"  said  the  land- 
lord, who  also  considered  himself  personally  concerned  in 
this  proposition.  "Wfey,  it  rains  heavy  still,"  he  said, 
returning  from  the  door. 

"  Well,  I'm  not  the  man  to  be  afraid  o'  the  rain,"  said 
the  farrier.  "For  it'll  look  bad  when  Justice  Malam 
hears  as  respectable  men  like  us  had  a  information  laid 
before  'em  and  took  no  steps." 

The  landlord  agreed  with  this  view,  and  after  taking 
the  sense  of  the  company,  and  duly  rehearsing  a  small 
ceremony  known  in  high  ecclesiastical  life  as  the  nolo 
^iscopari,  he  consented  to  take  on  himself  the  chill 
dignity  of  going  to  Kench's.  But  to  the  farrier's  strong 
dis^st,  Mr.  Macey  now  started  an  objection  to  his*  pro- 
posing himself  as  a  deputy- constable;  for  that  oracular 
old  gentleman,  claiming  to  know  the  law,  stated,  as  a 
fact  delivered  to  him  by  his  father,  that  no  doctor  could 
be  a  constable. 

"And  you're  a  doctor,  I  reckon,  though  you're  ^only  a 
cow-doctor — for  a  fly's  a  fly,  though  it  may  be  a  hoss-fly," 
concluded  Mr.  Macey,  wondering  a  little  at  his  own 
"'cuteness." 

There  was  a  hot  debate  upon  this,  the  farrier  being  of 
course  indisposed  to  renounce  the  quality  of  doctor,  but 
contending  that  a  doctor  could  be  a  constable  if  he  liked  — 
the  law  meant,  he  needn't  be  one  if  he  didn't  like.  Mr. 
Macey  thought  this  was  nonsense,  since  the  law  was  not 
likely  to  be  fonder  of  doctors  than  of  other  folks.     Mor§- 
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over,  if  it  was  in  the  nature  of  doctors  more  tlian  of  other 
men  not  to  like  being  constables,  how  came  Mr.  Dowlas  to 
be  so  eager  to  act  in  that  capacity? 

"/  don^t  want  to  act  the  constable/^  said  the  farrier, 
driven  into  a  corner  by  this  merciless  reasoning;  "and 
there^s  no  man  can  say  it  of  me,  if  he^d  tell  the  truth. 
But  if  there's  to  be  any  jealousy  and  enwing  about  going 
to  Kench's  in  the  rain,  let  them  go  as  like  it — you  won't 
get  me  to  go,  I  can  tell  you/' 

By  the  landlord's  intervention,  however,  the  dispute  was 
accommodated.  Mr.  Dowlas  consented  to  go  as  a  second 
person  disinclined  to  act  oflBcially;  and  so  poor  Silas, 
furnished  with  some  old  coverings,  turned  out  with  his 
two  companions  into  the  rain  agam,  thinking  of  the  long 
night-hours  before  him,  not  as  those  do  who  long  to  rest, 
but  as  those  who  expect  to  "  watch  for  the  morning." 


CHAPTER  VIIL 


When  Godfrey  Cass  returned  from  Mrs.  Osgood's  party 
at  midnight,  he  was  not  much  surprised  to  learn  that  Dun- 
sey  had  not  come  home.  Perhaps  he  had  not  sold  Wild- 
fire, and  was  waiting  for  another  chance — perhaps,  on  that 
foggy  afternoon,  he  had  preferred  housinff  himself  at  the 
Eed  Lion  at  Batherley  for  the  night,  if  the  run  had  kept 
him  in  that  neighborhood;  for  he  was  not  likely  to  feel 
much  concern  about  leaving  his  brother  in  suspense.  God- 
frey's mind  was  too  full  of  Nancy  Lammeter's  looks  and 
behavior,  too  full  of  the  exasperation  against  himself  and 
his  lot,  which  the  sight  of  her  always  produced  in  him,  for 
him  to  give  much  thought  to  Wildnre,  or  to  the  probabili- 
ties of  Dunstan's  conduct. 

The  next  morning  the  whole  village  was  excited  by  the 
story  of  the  robbery,  and  Godfrey,  like  every  one  else,  was 
occupied  in  gathering  and  discussing  news  about  it,  and  in 
visiting  the  Stone-pits.  The  rain  had  washed  away  all 
possibility  of  distinguishing  foot-marks,  but  a  close  inves- 
tigation of  the  spot  had  disclosed,  in  the  direction  opposite 
to  the  village,  a  tinder-box,  with  a  flint  and  steel,  half  sunk 
in  the  mud.  It  was  not  Silas's  tinder-box,  for  the  only 
one  he  had  ever  had  was  still  standing  on  his  slielf ;  and 
the  inference  generally  accepted  was,  that  the  tinder-box 
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in  the  ditch  was  somehow  connected  with  the  robbery.  A 
small  minority  shook  their  heads,  and  intimated  their 
opinion  that  it  was  not  a  robbenr  to  have  much  light 
thrown  on  it  by  tinder-boxes,  that  Master  Mamer^s  tale  had 
a  queer  look  with  it,  and  that  such  things  had  been  known 
as  a  man's  doing  himself  a  mischief,  and  then  setting  the 
justice  to  look  for  the  doer.  But  when  questioned  closely 
as  to  their  grounds  for  this  opinion,  and  what  Master  Mar- 
ner  had  to  gain  by  such  false  pretenses,  they  only  shook 
their  heads  as  before,  and  observed  that  there  was  no  know- 
ing what  some  folks  counted  gain;  moreover,  that  every- 
body had  a  right  to  their  own  opinions,  grounds  or  no 
grounds,  and  that  the  weaver,  as  everybody  knew,  was 
partly  crazy.  Mr.  Macey,  though  he  joined  in  the  defense 
of  Marner  against  all  suspicions  of  deceit,  also  pooh-poohed 
the  tinder-box;  indeed,  repudiated  it  as  a  rather  impious 
suggestion,  tending  to  imply  that  everything  must  be  done 
by  human  hands,  and  that  there  was  no  power  which  could 
make  away  with  the  guineas  without  moving  the  bricks. 
Nevertheless,  he  turned  round  rather  sharply  on  Mr. 
Tookey,  when  the  zealous  deputy,  feeling  that  this  was  a 
view  of  the  case  peculiarly  suited  to  a  parish-clerk,  carried 
it  still  further,  and  doubted  whether  it  was  right  to  inquire 
into  a  robbery  at  all  when  the  circumstances  were  so 
mysterious. 

"  As  if,'*  concluded  Mr.  Tookey — *^  as  if  there  was  noth- 
ing but  what  could  be  made  out  by  justices  and  con- 
stables.'* 

*^  Now,  don't  you  be  for  overshooting  the  mark,  Tookey," 
said  Mr.  Macey,  nodding  his  head  aside  admonishinffly. 
*^  That's  what  you're  allays  at;  if  I  throw  a  stone  and  hit, 
you  think  there's  summat  better  than  hitting,  and  you  try 
to  throw  a  stone  beyond.  What  I  said  was  against  the 
tinder-box:  I  said  nothing  against  justices  and  constables, 
for  thejr're  o'  King  George's  making,  and  it  'ud  be  ill-be- 
coming a  man  in  a  parish  ofl&ce  to  fly  out  again'  King 
George." 

While  these  discussions  were  going  on  amongst  the- 
group  outside  the  Eainbow,  a  higher  consultation  was 
being  carried  on  within,  under  the  presidency  of  Mr. 
Crackenthorp,  the  rector,  assisted  by  Squire  Cass  and 
other  substantial  parishioners.  It  had  just  occurred  to 
Mr.  Snell,  the  landlord — he  being,  as  he  observed,  a  man 
accustomed  to  put  two  and  two  together — to  connect  with 
the  tinder-box,  which,  as  deputy  constable,  he  himself  had 
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had  the  honorable  distinction  of  finding,  certain  recollec- 
tions of  a  peddler  who  had  called  to  drink  at  the  house 
about  a  month  before,  and  had  actually  stated  that  he 
carried  a  tinder-box  about  with  him  to  light  his  pipe.  Here, 
surely,  was  a  clue  to  be  followed  out.  And  as  memory, 
when  duly  impregnated  with  ascertained  facts,  is  some- 
times surprisingly  fertile,  Mr.  Snell  gradually  recovered  a 
vivid  impression  of  the  effect  produced  on  him  by  the  ped- 
dler's countenance  and  conversation.  He  had  a  *'  look  with 
his  eye  '^  which  fell  unpleasantly  on  Mr.  Snell's  sensitive 
organism.  To  be  sure,  he  didn't  say  anything  particular — 
,  no,  except  that  about  the  tinder-box — but  it  isn't  what  a 
man  says,  it's  the  way  he  says  it.  Moreover,  he  had  a 
swarthy  foreignness  of  complexion  which  boded  little 
honesty.     ' 

"Did  he  wear  ear-rings?"  Mr.  Crackenthorp  wished  to 
know,  having  some  acquaintance  with  foreign  customs. 

"  Well — stay — let  me  see,"  said  Mr.  Snell,  like  a  docile 
clairvoyante,  who  would  not  make  a  mistake  if  she  could 
help  it.  After  stretching  the  comers  of  his  mouth  and 
contracting  his  eyes,  as  if  he  were  trying  to  see  the  ear- 
rings, he  appeared  to  give  up  the  effort,  and  said,  "  Well, 
he'd  got  ear-rings  in  his  box  to  sell,  so  it's  nat'ral  to  sup- 
pose he  miffht  wear  'em.  But  he  called  at  every  house, 
a'most,  in  Sie  village;  there's  somebody  else,  mayhap,  saw 
'em  in  his  ears,  though  I  can't  take  upon  me  rightly  to 
say." 

Mr.  Snell  was  correct  in  his  surmise,  that  somebody  else 
would  remember  the  peddler's  ear-rings.  For  on  the  spread 
of  inquiry  among  the  villagers  it  was  stated  with  gathering 
emphasis,  that  uie  parson  had  wanted  to  know  whether 
the  peddler  wore  ear-rings  in  his  ears,  and  an  impression 
was  created  that  a  great  deal  depended  on  the  eliciting  of 
this  fact.  Of  course,  every  one  who  heard  the  question, 
not  having  any  distinct  image  of  the  peddler  as  toitJiout 
ear-rings,  immediately  had  an  image  of  him  with  ear-rings, 
larger  or  smaller,  as  the  case  might  be;  and  the  image  was 
presently  taken  for  a  vivid  recollection,  so  that  the  glazier's 
wife,  a  well-intentioned  woman,  not  given  to  lying,  and 
whose  house  was  amomg  the  cleanest  in  the  village,  was 
ready  to  declare,  as  sure  as  ever  she  meant  to  take  the 
sacrament  the  very  next  Christmas  that  was  ever  coming, 
that  she  had  seen  big  ear-rings,  in  the  shape  of  the  young 
moon,  in  tlie  peddler's  two  ears;  while  Jinny  Oatos,  the 
cobbler's  daughter,  being   a   more   imaginative  person. 
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stated  not  only  that  she  had  seen  them  too,  but  that  they 
had  made  her  blood  creep,  as  it  did  at  that  very  moment 
while  there  she  stood. 

Also,  by  way  of  throwing  further  light  on  this  clue  of 
the  tinder-box,  a  collection .  was  made  of  all  the  articles 
purchased  from  the  peddler  at  various  houses,  and  carried 
to  the  Eainbow  to  be  exhibited  there.  In  fact,  there  was 
a  general  feeling  in  the  village,  that  for  the  clearing  up  of 
this  robbery  there  must  be  a  great  deal  done  at  the  Rain- 
bow, and  that  no  man  need  offer  his  wife  an  excuse  for 
going  there  while  it  was  the  scene  of  severe  public  duties. 

Some  disappointment  was  felt,  and  perhaps  a  little  in- 
dignation also,  when  it  became  known  that  Silas  Mamer, 
on  being  questioned  by  the  squire  and  the  parson,  had 
retained  no  other  recollection  of  the  peddler  than  that  he 
had  called  at  his  door,  but  had  not  entered  his  house, 
having  turned  away  at  once  when  Silas,  holding  the  door 
ajar,  had  said  that  he  wanted  nothing.  This  had  been 
Silases  testimony,  though  he  clutched  strongly  at  the  idea 
of  the  peddler^s  being  the  culprit,  if  only  because  it  gave 
him  a  definite  image  of  a  whereabout  for  his  gold  after  it 
had  been  taken  away  from  its  hiding  place;  he  could  see 
it  now  in  the  peddler^s  box.  But  it  was  observed  with 
some  irritation  m  the  village,  that  anybody  but  a  *^  blind 
creatur  "  like  Marner  would  have  seen  the  man  prowling 
about,  for  how  came  he  to  leave  his  tinder-box  in  the 
ditch  close  by,  if  he  hadn^t  been  lingering  there?  Doubt- 
less, he  had  made  his  observations  when  he  saw  Marner  at 
the  door.  Anybody  might  know — and  only  look  at  him — 
that  the  weaver  was  a  half -crazy  miser.  It  was  a  wonder 
the  peddler  hadn^t  murdered  him;  men  of  that  sort,  with 
rings  in  their  ears,  had  been  known  for  murderers  often  and 
often;  there  had  been  one  tried  at  the  *sizes,  not  so  long 
ago  but  what  there  were  people  living  who  remembered  it. 

Godfrey  ,Cass,  indeed,  entering  the  Eainbow  during  one 
of  Mr.  Snell^s  frequently  repeated  recitals  of  his  testi- 
mony, had  treated  it  lightly,  stating  that  he  himself  had 
bought  a  pen-knife  of  the  peddler,  and  thought  him  a 
merry  grinning  fellow  enough;  it  was  all  nonsense,  he  said, 
about  the  man^s  evil  looks.  But  this  was  spoken  of  in  the 
village  as  the  random  talk  of  youth,  ^^  as  if  it  was  only  Mr. 
Snell  who  had  seen  something  odd  about  the  peddler!  ^^ 
On  the  contrary,  there  were  at  least  half-a-dozen  who  were 
ready  to  go  before  Justice  Malam,  and  give  in  much  more 
striking  testimony  than  any  the  landlord  could  furnish. 
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It  was  to  be  hoped  Mr.  Godfrey  would  not  go  to  Tarley 
and  throw  cold  water  on  what  Mr.  Snell  said  therej  and  so 
prevent  the  justice  from  drawing  up  a  warrant.  He  was 
suspected  of  intending  this,  when,  after  midday,  he  was 
seen  setting  off  on  horseback  in  the  direction  of  Tarley. 

But  by  this  time  Godfrey's  interest  in  the  robbery  had 
faded  before  his  growing  anxiety  about  Dunstan  and 
Wildfire,  and  he  was  going,  not  to  Tarley,  but  to  Bather- 
ley,  unable  to  rest  in  uncertainty  about  them  any  longer. 
The  possibility  that  Dunstan  had  played  him  the  ugly 
trick  of  riding  away  with  Wildfire,  to  return  at  the  end  of 
a  month,  when  he  had  gambled  away  or  otherwise  squan- 
dered the  price  of  the  horse,  was  a  fear  that  urged  itself 
upon  him  more  even  than  the  thought  of  an  accidental 
injury;  and  now  that  the  dance  at  Mrs.  Osgood's  was  past, 
he  was  irritated  with  himself  that  he  had  trusted  his  horse 
to  Dunstan.  Instead  of  trying  to  still  his  fears  he  encour- 
aged them,  with  that  superstitious  impression  which  clings 
to  us  all,  that  if  we  expect  evil  very  strongly  it  is  the  less 
likely  to  come;  and  when  he  heard  a  horse  approaching  at 
a  trot,  and  saw  a  hat  rising  above  a  hedge  beyond  an  angle 
of  the  lane,  he  felt  as  if  his  conjuration  had  succeeded. 
But  no  sooner  did  the  horse  come  within  sight  than  his 
heart  sank  again.  It  was  not  Wildfire;  and  in  a  few 
moments  more  he  discerned  that  the  rider  was  not  Dun- 
stan, but  Bryce,  who  pulled  up  to  speak,  with  a  face  that 
implied  something  disagreeable. 

"Well,  Mr.  Godfrey,  that's  a  lucky  brother  of  yours, 
that  Master  Dunsey,  isn't  he?^' 

"  What  do  you  mean?"  said  Godfrey,  hastily. 

"  Why,  hasn't  he  been  home  yet?"  said  Bryce. 

"Home?  no.  What  has  happened?  Be  quick.  What 
has  he  done  with  my  horse?" 

"Ah,  I  thought  it  was  yours,  though  he  pretended  you 
had  parted  with  it  to  him." 

"  Has  he  thrown  him  down  and  broken  his  knees?"  said 
Godfrey,  flushed  with  exasperation. 

"  Worse  than  that,"  said  Bryce.  "  You  see,  I'd  made  a 
bargain  with  him  to  buy  the  horse  for  a  hundred  and 
twenty — a  swinging  price,  but  I  always  liked  the  horse. 
And  what  does  he  do  but  go  and  stake  him — fly  at  a  hedge 
with  stakes  in  it,  atop  of  a  bank  with  a  ditch  before  it. 
The  horse  had  been  dead  a  pretty  good  while  when  he  was 
found.     So  he  hasn't  been  home  since,  has  he?" 

"  Home?  no," said  Godfrey,  "and  he'd  better  keep  away. 
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Confound  me  for  a  fool!  I  might  have  known  this  would 
be  the  end  of  it/^ 

"Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,"  said  Bryce,  "after  Pd 
bargained  for  the  horse  it  did  come  into  my  head  that  he 
might  be  riding  and  selling  the  horse  without  your  knowl- 
edge, for  I  didn^t  believe  it  was  his  own.  I  knew  Master 
Dunsey  was  up  to  his  tricks  sometimes.  But  where  can 
he  be  gone?  He^s  never  been  seen  at  Batherley.  He 
♦couldn^t  have  been  hurt,  for  he  must  have  walked  off.'' 

"Hurt?"  said  Godfrey,  bitterly.  "He'll  never  be 
hurt — he's  made  to  hurt  other  people." 

"And  so  you  did  give  him  leave  to  sell  the  horse,  eh?" 
said  Bryce. 

"  Yes;  I  wanted  to  part  with  the  horse — he  was  always 
a  little  too  hard  in  the  mouth  for  me,"  said  Godfrey;  his 
pride  making  him  wince  under  the  idea  that  Bryce 
guessed  the  sale  to  be  a  matter  of  necessity.  "I  was  going 
to  see  after  him — I  thought  some  mischief  had  happened. 
I'll  go  back  now,"  he  added,  turning  the  horse's  head,  and 
wishing  he  could  get  rid  of  Bryce;  for  he  felt  that  the 
long-dreaded  crisis  in  his  life  was  close  upon  him.  "  You're 
coming  on  to  Raveloe,  aren't  you?" 

"  Well,  no,  not  now,"  said  Bryce.  "  I  loas  coming  round 
there,  for  I  had  to  go  to  Flitton,  and  I  thought  I  might  as 
well  take  you  in  my  way,  and  just  let  you  know  all  I  knew 
myself  about  the  horse.  I  suppose  Master  Dunsey  didn't 
like  to  show  himself  till  the  ill  news  had  blown  over  a  bit. 
He's  perhaps  gone  to  pay  a  visit  at  the  Three  Crowns,  by 
Whitbridge — I  know  he's  fond  of  the  house." 

"  Perhaps  he  is,"  said  Godfrey,  rather  absently.  Then 
rousing  himself,  he  said,  with  an  effort  at  carelessness, 
"We  shall  hear  of  him  soon  enough,  Pll  be  bound." 

"Well,  here's  my  turning,"  said  Bryce,  not  surprised  to 
perceive  that  Godfrey  was  rather  "down";  "so  Pll  bid 
you  good-day,  and  wish  I  may  bring  you  better  news 
another  time." 

Godfrey  rode  along  slowly,  representing  to  himself  the 
scene  of  confession  to  his  father  from  which  he  felt  that 
there  was  now  no  longer  any  escape.  The  revelation  about 
the  money  must  be  made  the  very  next  morning;  and  if 
he  withheld  the  rest,  Dunstan  would  be  sure  to  come  back 
shortly,  and)  finding  that  he  must  bear  the  brunt  of  his 
father's  anser,  would  tell  the  whole  story  out  of  spite,  even 
though  he  had  nothing  to  gain  by  it.  There  was  one  step, 
perhaps,  by  which  he  might  still  win  Dunstan's  silence  and 
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put  off  the  evil  day:  he  mi^ht  tell  his  father  that  he  had 
himself  spent  the  money  paid  to  him  by  Fowler;  and  as  he 
had  never  been  guilty  of  such  an  offense  before,  the  affair 
would  blow  over  after  a  little*  storming!  But  Godfrey 
could  not  bend  himself  to  this.  He  felt  that  in  letting 
Dunstan  have  the  money,  he  had  already  been  guilty  of  a 
breach  of  trust  hardly  less  culpable  than  that  of  spending 
the  money  directly  for  his  own  behoof;  and  yet  there  was 
a  distinction  between  the  two  acts  which  made  him  feel, 
that  the  one  was  so  much  more  blackening  than  the  other 
as  to  be  intolerable  to  him. 

'^  I  don^t  pretend  to  be  a  good  fellow,"  he  said  to  himself; 
"but  Fm  not  a  scoundrel — at  least,  1^11  stop  short  some- 
where. 1^11  bear  the  consequences  of  what  I  have  done 
'  sooner  than  make  believe  Fve  done  what  I  never  would 
have  done.  IM  never  have  spent  the  money  for  my  own 
pleasure — I  was  tortured  into  it." 

Through  the  remainder  of  this  day  Godfrey,  with  only 
occasional  fluctuations,  kept  his  will  bent  in  the  direction 
of  a  complete  avowal  to  his  father,  and  he  withheld  the  story 
of  Wildfire^s  loss  till  the  next  morning,  that  it. might  serve 
him  as  an  introduction  to  heavier  matter.  The  old  Squire 
was  accustomed  to  his  son^s  frequent  absence  from  home, 
and  thought  neither  Dunstan's  nor  Wildfire's^  non-appear- 
ance a  matter  calling  for  remark.  Godfrey  said  to  himself 
again  and  again,  that  if  he  let  slip  this  one  opportunity  of 
confession,  he  might  never  have  another;  the  revelation 
might  be  made  even  in  a  more  odious  way  than  by  Dunstan's 
malignity:  she  might  come  as  she  had  threatened  to  do. 
And  then  he  tried  to  make  the  scene  easier  to  himself  by 
rehearsal:  he  made  up  his  mind  how  he  would  pa^s  from 
the  admission  of  his  weakness  in  letting  Dunstan  have  the 
money  to  the  fact  that  Dunstan  had  a  hold  on  him  which 
he  had  been  unable  to  shake  off,  and  how  he  would  work 
up  his  father  to  expect  something  very  bad  before  he  told 
him  the  fact.  The  old  Squire  was  an  implacable  man:  he 
made  resolutions  in  violent  anger,  and  he  was  not  to  be 
moved  from  them  after  his  anger  had  subsided  —  as  fiery 
volcanic  matters  cool  and  harden  into  rock.  Like  many 
violent  and  implacable  men,  he  allowed  evils  to  grow 
under  favor  of  his  own  heedlessness,  till  they  pressed  upon 
him  with  exasperating  force,  and  then  he  turned  round 
with  fierce  severity  and  became  unrelentingly  hard,  ^his 
was  his  system  with  his  tenants:  he  allowed  them  to  get 
into  arrears,  neglect  their  fences,  reduce  their  stock,  sell 


SILAS  MARKER.  67 

their  straw,  and  otherwise  go  the  wrong  way, — and  then, 
when  he  became  short  of  money  in  consequence  of  this 
indulgence,  he  took  the  hardest  measures  and  would  listen 
to  no  appeal.  Godfrey  knew  all  this,  and  felt  it  with  the 
greater  force  because  he  had  constantly  suffered  annoyance 
from  witnessing  his  father^s  sudden  fits  of  unrelentin^ess, 
for  which  his  own  habitual  irresolution  deprived  him  of 
all  sympathy.  (He  was  not  critical  on  the  faulty  indul- 
gence which  preceded  these  fits;  that  seemed  to  him 
natural  enough.)  Still  there  was  just  the  chance,  God- 
frey thought,  that  his  father's  pride  might  see  this  mar- 
riage in  a  light  that  would  induce  him  to  hush  it  up, 
rather  than  turn  his  son  out  and  make  the  family  the  talk 
of  the  country  for  ten  miles  round. 

This  was  the  view  of  the  case  that  Godfrey  managed  to 
keep  before  him  pretty  closely  till  midnight,  and?  he  went 
to  sleep  thinking  that  he  had  done  with  inward  debating. 
But  wtien  he  awoke  in  the  still  morning  darkness  he 
found  it  impossible  to  reawaken  his  evening  thouglits; 
it  was  as  if  they  had  been  tired  out  and  were  not  to  be 
roused  to  further  work.  Instead  of  arguments  for  confes- 
sion, he  could  now  feel  the  presence  of  nothing  but  its 
evil  consequences:  the  old  dread  of  disgrace  came  back  — 
the  old  shrinking  from  the  thought  of  raising  a  hopeless 
barrier  between  himself  and  Nancy — the  old  disposition 
to  rely  on  chances  which  might  be  favorable  to  him,  and 
save  fiim  from  betrayal.  Why,  after  all,  should  he  cut  off 
the  hope  of  them  by  his  own  act?  He  had  seen  the  matter 
in  a  wrong  light  yesterday.  He  had  been  in  a  rage  witli 
Dunstan,  and  had  thought  of  nothing  but  a  thorougli 
break-up  of  their  mutual  understanding;  but  what  it 
would  be  really  wisest  for  him  to  do,  was  to  try  and  soften 
his  father's  anger  against  Dunsey,  and  keep  things  as 
nearly  as  possible  in  their  old  condition.  If  Dunsey  did 
not  come  back  for  a  few  days  (and  Godfrey  did  not  know 
but  that  the  rascal  had  enough  money  in  his  pocket  to 
enable  him  to  keep  away  still  longer),  everything  might 
blow  over. 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 

GoDFEET  rose  and  took  his  own  breakfast  earlier  than 
usual,  but  lingered  in  the  wainscoted  parlor  till  his 
younger  brothers  had  finished  their  meal  and  gone  out; 
'Awaiting  his  father,  who  always  took  a  walk  with  his 
managing  man  before  breakfast.  Every  one  breakfasted 
at  a  different  hour  in  the  Eed  House,  and  the  Squire  was 
always  the  latest,  giving  a  long  chance  to  a  rather  feeble 
morning  appetite  before  he  tried  it.  The  table  had  been 
spread  with  substantial  eatables  nearly  two  hours  before  he 
presented  himself — a  tall,  stout  man  of  sixty,  with  a  face 
in  which*  the  knit  brow  and  rather  hard  glance  seemed 
contradicted  by  the  slack  and  feeble  mouth.  His  person 
showed  marks  of  habitual  neglect,  his  dress  was  slovenly; 
and  yet  there  was  something  in  the  presence  of  the  old 
Squire  distinguishable  from  that  of  the  ordinary  farmers 
in  the  parish,  who  were  perhaps  every  whit  as  refined  as 
he,  but,  having  slouched  their  way  through  life  with  a 
consciousness  of  being  in  the  vicinity  of  their  "  betters, ^^ 
wanted  that  self-possession  and  authoritativeness  of  voice 
and  carriage  which  belonged  to  a  man  who  thought  of 
superiors  as  remote  existences  with  whom  he  had  person- 
ally little  more  to  do  than  with  America  or  the  stars.  The 
Squire  had  been  used  to  parish  homage  all  his  life,  used  to 
the  presupposition  that  his  family,  his  tankards,  and 
everything  that  was  his,  were  the  oldest  and  best;  and  as 
he  never  associated  with  any  gentry  higher  than  himself, 
his  opinion  was  not  disturbed  by  comparison. 

He  glanced  at  his  son  as  he  entered  the  room,  and  said, 
"What,  sir!  haven^t  you  had  your  breakfast  yet?^'  but 
there  was  no  pleasant  morning  greeting  between  them ;  not 
because  of  any  unfriendliness,  but  because  the  sweet  flowei 
of  courtesy  is  not  a  growth  of  such  homes  as  the  Eed  House. 

"Yes,  sir,'' said  Godfrey,  "I've  had  my  breakfast,  but 
I  was  waiting  to  speak  to  you.^^ 

"Ah!  well,"  said  the  Squire,  throwing  himself  indiffer- 
ently into  his  chair,  and  speaking  in  a  ponderous  coughing 
fashion,  which  was  felt  in  Eaveloe  to  be  a  sort  of  privilege 
of  his  rank,  while  he  cut  a  piece  of  beef,  and  held  it  up 
before  the  deer-hound  that  had  come  in  with  him.  "  Eing 
the  bell  for  my  ale,  will  you?    You  youngsters'  business  is 
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your  own  pleasure,  mostly.  There's  no  hurry  about  it  for 
anybody  but  yourselves/' 

The  Squire's  life  was  quite  as  idle  as  his  sons',  but  it 
was  a  fiction  kept  up  by  himself  and  his  contemporaries  in 
Raveloe  that  youth  was  exclusively  the  period  of  folly,  and 
.  that  their  aged  wisdom  was  constantly  in  a  state  of  endur- 
ance mitigated  by  sarcasm.  Godfrey  waited,  before  he 
spoke  again,  until  the  ale  had  been  brought  and  the  door 
closed — an  interval  during  which  Fleet,  the  deer-hound, 
had  consumed  enough  bits  of  beef  to  make  a  poor  man's 
holiday  dinner. 

*^  There's  been  a  cursed  piece  of  ill-luck  with  Wildfire," 
he  began;  ^^ happened  the  day  before  yesterday." 

"What!  broke  his  knees?"  said  the  Squire,  after  taking 
a  draught  of  ale.  "  I  thought  you  knew  how  to  ride  bet- 
ter than  that,  sir.  I  never  threw  a  horse  down  in  my  life. 
If  I  had,  I  might  ha'  whistled  for  another,  for  my  father 
wasn't  quite  so  ready  to  unstring  as  some  other  fathers  I 
know  of.  But  they  must  turn  over  a  new  leaf — they  must. 
What  with  mortgages  and  arrears,  I'm  as  short  o'  cash  as  a 
roadside  pauper.  And  that  fool  Kimble  says  the  news- 
paper's talking  about  peace.  Why,  the  country  wouldn't 
nave  a  leg  to  stand  on.  Prices  'ud  run  down  like  a  jack, 
and  I  should  never  get  my  arrears,  not  if  I  sold  all  the  fel- 
lows up.  And  there's  that  damned  Fowler,  I  won't  put  up 
with  him  any  longer;  I've  told  Winthrop  to  go  to  Cox  this 
very  day.  JThe  lying  scoundrel  told  me  he'd  be  sure  to 
pay  me  a  hundred  last  month.  He  takes  advantage  be- 
cause he's  on  that  outlying  farm,  and  thinks  I  shall  forget 
him." 

The  Squire  had  delivered  this  speech  in  a  coughing  and 
interrupted  manner,  but  with  no  pause  long  enough  for 
Godfrey  to  make  it  a  pretext  for  taking  up  the  word  again. 
He  felt  that  his  father  meant  to  ward  off  any  request  for 
money  on  the  ground  of  the  misfortune  with  Wildfire,  and 
that  the  emphasis  he  had  thus  been  led  to  lay  on  his  short- 
ness of  cash  and  his  arrears  was  likely  to  produce  an 
attitude  of  mind  the  utmost  unfavorable  for  his  own 
disclosure.     But  he  must  go  on,  now  he  had  begun. 

"  It's  worse  than  breaking  the  horse's  knees — he's  been 
staked  and  killed,"  he  said,  as  soon  as  his  father  was  silent, 
and  had  begun  to  cut  his  meat.  "But  I  wasn't  thinking 
of  asking  you  to  buy  me  another  horse;  I  was  only  think- 
ing Fd  lost  the  means  of  paying  you  with  the  price  of 
Wildfire,  as  I'd  meant  to  do.     Dunsey  took  him  to  the 
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hunt  to  sell  him  for  me  the  other  day,  and  after  he'd  made 
a  bargain  for  a  hundred  and  twenty  with  Bryce,  he  went 
after  the  hounds,  and  took  some  fool's  leap  or  other  that 
did  for  the  horse  at  once.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  that,  I 
should  have  paid  you  a  hundred  pounds  this  morning." 

The  Squire  had  laid  down  his  knife  and  fork,  and  was 
staring  at  his  son  in  amazement,  not  being  sufficiently 
quick  of  brain  to  form  a  probable  guess  as  to  what  could 
,  have  caused  so  strange  an  inversion  of  the  paternal  and 
filial  relations  as  this  proposition  of  his  son  to  pay  him  a 
hundred  pounds. 

"The  truth  is,  sir — I'm  very  sorry — I  was  quite  to 
blame,"  said  Godfrey.     "Fowler  did  pay  that  hundred 

f)ounds.  He  paid  it  to  me,  when  I  was  over  there  one  day 
ast  month.  And  Dunsey  bothered  me  for  the  money,  and 
I  let  him  have  it,  because  I  hoped  I  should  be  able  to  pay 
it  you  before  this." 

The  Squire  was  purple  with  anger  before  his  son  had 
done  speaking,  and  found  utterance  difficult.  "You  let 
Dunsey  have  it,  sir?  And  how  long  have  you  been  so 
tliick  with  Dunsey  that  you  must  collogue  with  him  to 
embezzle  my  money?  Are  you  turning  out  a  scamp?  I 
tell  you  I  won't  have  it.  I'll  turn  the  whole  pack  bf  you 
out  of  the  house  together,  and  marry  again.  I'd  have  you 
to  remember,  sir,  my  property's  got  no  entail  on  it; — since 
my  grandfather's  time  the  Casses  can  do  as  they  like  with 
their  land.  Eemember  that,  sir.  Let  Dung^y  have  the 
money!  Why  should  you  let  Dunsey  have  the  money? 
There's  some  lie  at  the  bottom  of  it." 

"There's  no  lie,  sir,"  said  Godfrey.  "I  wouldn't  have 
spent  the  money  myself,  but  Dunsey  bothered  me,  and  I 
was  a  fool,  and  let  nim  have  it.  But  I  meant  to  pay  it, 
whether  he  did  or  not.  That's  the  whole  story.  I  never 
meant  to  embezzle  money,  and  I'm  not  the  man  to  do  it. 
Yoir  never  knew  me  do  a  dishonest  trick,  sir." 

"Where's  Dunsey,  then?  What  do  you  stand  talking 
there  for?  Go  and  fetch  Dunsey,  as  I  tell  you,  and  let 
him  ffive  account  of  what  he  wanted  the  money  for,  and 
what  he's  done  with  it.  He  shall  repent  it.  I'll  turn  him 
out.  I  said  I  would,  and  I'll  do  it.  He  shan't  brave  me. 
Go  and  fetch  him." 

"Dunsey  isn't  come  back,  sir." 

"What!  did  he  break  his  own  neck,  then?"  said  the 
Squire,  with  some  disgust  at  the  idea  that,  in  that  case,  he 
could  not  fulfill  his  tnreat. 
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''  No,  he  wasn't  hurt,  I  believe,  for  the  horse  was  found 
dead,  and  Dunsey  must  have  walked  off.  I  dare  say  we 
shall  see  him  again  by-and-by.    I  don't  know  where  he  is/' 

''And  what  must  you  be  letting  him  have  my  money 
for?  Answer  me  that,"  said  the  Squire,  attacking  God- 
frey again,  since  Dunsey  was  not  within  reach. 

"Well,  sir,  I  don't  know,"  said  Godfrey,  hesitatingly. 
That  was  a  feeble  evasion,  but  Godfrey  was  not  fond  of 
lying,  and,  not  being  sufficiently  aware  that  no  sort  of 
duplicity  can  long  flourish  without  the  help  of  vocal  false- 
hoods, he  was  quite  unprepared  with  invented  motives. 

''You  don't  know?  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  sir.  You've 
been  up  to  some  trick,  and  you've  been  bribing  him  not  to 
tell,"  said  the  Squire,  with  a  sudden  acuteness  which 
startled  Godfrey,  who  felt  his  heart  beat  violently  at  tlic 
nearness  of  his  father's  guess.  The  sudden  alarm  pushed 
him  on  to  take  the  next  step — a  very  slight  impulse  suf- 
fices for  that  on  a  downward  road. 

"  Why,  sir,"  he  said,  trying  to  speak  with  careless  caso, 
"it  was  a  little  affair  between  me  and  Dunsey;  it's  no 
matter  to  anybody  else.  It's  hardly  worth  while  to  pry 
into  young  men's  fooleries:  it  wouldn't  have  made  any 
difference  to  you,  sir,  if  I'd  not  had  the  bad  Inck  to  lose 
Wildfire.     I  should  have  paid  you  the  money." 

"Fooleries!  Pshaw!  it's  time  you'd  done  with  fool- 
eries. And  I'd  have  you  know,  sir,  you  rmist  ha'  done  with 
'em,"  said  the  Squire,  frowning  and  casting  an  angry  glance 
at  his  son.  "  Your  goings-on  are  not  what  I  shall  find 
money  for  any  longer.  There's  my  grandfather  had  his 
stables  full  of  horses,  and  kept  a  good  house,  too,  and  in 
worse  times,  by  what  I  can  make  out;  and  so  might  I,  if  I 
hadn't  four  good-for-nothing  fellows  to  hang  on  me  like 
horse-leeches.  I've  been  too  good  a  father  to  you  all — 
that's  what  it  is.     But  I  shall  pull  up,  sir." 

Godfrey  was  silent.  He  was  not  likely  to  be  very  pene- 
trating in  his  judgments,  but  he  had  always  had  a  sense 
that  his  -father's  indulgence  had  not  been  kindness,  and 
had  had  a  vague  longing  for  some  discipline  that  would  have 
checked  his  own  errant  weakness  and  helped  his  better  will. 
The  Squire  ate  his  bread  and  meat  hastily,  took  a  deep 
draught  of  ale,  then  turned  his  chair  from  the  table,  and 
began  to  speak  again. 

"  It'll  be  all  the  worse  for  you,  you  know — ^you'd  need 
try  and  help  me  keep  things  together." 

"  Well,  sir,  I've  often  offered  to  take  the  management  of 
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things,  but  you  know  you\e  taken  it  ill  always,  and 
seemed  to  think  I  wanted  to  push  you  out  of  your  place/^ 

^'  I  know  nothing  o'  your  offering  or  o'  my  taking  it  i-11/^ 
said  the  Squire,  whose  memory  consisted  in  certain  strong 
impressions  unmodified  by  detail;  "  but  I  know,  one  while 
you  seemed  to  be  thinking  o^  marrying,  and  I  didn^t  offer 
to  put  any  obstacles  in  your  way,  as  some  fathers  would. 
I'd  as  lieve  you  married  Lammeter's  daughter  as  anybody. 
I  suppose,  if  rd  said  you  nay,  you'd  ha'  kept  on  with  it;  but, 
for  want  o'  contradiction,  you've  changed  your  mind.  You're 
a  shilly-shally  fellow :  you  take  after  your  poor  mother.  She 
never  had  a  will  of  her  own;  a  woman  has  no  call  for  one, 
if  she's  got  a  proper  man  for  a  husband.  But  your  wife 
had  need  have  one,  for  you  hardly  know  your  own  mind 
enough  to  make  both  your  legs  walk  one  way.  The  lass 
hasn't  said  downright  she  won't  have  you,  has  she?" 

^^  No,"  said  Godfrey,  feeling  very  hot  and  uncomfortable; 
'^but  I  don't  think  she  will." 

"Think!  why  haven't  you  the  courage  to  ask  her?  Do 
you  stick  to  it,  you  want  to  have  her — that's  the  tiling?" 

"There's  no  other  woman  I  want  to  marry,"  said  God- 
frey evasively. 

"  Well,  then,  let  me  make  the  offer  for  you,  that's  all,  if 
you  haven't  the  pluck  to  do  it  yourself.  Lammeter  isn't 
likely  to  be  loath  for  his  daughter  to  marry  into  my  family, 
I  should  think.  And  as  for  the  pretty  lass,  she  wouldn't 
have  her  cousin — and  there's  nobody  else,  as  I  see,  could 
ha'  stood  in  your  way." 

"I'd  rather  let  it  be,  please  sir,  at  present,"  said  Godfrey, 
in  alarm.  "I  think  she's  a  little  offended  with  me  just 
now,  and  I  should  like  to  speak  for  myself.  A  man  must 
manage  these  things  for  himself." 

"  Well,  speak,  then,  and  manage  it,  and  see  if  you  can't 
turn  over  a  new  leaf.  That's  what  a  man  must  do  when 
he  thinks  o'  marrying." 

"  I  don't  see  how  I  can  think  of  it  at  present,  sir.  You 
wouldn't  like  to  settle  me  on  one  of  the  farms,  I  suppose, 
and  I  don't  think  she'd  come  to  live  in  this  house  with  all 
my  brothers.  It's  a  different  sort  of  life  to  what  she's  been 
used  to." 

"  Not  come  to  live  in  this  house?  Don't  tell  me.  You  ask 
her,  that's  all,"  said  the  Squire,  with  a  short,  scornful  laugh. 

"  I'd  rather  let  the  thing  be,  at  present,  sir,"  said 
Godfrey.  "  I  hope  you  won't  try  to  hurry  it  on  by  saying 
anything." 
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"  I  shall  do  what  I  choose/^  said  the  Squire,  *'  and  I 
shall  let  you  know  I'm  master;  else  you  may  turn  out  and 
find  an  estate  to  drop  into  somewhere  else.  Go  out  and 
tell  Winthrop  not  to  go  to  Cox's,  but  wait  for  me.  And 
tell  'em  to  get  my  horse  saddled.  And  stop:  look  out  and 
get  that  hack  o'  Dunsey's  sold,  and  hand  me  the  money, 
will  you?  He'll  keep  no  more  hacks  at  my  expense.  And 
if  you  know  where  he's  sneaking — I  dare  say  you  do — you 
may  tell  him  to  spare  himself  the  journey  o'  coming  back 
home.  Let  him  turn  ostler,  and  keep  himself.  He  shan't 
hang  on  me  any  more." 

"I  don't  know  where  he  is;  and  if  I  did,  it  isn't  my 
place  to  tell  him  to  keep  away,"  said  Godfrey,  moving 
toward  the  door. 

'^  Confound  it,  sir,  don't  stay  arguing,  but  go  and  order 
my  horse,"  said  the  Squire,  taking  up  a  pipe. 

Godfrey  left  the  room,  hardly  knowing  whether  he  were 
more  relieved  by  the  sense  that  the  interview  was  ended 
without  having  made  any  change  in  his  position,  or  more 
uneasy  that  he  had  entangled  himself  still  further  in 
prevarication  and  deceit.  What  had  passed  about  his 
proposing  to  Nancy  had  raised  a  new  alarm,  lest  by  some 
after-dinner  words  of  his  father's  to  Mr.  Lammeter  he 
should  be  thrown  into  the  embarrassment  of  being  obliged 
absolutely  to  decline  her  when  she  seemed  to  be  within  his 
reach.  He  fled  to  his  usual  refuge,  that  of  hoping  for 
some  unforeseen  turn  of  fortune,  some  favorable  chance 
which  would  save  him  from  unpleasant  consequences  — 
perhaps  even  justify  his  insincerity  by  manifesting  its 
prudence. 

In  this  point  of  trusting  to  some  throw  of  fortune's  dice, 
Godfrey  can  hardly  be  called  old-fashioned.  Favorable 
Chance  is  the  god  of  all  men  who  follow  their  own  devices 
instead  of  obeying  a  law  they  believe  in.  Let  even  a 
polished  man  of  these  days  get  into  a  position  he  is  ashamed 
to  avow,  and  his  mind  will  be  bent  on  all  the  possible 
issues  that  may  deliver  him  from  the  calculable  results  of 
that  position.  Let  him  live  outside  his  income,  or  shi/k 
the  resolute  honest  work  that  brings  wages,  and  he  will 
presently  find  himself  dreaming  of  a  possible  benefactor,  a 
possible  simpleton  who  may  be  cajoled  into  using  his 
interest,,  a  possible  state  of  mind  in  some  possible  person 
not  yet  forthcoming.  Let  him  neglect  the  responsibilities 
of  his  office,  and  he  will  inevitably  anchor  himself  on  the 
chance  that  the  thing  left  undone  may  turn  out  not  to  be 
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of  the  supposed  importance.  Let  him  betray  his  friend's 
confidence,  and  he  will  adore  that  same  cunning  com- 
plexity called  Chance,  which  gives  him  the  hope  that  his 
friend  will  never  know.  Let  him  forsake  a  decent  craft 
that  he  may  pursue  the  gentilities  of  a  profession  to  which 
nature  never  called  him,  and  his  religion  will  infallibly  be 
the  worship  of  blessed  Chance,  which  he  will  believe  in  as 
the  mighty  creator  of  success.  The  evil  principle  depre- 
cated in  that  religion  is  the  orderly  sequence  by  which  the 
seed  brings  forth  a  crop  after  its  kind. 


CHAPTER  X. 


Justice  Malam  was  naturally  regarded  in  Tarley  and 
Eaveloe  as  a  man  of  capacious  mind,  seeing  that  he  could 
draw  much  wider  conclusions  without  evidence  than  could 
be  expected  of  his  neighbors  who  were  not  on  the  Com- 
mission of  the  Peace.  Such  a  man  was  not  likely  to 
neglect  the  clue  of  the  tinder-box,  and  an  inquiry  was  set 
on  foot  concerning  a  peddler,  name  unknown,  with  curly 
black  hair  and  a  foreign  complexion,  carrying  a  box  of 
cutlery  and  jewelry,  and  wearing  large  rings  in  his  ears. 
But  either  oecause  inquiry  was  too  slow-footed  to  over- 
take him,  or  because  the  description  applied  to  so  many 
peddlers  that  inquiry  did  not  know  how  to  choose 
among  them,  weeks  passed  away,  and  there  was  no  other 
result  concerning  the  robbery  than  a  gradual  cessation  of 
the  excitement  it  had  caused  in  Eaveloe.  Dunstan  Cass's 
absence  was  hardly  a  subject  of  remark :  he  had  once 
before  had  a  quarrel  with  his  father,  and  had  gone  off, 
nobody  knew  whither,  to  return  at  the  end  of  six  weeks, 
take  up  his  old  quarters  unforbidden  and  swagger  as 
usual.  His  own  family,  who  equally  expected  this  issue, 
with  the  sole  difference  that  the  Squire  was  determined 
this  time  to  forbid  him  the  old  quarters,  never  mentioned 
his  absence;  and  when  his  uncle  Kimble  or  Mr.  Osgood 
noticed  .it,  the  story  of  his  having  killed  Wildfire  an<J 
committed  some  offense  against  his  father  was  enough  to 
prevent  surprise.  To  connect  the  fact  of  Dunsey's  dis- 
appearance with  that  of  the  robbery  occurring  on  the  same 
day,  lay  quite  away  from  the  track  of  every  one's  thought, 
even  Godfrey's,  wno  had  better  reason  tlian  any  one  else 
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to  know  what  his  brother  was  capable  of.  He  remem- 
bered no  mention  of  the  weaver  between  them  since  the 
time,  twelve  years  ago,  when  it  was  their  boyish  sport  to 
deride  him;  and,  besides,  his  imagination  constantly 
created  an  alibi  for  Dunstan:  he  saw  him  continually  in 
some  congenial  haunt,  to  which  he  had  walked  off  on  leav- 
ing Wildfire — saw  him  sponging  on  chance  acquaintances, 
and  meditating  a  return  home  to  the  old  amusement  of 
tormenting  his  elder  brother.  Even  if  any  brain  in 
Eaveloe  had  put  the  said  two  facts  together,  I  doubt 
whether  a  combination  so  injurious  to  the  prescriptive 
respectability  of  a  family  witn  a  mural  monument  and 
venerable  tankards,  would  not  have  been  suppressed  as  of 
unsound  tendency.  But  Christmas  puddings,  brawn,  and 
abundance  of  spirituous  liquors,  throwing  the  mental 
originality  into  the  channel  of  nightmare,  are  great  pre- 
servatives against  a  dangerous  spontaneity  of  waking 
thought. 

When  the  robbery  was  talked  of  at  the  Eainbow  and 
elsewhere,  in  good  company,  the  balance  continued  to 
waver  between  the  rational  explanation  founded  on  the 
tinder-box,  and  the  theory  of  an  impenetrable  mystery 
that  mocked  investigation.  The  advocates  of  the  tmder- 
box-and-peddler  view  considered  the  other  side  a  muddle- 
headed  and  credulous  set,  who,  because  they  themselves 
were  wall-eyed,  supposed  everybody  else  to  have  the  same 
blank  outlook;  and  the  adherents  of  the  inexplicable  more 
than  hinted  that  their  antagonists  were  animals  inclined 
to  crow  before  they  had  found  any  corn — mere  skimming- 
dishes  in  point  of  depth — whose  clear-sightedness  con- 
sisted in  supposing  there  was  nothing  behind  a  barn-door 
because  they  couldn't  see  through  it;  so  that,  though  their 
controversy  did  not  serve  to  elicit  the  fact  concerning  the 
robbery,  it  elicited  some  true  opinions  of  collateral  im- 
portance. 

But  while  poor  Silas's  loss  served  thus  to  brush  the  slow 
current  of  Kaveloe  conversation,  Silas  himself  was  feeling 
the  withering  desolation  of  that  bereavement  about  which 
his  neighbors  were  arguing  at  their  ease%  To  any  one 
who  had  observed  him  before  he  lost  his  gold,  it  might 
have  seemed  that  so  withered  and  shrunken  a  life  as  liis 
could  hardly  be  susceptible  of  a  bruise,  could  hardly  endure 
any  subtraction  but  such  as  would  put  an  end  to  it  alto- 
gether. But  in  reality  it  had  been  an  eager  life,  filled 
with  immediate  purpose  which  fenced  him  in  from  the 
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wide,  cheerless  unknown.  It  had  been  a  en  aging  lite;  and 
though  the  object  round  which  its  fibers  had  clung  was  a 
dead  disrupted  thing,  it  satisfied  the  need  for  clinging.  But 
now  the  fence  was  broken  down — the  support  was  snatched 
away.  Marner's  thoughts  could  no  longer  move  in  their 
old  round,  and  were  baffled  by  a  blank  like  that  which 
meets  a  plodding  ant  when  the  earth  has  broken*  away  on 
its  homeward  path.  The  loom  was  there,  and  the  weaving, 
and  the  growing  pattern  in  the  cloth;  but  the  bri'ght 
treasure  in  the  hole  under  his  feet  was  gone;  the  prospect 
of  handling  and  counting  it  was  gone:  the  evening 
had  no  phantasm  of  delight  to  still  the  poor  soul^s  craving. 
The  thought  of  the  money  he  would  get  by  his  actual  work 
could  bring  no  joy,  for  its  meagre  image  was  only  a  fresh 
reminder  of  his  loss;  and  hope  was  too  heavily  crushed  by 
the  sudden  blow,  for  his  imagination  to  dwell  on  the 
growth  of  a  new  hoard  from  that  small  beginning. 

He  filled  up  the  blank  with  grief.  As  he  sat  weaving, 
he  every  now  and  then  moaned  low,  like  one  in  pain:  it  was 
the  sign  that  his  thoughts  had  come  round  again  to  the  sud- 
den chasm — to  the  empty  evening  time.  And  all  the  even- 
ing, as  he  sat  in  his  loneliness  by  his  dull  fire,  he  leaned 
his  elbows  on  his  knees,  and  clasped  his  head  with  his 
hands,  and  moaned  very  low — not  as  one  who  seeks  to  be 
heard. 

And  yet  he  was  not  utterly  forsaken  in  his  trouble.  The 
repulsion  Marner  had  always  created  in  his  neighbors  was 
partly  dissipated  by  the  new  light  in  which  this  misfortune 
had  shown  him.  Instead  of  a  man  who  had  more  cunning 
than  honest  folks  could  come  by,  and,  what  was  worse,  had 
not  the  inclination  to  use  that  cunning  in  a  neighborly 
way,  it  was  now  apparent  that  Silas  had  not  cunning 
enough  to  keep  his  own.  He  was  generally  spoken  of  as  a 
^^poor  mushed  creatur^';  and  that  avoidance  of  his  neigh- 
bors, which  had  before  been  referred  to  his  ill-will  and  to 
a  probable  addiction  to  worse  company,  was  now  considered 
mere  craziness. 

This  change  to  a  kindlier  feeling  was  shown  in  various 
ways.  The  odpr  of  Christmas  cooking  being  on  the  wind, 
it  was  the  season  when  superfluous  pork  and  black  puddings 
are  suggestive  of  charity  in  well-to-do-families;  and  Silas's 
misfortune  had  brought  him  uppermost  in  the  memory  of 
house-keepers  like  Mrs.  Osgood.  Mr.  Crackenthorp,  too, 
while  he  admonished  Silas  that  his  money  had  probably 
been  taken  from  him  because  he  thought  too  much  of  it 
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and  never  came  to  church,  enforced  the  doctrine  by  a 
present  of  pigs'  pettitoes,  well  calculated  to  dissipate 
unfounded  preiudices  against  the  clerical  character.  Neigh- 
bors who  had.  nothing  but  verbal  consolation  to  give 
showed  a  disposition  not  only  to  greet  Silas  and  discuss  his 
misfortune  at  some  length  when  they  encountered  him  in 
the  village,  but  also  to  take  the  trouble  of  calling  at  his 
cottage  and  getting  him  to  repeat  all  the  details  on  the 
veiT  spot;  and  then  they  would  try  to  cheer  him  by  saying, 
"  Well,  Master  Marner,  you're  no  worse  off  nor  other  poor 
folks,  after  all;  and  if  you  was  to  be  crippled,  the  parish 
'ud  give  you  a  'lowance/' 

I  suppose  one  reason  why  we  are  seldom  able  to  comfort 
our  neighbors  with  our  words  is  that  our  goodwill  gets 
adulterated,  in  spite  of  ourselves,  before  it  can  pass  our 
lips.  We  can  send  black  puddings  and  pettitoes  without 
giving  them  a  flavor  of  our  own  egoism;  out  language  is  a 
stream  that  is  almost  sure  to  smack  of  a  mingled  soil. 
There  was  a  fair  proportion  of  kindness  in  Eaveloe;  but 
it  was  often  of  a  beery  and  bungling  sort,  and  took  the 
shape  least  allied  to  the  complimentary  and  hypocritical. 

Mr.  Macey,  for  example,  coming  one  evening  expressly 
to  let  Silas  know  that  the  recent  events  had  given  him  the 
advantage  of  standing  more  favorably  in  the  opinion  of  a 
man  whose  judgment  was  not  formed  lightly,  opened  the 
conversation  by  saying,  as  soon  as  he  had  seated  himself 
and  adjusted  his  thumbs — 

^'Come,  Master  Marner,  why,  you've  no  call  to  sit 
a-moaning.  .  You're  a  deal  better  off  to  ha'  lost  your 
money,  nor  to  ha'  kep  it  by  foul  means.  I  used  to  think, 
when  you  first  come  into  these  parts,  as  you  were  no  better 
nor  you  should  be;  you  were  younger  a  deal  than  what  you 
are  now;  but  you  were  allays  a  staring,  white-faced 
creatur,  partly  like  a  bald-faced  calf,  as  I  may  say.  But 
there's  no  knowing:  it  isn't  every  queer-looksed  thing  as 
Old  Harry's  had  the  making  of — I  mean,  speaking  o'  toads 
and  such;  for  they're  often  harmless,  and  useful  against 
varmin.  And  it's  pretty  much  the  same  wi' you,  as  fur  as 
I  can  see.  Though  as  to  the  yarbs  and  stuff  to  cure  the 
breathing,  if  you  brought  that  sort  o'  knowledge  from 
distant  parts,  you  might  ha'  been  a  bit  freer  of  it.  And 
if  the  knowledge  wasn't  well  come  by,  why,  you  might  ha' 
made  up  for  it  by  coming  to  church  reg'lar,  for  as  for  the 
children  as  the  Wise  Woman  charmed,  I've  been  at  the 
christening  of  'em  again  and  again,  and  they  took  the  water 
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just  as  well.  And  that^s  reasonable;  for  if  Old  Harry^s  a 
mind  to  do  a  bit  o'  kindness  for  a  holiday,  like,  who's  got 
anything  against  it?  That's  my  thinking;  and  I've  been 
clerk  o'  this  parish  forty  year,  and  I  know,  when  the  par- 
son and  me  does  the  cussing  of  a  Ash  Wednesday,  there's 
no  cussing  o'  folks  as  have  a  mind  to  be  cured  without  a 
doctor,  let  Kimble  say  what  he  will.  And  so.  Master 
Marner,  as  I  was  saying — for  there's  windings  i'  things  as 
they  may  carry  you  to  the  fur  end  o'  the  prayer-book  afore 
you  get  back  to  'em — my  advice  is,  as  you  keep  up  your 
sperrits;  for  as  for  thinking  you're  a  deep  un,  and  na  got 
more  inside  you  nor  'uU  bear  daylight,  I'm  not  o'  that 
opinion  at  all,  and  so  I  tell  the  neighbors.  For,  says  I, 
you  talk  o'  Master  Marner  making  out  a  tale — why,  it's 
nonsense,  that  is:  it  'ud  take  a  'cute  man  to  make  a 
tale  like  that;  and,  says  I,  he  looked  as  scared  as  a  rabbit." 

During  this  discursive  address  Silas  had  continued 
motionless  in  his  previous  attitude,  leaning  his  elbows  on 
his  knees,  and  pressing  his  hands  against  his  head.  Mr. 
Macey,  not  doubting  that  he  had  been  listened  to,  paused, 
in  the  expectation  of  some  appreciatory  reply,  but  Mar- 
ner remained  silent.  He  had  a  sense  that  the  old  man 
meant  to  be  good-natured  and  neighborly;  but  the  kind- 
ness fell  on  him  as  sunshine  falls  on  the  wretched — he  had 
no  heart  to  taste  it,  and  felt  that  it  was  very  far  off  him. 

^^  Come,  Master  Marner,  have  you  got  nothing  to  say  to 
that?"  said  Mr.  Macey  at  last,  with  a  slight  accent  of 
impatience. 

'^Oh,"  said  Marner,  slowly,  shaking  his  head  between 
his  hands,  ''  I  thank  you — thank  you— kindly." 

'^Ay,  ay,  to  be  sure:  I  thought  you  would,"  said  Mr. 
Macey;  '^and  my  advice  is — have  you  got  a  Sunday  suit?" 

"No,"  said  Marner. 

'*I  doubted  it  was  so,"  said  Mr.  Macey.  "Now  let  me 
advise  you  to  get  a  Sunday  suit:  there's  Tookey,  he's  a 
poor  creatur,  but  he's  got  my  tailoring  business,,  and  some 
o'  my  money  in  it,  and  he  shall  make  a  suit  at  a  low  price, 
and  give  you  trust,  and  then  you  can  come  to  church,  and 
be  a  bit  neighborly.  Why,  you've  never  beared  me  say 
'Amen 'since  you  come  into  these  parts,  and  I  recommend 
you  to  lose  no  time,  for  it'll  be  poor  work  when  Tookey 
has  it  all  to  himself,  for  I  mayn't  be  equil  to  stand  i'  the 
desk  at  all,   come  another  winter."-   Here  Mr.    Macey 

Eaused,  perhaps  expecting  some  sign  of  emotion  in  his 
earer;  but  not  observing  any,  he  went  on.     "And  as  for 
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the  money  for  the  suit  o'  clothes,  why,  you  get  a  matter  of  a 
pound  a-week  at  your  weaving,  Master  Marner,  and  you^re 
a  young  man,  eh,  for  all  'you  look  so  mushed.^  Why,  you 
coulduT  ha'  been  five-and-twenty  when  you  come  into 
these  parts,  eh?^' 

Silas  started  a  little  at  the  change  to  a  questioning  tone, 
and  answered  mildly,  '^I  don^t  know;  I  can't  rightly  say — 
it^s  a  long  while  since/' 

After  receiving  such  an  answer  as  this,  it  is  not  surpris- 
ing that  Mr.  Macey  observed,  later  on  in  the  evening  at 
the  Eainbow,  that  Marner's  head  was  "all  of  a  muddle,'' 
and  that  it  was  to  be  doubted  if  he  ever  knew  when  Sunday 
came  round,  which  showed  him  a  worse  heathen  than 
many  a  dog. 

Another  of  Silas's  comforters,  besides  Mr.  Macey,  came 
to  him  with  a  mind  highly  charged  on  the  same  topic. 
This  was  Mrs.  Winthrop,  the  wheelwright's  wife.  The 
inhabitants  of  Raveloe  were  not  severely  regular  in  their 
church-going,  and  perhaps  there  was  hardly  a  person  in 
the  parish  who  would  not  have  held  that  to  go  to  church 
every  Sunday  in  the  calendar  would  have  shown  a  greedy 
desire  to  stand  well  with  Heaven,  and  get  an  undue 
advantage  over  their  neighbors — a  wish  to  be  better  than 
the  "common  run,"  that  would  have  implied  a  reflection 
on  those  who  had  had  godfathers  and  godmothers  as  well 
as  themselves,  and  had  an  equal  right  to  the  burying- 
service.  At  the  same  time,  it  was  understood  to  be  requi- 
site for  all  who  were  not  household  servants,  or  young 
men,  to  take  the  sacrament  at  one  of  the  great  festivals: 
Squire  Cass  himself  took  it  on  Christmas  day;  while  those 
who  were  held  to  be  "good  livers"  went  to  church  with 
greater,  though  still  with  modecate,  frequency. 

Mrs.  Winthrop  was  one  of  these:  she  was  in  all  respects 
a  woman  of  scrupulous  conscience,  so  eager  for  duties  that 
life  seemed  to  offer  them  too  scantily  unless  she  rose  at 
half -past  four,  though  this  threw  a  scarcity  of  work  over 
the  more  advanced  hours  of  the  morning,  which  it  was  a 
constant  problem  with  her  to  remove.  Yet  she  had  not 
the  vixenish  temper  which  is  sometimes  supposed  to  be  a 
necessary  colidition  of  such  habits:  she  was  a  very  mild, 
patient  woman,  whose  nature  it  was  to  seek  out  all  the 
sadder  and  more  serious  elements  of  life,  and  pasture  her 
mind  upon  them.  She  was  the  person  always  first  thought 
of  in  Raveloe  ivhen  there  was  illness  or  death  in  a  family; 
when  leeches  were  to  be  applied,  or  there  was  a  sudden 
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disappointment  in  a  monthly  nurse.  She  was  a  "comfort- 
able woman '^ — good-looking,  fresh-complexioned,  having 
her  lips  always  slightly  screwed,  as  if  die  felt  herself  in  a 
sick-room  with  the  doctor  or  the  clergyman  present.  But 
she  was  never  whimpering;  no  one  had  seen  her  shed 
tears;  she  was  simply  grave  and  inclined  to  shake  her  head 
and  sigh,  almost  imperceptibly,  like  a  funereal  mourner 
who  is  not  a  relation.  It  seemed  surprising  that  Ben 
Winthrop,  who  loved  his  quart-pot  and  his  joke,  got  alonff 
so  well  with  Dolly;  but  she  took  her  husband's  jokes^  and 
joviality  as  patiently  as  everything  else,  considering  that 
**  men  would  be  so,''  and  viewing  the  stronger  sex  m  the 
light  of  animals  whom  it  had  pleased  Heaven  to  make 
naturally  troublesome,  like  bulls  and  turkey-cocks. 

This  good  wholesome  woman  could  hardly  fail  to  have 
her  mind  drawn  strongly  toward  Silas  Mamer,  now  that 
he  appeared  in  the  light  of  a  sufferer;  and  one  Sunday 
afternoon  she  took  her  little  boy  Aaron  with  her,  and  went 
to  call  on  Silas,  carrying  in  her  hand  some  small  lard- 
cakes,  flat  paste-like  articles  much  esteemed  in  Raveloe. 
Aaron,  an  apple-cheeked  youngster  of  seven,  with  a  clean 
starched  frill  which  looked  like  a  plate  for  the  apples, 
needed  all  his  adventurous  curiosity  to  embolden  him 
against  the  possibilitjr  that  the  big-eyed  weaver  might  do 
him  some  bodily  injury;  and  his  dubiety  was  much  in- 
creased when,  on  arriving  at  the  Stone-pits,  they  heard 
the  mysterious  sound  of  the  loom. 

•^  An,  it  is  as  I  thought,''  said  Mrs.  Winthrop,  sadly. 

They  had  to  knock  loudly  before  Silas  heard  them;  but 
when  he  did  come  to  the  door  he  showed  no  impatience, 
as  he  would  once  have  done,  at  a  visit  that  had  been 
unasked  for  and  unexpected.  Formerly,  his  heart  had 
been  as  a  locked  casket  with  its  treasure  inside;  but  now 
the  casket  was  empty,  and  the  lock  was  broken.  Left 
groping  in  darkness,  with  his  prop  utterly  gone,  Silas  had 
inevitably  a  sense,  though  a  dull  and  half-despairing  one, 
that  if  any  help  came  to  him  it  must  come  from  without; 
and  there  was  a  slight  stirring  of  expectation  at  the  sight 
of  his  fellow-men,  a  faint  consciousness  of  dependence  on 
their  goodwill.  He  opened  the  door  wide  to  admit  Dolly, 
but  without  otherwise  returning  her  greeting  than  by 
moving  the  arm-chair  a  few  inches  as  a  sign  that  she  was 
to  sit  down  in  it.  Dolly,  as  soon  as  she  was  seated, 
removed  the  white  cloth  that  covered  her  lard-cakes,  and 
said  in  her  gravest  way — 
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'Td  a  baking  visterday.  Master  Marner,  and  the  lard- 
cakes  turned  out  better  nor  common,  and  I^d  ha'  asked 
you  to  accept  some,  if  you'd  thought  well.  I  don't  eat 
such  things  myself,  for  a  bit  o'  bread's  what  I  like  from 
one  year's  end  to  the  other;  but  men's  stomichs  are  made 
so  comical,  they  want  a  change — ^they  do,  I  know,  God 
help  'em." 

Dolly  sighed  gently  as  she  held  out  the  cakes  to  Silas, 
who  thanked  her  kindly  and  looked  very  close  at  them, 
absently,  being  accustomed  to  look  so  at  everything  he 
took  into  his  hand — eyed  all  the  while  by  the  wondering 
bright  orbs  of  the  small  Aaron,  who  had  made  an  outwork  of 
his  mother's  chair,  and  was  peeping  round  from  behind  it. 

"There's  letters  pricked  on  'em,"  said  Dolly.  "  I  can't 
read  'em  myself,  and  there's  nobody,  not  Mr.  Macey  him- 
self, rightly  knows  what  they  mean;  but  they've  a  good 
meaning,  for  they're  the  same  as  is  on  the  pulpit-cloth  at 
church.     What  are  they,  Aaron,  my  dear?" 

Aaron  retreated  completely  behind  his  outwork. 

"Oh,  go,  that's  naughty,"  said  his  mother,  mildly. 
"Well,  whativer  the  letters  are,  they've  a  good  meaning; 
and  it's  a  stamp  as  has  been  in  our  house,  Ben  says,  ever 
since  he  was  a  little  un,  and  his  mother  used  to  put  it  on 
the  cakes,  and  I've  always  put  it  on  too;  for  if  there's  any 
good,  we've  need  of  it  i'  this  world." 

"It's  I.  H.  S.,"said  Silas,  at  which  proof  of  learning 
Aaron  peeped  round  the  chair  again. 

"Well,  to  be  sure,  you  can  read  'em  off,"  said  Dolly. 
"Ben's  read  'em  to  me  manv  and  manv  a  time,  but  they 
slip  out  o'  my  mind  again;  tne  more's  the  pity,  for  they're 
good  letters,  else  thev  wouldn't  be  in  the  church;  and  so  I 
prick  'em  on  all  the  loaves  and  all  the  cakes,  though  some- 
times they  won't  hold,  because  o'  the  rising — for,  as  I  said, 
if  there's  any  good  to  be  got  we've  need  of  it  i'  tJiis  world— 
that  we  have;  'and  I  hope  they'll  bring  good  to  you.  Master 
Mamer,  for  it's  wi'  that  will  I  brought  you  the  cakes;  and 
you  see  the  letters  have  held  better  nor  common." 

Silas  was  as  unable  to  interpret  the  letters  as  Dolly,  but 
there  was  no  possibility  of  misunderstanding  the  desire  to 

S've  comfort  that  made  itself  heard  in  her  quiet  tones, 
e  said,  with  more  feeling  tlian  before:  "Thank  you — 
thank  vou  kindly."  But  he  laid  down  the  cakes  and 
seated  himself  absently— drearily  unconscious  of  any  dis- 
tinct benefit  toward  which  the  cakes  and  the  letters,  or 
even  Dolly's  kindness,  could  tend  for  him. 

e 
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'^Ah,  if  there^s  good  anywhere,  weVe  need  of  it,** 
repeated  Dolly,  who  did  not  lightly  forsake  a  serriceable 
phrase.  She  looked  at  Silas  pitymdy  as  she  went  on. 
*'But  you  didn^t  hear  the  church-bells  this  morning. 
Master  Marner?  I  doubt  you  didn't  know  it  was  Sunday. 
Living  so  lone  here,  you  lose  your  count,  I  dare  say;  and 
then,  when  your  loom  makes  a  noise,  you  can't  hear  the 
bells,  more  particular  now  the'frost  kills  the  sound.'' 

"Yes,  I  did;  I  heard  'em,"  said  Silas,  to^whom  Sunday 
bells  were  a  mere  accident  of  the  day,  and  not  part  of  its 
sacredness.     There  had  been  no  bells  in  Lantern  Yard. 

"Dear  heart!"  said  Dolli^,  pausing  before  she  spoke 
again.  "But  what  a  pity  it  is  you  should  work  of  a 
Sunday,  and  not  clean  yourself — if  you  didn't  go  to, 
church;  for  if  you'd  a  roasting  bit,  it  might  be  as  you 
couldn't  leave,  being  a  lone  man.  But  there's  the  bakehus, 
if  you  could  make  up  your  mind  to  spend  a  twopence  on  the  * 
oven  now  and  then — not  every  week,  in  course — I 
shouldn't  like  to  do  that  myself — you  might  carry  your 
bit  o'  dinner  there,  for  it's  nothing  but  right  to  have  a  bit 
o'  summat  hot  of  a  Sunday,  and  not  to  make  it  as  you 
can't  know  your  dinner  from  Saturday.  But  now,  upo^ 
Christmas-day,  this  blessed  Christmas  as  is  ever  coming,  if 
"  you  was  to  take  your  dinner  to  the  bakehus,  and  go  to 
church,  and  see  the  holly  and  the  yew,  and  bear  the 
anthim,  and  then  take  the  sacramen',  you'd  be  a  deal  the 
better,  and  you'd  know  which  end  you  stood  on,  and  you 
could  put  your  trust  i'  Them  as  knows  better  nor  we  do^^ 
seein'  you'd  ha'  done  what  it  lies  on  us  all  to  do." 

Dolly's  exhortation,  which  was  an  unusually  long  effort 
of  speech  for  her,  was  uttered  in  the  soothing  persuasive 
tone  with  which  she  would  have  tried  to  prevail  on  a  sick 
man  to  take  his  medicine,  or  a  basin  of  gruel  for  which 
he  had  no  appetite.  Silas  had  never  before  been  closely 
urged  on  the  point  of  his  absence  from  church,  which  had 
only  been  thought  of  as  a  ;part  of  his  general  queemess; 
and  he  was  too  direct  and  simple  to  evade  Dolly's  appeal. 

"Nay,  nay,"  he  said,  "I  know  nothing  o'  church.  I've 
never  been  to  church." 

"No!"  said  Dolly,  in  a  low  tone  of  wonderment.  Then 
bethinking  herself  of  Silas's  advent  from  an  unknown 
country,  she  said,  "Could  it  ha'  been  as  they'd  no  church 
where  you  was  born?" 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  Silas,  meditatively,  sitting  in  his 
usual  posture  of  leaning  on  his  knees,  and  supporting  his 
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head.  ''There  was  churches — a  many — it  was  a  biff 
town.     But  I  knew  nothing  of  'em — I  went  to  chapel.^ 

Dolly  was  much  puzzled  at  this  new  word,  but  she  was 
rather  afraid  of  inquiring  further,  lest  ''chaper'  might 
mean  some  haunt  of  wickedness.  After  a  little  thought, 
she  said — ' 

"  Well,  Master  Marner,  it's  niver  too  late  to  turn  over  a 
new  leaf,  and  if  you've  niver  had  no  church,  there's  no 
telling  the  good  it'll  do  you.  For  I  feel  so  set  up  and 
comfortable  as  niver  was,  when  I've  been  and  heard  the 
prayers,  and  the  singing  to  the  praise  and  glory  o'  God,  as 
Mr.  Macey  gives  out — and  Mr.  Crackenthorp  saying  good 
words,  and  more  partic'lar  on  Sacramen'  Day;  and  if  a 
bit  o'  trouble  comes,  I  feel  as  I  can  put  up  wi'  it,  for  I've 
looked  for  help  i'  the  right  quarter,  and  gev  myself  up  to 
Them  as  we  must  all  give  ourselves  up  to  at  the  last;  and 
if  we  'n  done  our  part,  it  isn't  to  be  believed  as  Them  as 
are  above  us  'ull  be  worse  nor  we  are,  and  come  short 
o'  Their'n." 

Poor  Dolly's  exposition  of  her  simple  Eaveloe  theology 
fell  rather  unmeaningly  on  Silas's  ears,  for  there  was  no 
word  in  it  that  could  rouse  a  memory  of  what  he  had 
known  as  religion,  and  his  comprehension  was  quite 
baffled  by  the  plural  pronotin, 'which  was  no  heresy  of 
Dolly's,  but  only  her  way  of  avoidinff  a  presumptuous 
familiarity.  He  remained  silent,  not  feeling  inclined  to 
assent  to  the  part  of  Dolly's  speech  which  he  fully  under- 
stood— her  recommendation  that  he  should  go  to  church. 
Indeed,  Silas  was  so  unaccustomed  to  talk  beyond  the 
brief  questions  and  answers  necessary  for  the  transaction 
of  his  simple  business,  that  words  dfd  not  easily  come  to 
him  without  the  urgency  of  a  distinct  purpose. 

But  now,  little  Aaron,  having  become  used  to  the 
weaver's  awful  presence,  had  advanced  to  his  mother^s 
side,  and  Silas,  seeming  to  notice  him  for  the  first  time, 
tried  to  return  Dolljr's  siffns  of  ffood-will  by  offering  the 
lad  a  bit  of  lard-caRe.  Aaron  shrank  back  a  little,  and 
rubbed  his  head  against  his  mother's  shoulder,  but  still 
thought  the  piece  of  cake  worth  the  risk  of  putting  his 
hand  out  for  it. 

*'  Oh,  for  shame,  Aaron,"  said  his  mother,  taking  him 
on  her  lap,  however;  ''why,  yon  don't  want  cake  again 
yet  awhile.  He's  wonderful  hearty,"  she  went  on,  with  a 
little  sigh — "that  he  is,  God  knows.     He's  my  youngest^ 


84      •  SILAS  MARKER. 

and  we  spoil  him  sadly,  for  either  me  or  the  father  must 
allays  hev  him  in  our  sight  —  that  we  must/* 

She  stroked  Aaron^s  brown  head,  and  thought  it  must 
do  Master  Mamer  good  to  see  such  a  "pietur  of  a  child." 
But  Mamer,  on  the  other  side  of  the  hearth,  saw  the  neat- 
featured  rosy  face  as  a  mere  dim  round,,  with  two  dark 
spots  m  it. 

"And  he's  got  a  voice  like  a  bird  —  you  wouldn't 
think,''  Dolly  went  on;  '*  he  can  sing  a  Christmas  carril 
as  his  father's  taught  him;  and  I  take  it  for  a  token  as 
he'Jl  come  to  good,  as  he  can  learn  the  good  tunes  so  quick. 
Come,  Aaron,  stan'  up  and  sing  the  carril  to  Master 
Marner,  come." 

Aaron  replied  by  rubbing  his  forehead  against  his 
mother's  shoulder. 

"  Oh,  that's  naughty,"  said  Dolly,  gently.  "  Stan'  up, 
when  mother  tells  you,  and  let  me  hold  the  cake  till  you've 
done." 

Aaron  was  not  indisposed  to  display  his  talents,  even  to 
an  ogre,  under  protecting  circumstances;  and  after  a  few 
more  signs  of  coyness,  consisting  chiefly  in  nibbing  the 
backs  of  his  hands  over  his  eyes,  and  then  peepiuj 
between  them  at  Master  Marner,  to  see  if  he  looke< 
anxious  for  the  "carril,"  he  at  length  allowed  his  head 
to  be  duly  adjusted,  and  standing  behind  the  table,  which 
let  him  appear  above  it  only  as  far  as  his  broad  frill,  so 
that  he  looked  like  a  cherubic  head  untroubled  with  a 
body,  he  began  with  a  clear  chirp,  and  in  a  melody  that 
had  the  rhythm  of  an  industrious  nammer — 

"God  rest  you,  merry  gentlemen. 
Let  nothlngr  you  dismay,  ♦ 

For  Jesus  Christ  our  Savior 
Was  bom  on  Christmas-day." 

Dolly  listened  with  a  devout  look,  glancing  at  Marner 
in  some  confidence  that  this  strain  would  help  to  allure 
him  to  church. 

^*  That's  Christmas  music,"  she  said,  when  Aaron  had 
ended,  and  had  secured  his  piece  of  cake  again.  "  There's 
no  other  music  equil  to  the  Christmas  music  —  *  Hark  the 
erol  angils  sing.'  And  you  may  judge  what  it  is  at  church. 
Master  Mamer,  with  the  bassoon  and  the  voices',  as  you 
can't  help  thinking  you've  got  to  a  better  place  a'ready  — 
for  I  wouldn't  speak  ill  o'  this  world,  seeing  as  Them  put 
us  in  it  as  knows  best — but  what  wi'  the  drink,  and  the 
quarreling,  and  the  bad  illnesses,  and  the  hard  dying,  as 
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IVe  seen  times  and  times,  one's  thankful  to  hear  of  a 
better.     The  boy  sings  pretty,  don't  he.  Master  Marner?" 

'^  Yes,"  said  Silas,  absently,  "very  pretty." 

The  Christmas  carol,  with  its  hammer-like  rhythm,  had 
fallen  on  his^rs  as  strange  music,  quite  unlike  a  hymn, 
and  could  have  none  of  the  effect  Dolly  contemplated. 
But  he  wanted  to  show  her  that  he  was  grateful,  and  the 
only  mode  that  occurred  to  him  was  to  offer  Aaron  a  bit 
more  cake. 

"Oh,  no,  thank  you.  Master  Mamer,"  said  Dolly, 
holding  down  Aaron's  willing  hands.  "  We  must  be  going 
home  now.  And  so  I  wish  you  good-bye.  Master  Marner; 
and  if' you  ever  feel  anyways  bad  in  your  inside,  as  you 
can't  fend  for  yourself,  I'll  come  and  clean  up  for  you,  and 
get  you  a  bit  o'  victual,  3,nd  willing.  But  I  beg  and  pray 
of  you  to  leave  off  weaving  of  a  Sunday,  for  it's  bad  for 
soul  and  body — and  the  money  as  comes  i'  that  way  'uU  be 
a  bad  bed  to  lie  down  on  at  the  last,  if  it  doesn't  fly  away, 
nobody  knows  where,  like  the  white  frost.  And  you'll 
excuse  me  being  that  free  with  you.  Master  Marner,  for  I 
wish  you  well — I  do.     Make  your  bow,  Aaron." 

Silas  said  "Good-bye,  and  thank  you  kindly,"  as  he 
opened  the  door  for  Dolly,  but  he  couldn't  help  feeling 
relieved  when  she  was  gone — relieved  that  he  might  weave 
again  and  moan  at  his  ease.  Her  simple  view  of  life  and 
its  comforts,  by  which  she  had  tried  to  cheer  him,  was  only 
like  a  repoii;  of  unknown  objects,  which  his  imagination 
could  not  fashion.  The  fountains  of  human  love  and  of 
faith  in  a  divine  love  had  not  yet  been  unlocked,  and  his 
^oul  was  still  the  shrunken  rivulet,  wifch  only  this  difference, 
that  its  little  groove  of  sand  was  blocked  up,  and  it 
wandered  confusedly  against  dark  obstruction. 

And  so,  notwithstanding  the  honest  persuasions  of  Mr. 
Macey  and  Dolly  Winthrop,  Silas  spent  his  Christmas-day 
in  loneliness,  eating  his  meat  in  sadness  of  heart,  though 
the  meat  had  come  to  him  as  a  neighborly  present.  In  the 
morning  he  looked  out  on  the  black  frost  that  seemed  to 
press  cruelly  on  every  blade  of  grass,  while  the  half-icy  red 
pool  shivered  under  the  bitter  wind;  but  toward  evening 
the  snow  began  to  fall,  and  curtained  from  him  even  that 
dreary  outlook,  shutting  him  close  up  with  his  narrow 
ffrief.  And  he  sat  in  his  robbed  home  through  the  live- 
long evening,  not  caring  to  close  his  shutters  or  lock  his 
door,  pressing  his  head  between  his  hands  and  moaning, 
till  the  cold  grasped  him  and  told  him  that  his  fire  was  gray. 
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Nobody  in  this  worid  but  himself  knew  that  he  was  the 
same  Silas  Marner  who  had  once  loved  his  fellow  with 
tender  love,  and  trusted  in  an  unseen  goodness.  Even  to 
himself  that  past  experience  had  become  dim. 

But  in  Eaveloe  village  the  bells  rang  merrily,  and  the 
church  was  fuller  .than  all  through  the  "rftt  of  the  year, 
with  red  faces  among  the  abundant  dark-green  boughs — 
faces  prepared  for  a  longer  service  than  usual  by  an  odor- 
ous breakfast  of  toast  and  ale.  Those  green  boughs,  the 
hymn  and  anthem  never  heard  but  at  Christmas — even  the 
Athanasian  Creed,  which  was  discriminated  from  the 
others  only  as  being  longer  and  of  exceptional  virtue^ 
since  it  was  only  read  on  rare  occasions — brought  a 
vague  exulting  sense,  for  which  the  grown  men  could 
as  little  have  found  words  as  the  children,  that  some- 
thing great  and  mysterious  had  been  done  for  them  in 
heaven  above  and  in  earth  below,  which  they  were  appro- 
priating by  their  presence.  And  then  the  red  faces  made 
their  way  through  the  black  biting  frost  to  their  own 
homes,  feeling  themselves  free  for  the  rest  of  the  day  to 
eat,  drink,  and  be  merry,  and  using  that  Christian  freedom 
without  diffidence. 

At  Squire  Cassis  family  party  that  day  nobody  mentioned 
Dunstan — nobody  was  sorry  for  his  absence,  or  feared  it 
would  be  too  long.  The  doctor  and  his  wife,  uncle  and 
aunt  Kimble,  were  there,  and  the  annual  Christmas  talk 
was  carried  through  without  any  omissions,  rising  to  the 
climax  of  Mr.  Kimble^s  experience  when  he  walked  the 
London  hospitals  thirty  years  back,  together  with  striking 
professional  anecdotes  then  gathered.  Whereupon  cards 
followed,  with  aunt  Kimble's  annual  failure  to  follow  suit, 
and  uncle  Kimble^s  irascibility  concerning  the  odd  trick 
which  was  I'arely  explicable  to  him,  when  it  was  not  on  his 
side,  without  a  general  visitation  of  tricks  to  see  that  they 
were  formed  on  sound  principles:  the  whole  being  accom- 
panied by  a  strong  steaming  odor  of  spirits-and- water. 

But  the  party  on  Christmas-day,  being  a  strictly  family 
party,  was  not  the  pre-eminently  brilliant  celebration  of 
the  season  at  the  Eed  House.  It  was  the  great  dance  on 
New  Yearns  Eve  that  made  the  glory  of  Squire  Cass's  hos- 
pitality, as  of  his  forefathers',  time  out  of  mind.  This 
was  the  occasion  when  all  the  society  of  Eaveloe  and  Tar- 
ley,  whether  old  acquaintances  separated  by  long  rutty 
distances,  or  cooled  acquaintances  separated  by  misunder- 
standings concerning  runaway  calves,  or  acquaintances 
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founded  on  intermittent  conaejscension,  countel  on  meet- 
ing and  on  comporting  themselves  with  mutual  app^opri- 
^ateness.  This  was  the  occasion  on  which  fair  dames  who 
came  on  pillions  sent  their  bandboxes  before  them,  supplied 
with  more  than  their  evening  costume;  for  the  feast  was 
not  to  end  with  a  single  evening,  like  a  paltrjr  town  enter- 
tainment, where  the  whole  supply  of  eatables  is  put  on  the 
table  at  once,  and  bedding  is  scanty.  The  Red  House  was 
provisioned  as  if  for  a  siege;  and  as  for  the  spare  feather- 
beds  ready  to  be  laid  on  floors,  they  were  as  plentiful  as 
might  naturally  be  ezpected  in  a  family  that  had  killed  its 
own  geese  for  many  generations. 

Godfrey  Cass  was  looking  forward  to  this  New  Year's 
Eve  with  a  foolish  reckless  longing,  that  made  him  half 
deaf  to  his  importunate  companion.  Anxiety. 

''Dunsey  will  be  coming  home  soon;  there  will  be  a 
great  blow-up,  and  how  will  you  bribe  his  spite  to  silence?^* 
Sftid  Anxiety. 

"  Oh,  he  won^t  come  home  before  New  Year's  Eve,  per- 
rips,''  said  Godfrey;  "and  I  shall  sit  by  Nancy  then,  and 
Jance  with  her,  and  get  a  kind  look  from  her  in  spite  of 
ierself.'' 

"  But  money  is  wanted  in  another  quarter,''  said  Anxiety, 
in  a  louder  voice,  "and  how  will  you.  get  it  without 
selling  your  mother's  diamond  pin?  And  if.  you  don't 
get  it ?" 

''Well,  but  something  may  happen  to  make  things 
easier.  At  any  rate,  there's  one  pleasure  for  me  close  at 
hand:  Nancy  is  coming." 

"  Yes,  and  suppose  your  father  should  bring  matters  to 
a  pass  that  wijl  oblisx  you  to  decline  marrying  her — and  to 
give  your  reasons?" 

"Hold  your  tongue,  acd  don't  worry  me.  I  can  see 
Nancy's  eyes,  just  as  they  will  l^^ok  at  me,  and  feel  her 
hand  in  mine  already." 

But  Anxiety  went  on,  though  in  noisy  Christmas  com- 
pany, refusing  to  be  utterly  quieted  even  by  much  drinking. 
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Some  women,  I  grant,  would  not  appNear  to  advantage 
seated  on  a  pillion,  and  attired  in  a  drab  Joseph  and  a  drab 
beaver- bonnet,  with  a  crown  resembling  a  small  steW-pan; 
for  a  garment  suggesting  a  coachman^s  greatcoat,  cut  out 
under  an  exiguity  of  cloth  that  would  only  allow  of  minia- 
ture capes,  is  not  well  adapted  to  conceal  deficiencies  of 
contour,  nor  is  drab  a  color  that  will  throw  sallow  cheeks 
into  a  lively  contrast.  It  was  all  the  greater  triumph  to 
•Mis^  Nancy  Lammeter^s  beauty  that  she  looked  thoroughly 
bewitching  in  that  costume,  as,  seated  on  the  pillion  behind 
her  tall,  erect  father,  she  held  one  arm  round  him,  and 
looked  down,  with  open-eyed  anxiety,  at  the  treacherous 
snow-covered  pools  and  puddles,  which  sent  up  formidable 
splashings  of  mud  under  the  stamp  of  Dobbin^s  foot.  A 
painter  would,  perhaps,  have  preferred  her  in  those  moments 
when  she  was  free  from  self -consciousness;  but  certainly  the 
bloom  on  her  cheeks  was  at  its  highest  point  of  contrast 
with  the  surrounding  drab  when  she  arrived  at  the  door 
of  the  Eed  House,  and  saw  Mr.  Godfrey  Cass  readj  to  lift 
her  from  the  pillion.  She  wished  her  sister  Priscilla  had 
come  up  at  the  same  time  behind  the  servant,  for  then  she 
would  have  contrived  that  Mr.  Godfrey  should  have  lifted 
off  Priscilla  first,  and,  in  the  meantime,  she  would  have 
persuaded  her  father  to  go  round  to  the  horse-block  instead 
of  alighting  at  the  door-steps.  It  was  very  painful,  when 
you  had  made  it  quite  clear  to  a  young  man  that  you  were 
determined  not  to  marry  him,  nowever  much  he  might 
wish  it,  that  he  would  still  continue  to  pay  you  marked 
attentions;  besides,  why  didn't  he  always  show  the  same 
attentions,  if  he  meant  them  sincerely,  instead  of  being  so 
strange  as  Mr.  Godfrey  Cass  was,  sometimes  behaving  as  if 
he  didn't  want  to  speaK  to  her,  and  taking  no  notice  of  her 
for  weeks  and  weeKS,  and  then,  all  on  a  sudden,  almost 
making  love  again?  Moreover,  it  was  quite  plain  he  had 
no  real  love  for  her,  else  he  would  not  let  people  have  that 
to  say  of  him  which  they  did  say.  Did  he  suppose  that 
Miss  Nancy  Lammeter  was  to  be  won  by  any  man,  squire 
or  no  squire,  who  led  a  bad  life?  That  was  not  what  she 
had  been  used  to  see  in  her  own  father,  who  was  the  sober- 
est and  best  man  in  that  country-side,  only  a  little  hot  and 
hastv  now  and  then,  if  things  were  not  done  to  the  minute. 
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All  these  thoughts  rushed  through  Miss  Nancy^s  mind, 
in  their  habitual  succession,  in  the  moments  between  her 
first  sight  of  Mr.  Godfrey  Cass  standing  at  the  door  and 
her  own  arrival  there.  Happily,  the  Squire  came  out  too 
and  giave  a  loud  greeting  to  her  father,  so  that,  somehow, 
under  cover  of  this  noise  she  seemed  to  find  concealment 
for  her  confusion  and  neglect  of  any  suitably  formjtl 
behavior,  while  she  was  being  lifted  from  the  pillion  by 
strong  arms  which  seemed  to  find  her  ridiculously  small 
and  light.  And  there  was  the  best  reason  for  hastening 
into  the  house  at  once,  since  the  Snow  was  beginning  to  fall 
again,  threatening  an  unpleasant  journey  for  such  guests 
as  were  still  on  the  road.  These  were  a  small  minority;  for 
already  the  afternoon  was  beginning  to  decline,  and  there 
would  not  be  too  much  time  for  the  ladies  who  came  from 
a  distance  to  attire  themselves  in  readiness  for  the  early  tea 
which  was  to  inspirit  them  for  the  dance. 

There  was  a  buzz  of  voices  through  the  house,  as  Miss 
Nancy  entered,  mingled  with  the  scrape  of  a  fiddle  prelud- 
ing in  thekitchen;  but  the  Lammeters  were  guests  whose 
arrival  had  evidently  been  thought  of  so  much  that  it  had 
been  watched  for  from  the  windows,  for  Mrs.  Kimble,  who 
did  the  honors  at  the  Red  House  on  these  great  occasions, 
came  forward  to  meet  Miss  Nancv  in  the  hall,  and  conduct 
her  up-stairs.  Mrs.  KimblQ  was  the  Squire's  sister  as  well  as 
the  doctor's  wife — a  double  dignity,  with  which  her  diame- 
ter ^as  in  direct  proportion;  so  that,  a  journey  up-stairs 
being  rather  fatiguing  to  her,  she  did  not  oppose  Miss 
Nancy's  request  to  be  allowed  to  find  her  way  alone  to  the 
Blue  Room,  where  the  Miss  Lammeters'  bandboxes  had 
been  deposited  on  their  arrival  in  the  morning. 

There  was  hardly  a  bedroom  in  the  house  where  femi- 
nine compliments  were  not  passing  and  feminine  toilets 
foing  forward,  in  various  stages,  in  space  made  scanty 
y  extra  beds  spread  upon  the  floor;  and  Miss  Nancy, 
as  she  entered  the  Blue  Room,  had  to  make  her  little 
formal  curtsy  to  a  group  of  six.  On  the  one  hand,  there 
were  ladies  no  less  important  than  the  two  Miss  Gunns, 
the  wine  merchant's  daughters  from  Lytherly,  dressed  in 
the  height  of  fashion,  with  the  tightest  skirts  and  the 
shortest  waists,  and  gazed  at  by  Miss  Ladbrook  (of  the  Old 
Pastures^  with  a  shyness  not  unsustained  by  inward  criti- 
cism. Partly,  Miss  Ladbrook  felt  that  her  own  skirt  must 
be  regarded  as  unduly  lax  by  the  Miss  Gunns,  and  partly, 
that  it  was  a  pity  the  Miss  Gunns  did  not  show  that  judg- 
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ment  which  she  herself  would  show  if  6he  were  in  their 
place,  by  stopping  a  little  on  this  side  of  the  fashion.  On 
the  other  hand,  Mrs.  Ladbrook  was  standing  in  skull-cap 
and  front,  with  her  turban  in  her  hand,  curtsying  and 
smiling  blandly  and  saying,  "After  you,  ma^am,"  to 
another  lady  in  similar  circumstances,  who  had  politely 
offered  the  precedence  at  the  looking-glass. 

But  Miss  JS^ancy  had  no  sooner  made  her  curtsy  than  an 
elderly  lady  came  forward,  whose  full  white  muslin 
kerchief,  and  mob-cap  round  her  curls  of  smooth  gray 
hair,  were  in  daring  contrast  with  the  puffed  yellow  satins 
and  top-knotted  caps  of  her  neighbors.  She  approached 
Miss  Nsisicj  with  much  primness,  and  said,  with  a  slow, 
treble  suavity — 

"Niece,  I  hope  I  see  you  well  in  health.^^  Miss  Nancy 
kissed  her  aunt  s  cheek  dutifully,  and  answered,  with  the 
same  sort  of  amiable  primness,  "Quite  well,  I  thank  you, 
aunt;  and  I  hope  I  see  you  the  same.^^ 

"Thank  you,  niece;  I  keep  my  health  for  the  present. 
And  how  is  my  brother-in-law?^^ 

These  dutiful  questions  and  answers  were  continued  until 
it  was  ascertainea  in  detail  that  the  Lammeters  were  all  as 
well  as  usual,  and  the  Osgoods  likewise,  also  that  niece 
Priscilla  must  certainly  arrive  shortly,  and  that  traveling 
on  pillions  in  snowy  weather  was  unpleasant,  though  a 
ioseph  was  a  great  protection.  Then  Nancy  was  formally 
introduced  to  her  aunt^s  visitors,  the  Miss  Gunns,  as  bein^ 
the  daughters  t)f  a  mother  known  to  their  mother,  thbugh 
now  for  the  first  time  induced  to  make  a  journey  into  these 
parts;  and  these  ladies  were  so  taken  by  surprise  at  finding 
such  a  lovely  face  and  figure  in  an  out-of-tue-way  country 
place,  that  they  began  to  feel  some  curiosity  about  the 
dress  she  would  put  on  when  she  took  off  her  Joseph.  Miss 
Nancy,  whose  thoughts  were  always  conducted  with  the 
propriety  and  moderation  conspicuous  in  her  manners, 
remarked  to  herself  that  the  Miss  Gunns  were  rather  hard- 
featured  than  otherwise,  and  that  such  very  low  dresses  as 
they  wore  might  have  been  attributed  to  vanity  if  their  shoul- 
ders had  been  pretty,  but  that,-  being  as  they  were,  it  was 
not  reasonable  to  suppose  that  they  showed  their  necks  from 
a  love  of  display,  but  rather  from  some  obligation  not  inc(m- 
sistent  with  sense  and  modesty.  She  felt  convinced,  as  she 
opened  her  box,  that  this  must  be  her  aunt  Osgood's  opin- 
ion, for  Miss  Nancy's  mind  resembled  her  aunt's  to  a  degree  , 
tbftt  Everybody  said  was  surprising,  considering  the  kiA- 


SILAS  MARNER.  91 

ship  was  on  Mr.  Osgood's  side;  and  though  you  might  not 
have  supposed  it 'from  the  formality  of  their  greeting, 
there  was  a  devoted  attachment  and  mutual  admiration 
between  aunt  and  niece.  Even  Miss  Nancy's  refusal  of 
her  cousin  Gilbert  Osgood  (on  the  ground  solely  that  he 
was  her  cousin),  though  it  had  grieved  her  aunt  greatly, 
had  not  in  the  least  cooled  the  preference  which  had 
determined  her  to  leave  Nancy  several  of  her  heredi- 
tary ornaments,  let  Gilbert's  future  wife  be  whom  she 
might. 

Three  of  the  ladies  quickly  retired,  but  the  Miss  Gunns 
were  quite  content  that  Mrs.  Osgood's  inclination  to 
remain  with  her  niece  gave  them  also  a  reason  for  staying 
to  see  the  rustic  beauty's  toilette.  And  it  was  really  a 
pleasure^  from  the  first  opening  of  the  bandbox,  where 
everything  smelled  of  lavender  and  rose-leaves,  to  the  clasp- 
ing of  the  small  coral  necklace  that  fitted  closely  round 
her  little  white  neck.  Everything  belonging  to  Miss 
Nancy  was  of  delicate  purity  and  nattiness:  not  a  crease 
was  where  it  had  no  business  to  be,  not  a  bit  of  her  linen 
professed  whiteness  without  fulfilling  its  profession;  the 
very  pins  in  her  pincushion  were  stuck  in  after  a  pattern 
from  which  she  was  careful  to  allow  no  aberration;  and  Jis 
for  her  own  person,  it  gave  the  same  idea  of  perfect 
unvarying  neatness  as  the  body  of  a  little  bird.  It  is  true 
that  her  fight  brown  hair  was  cropped  behind  like  a  boy's, 
and  was  dressed  in  front  in  a  number  of  fiat  rings,  that 
lay  quite  away  from  her  face;  but  there  was  no  sort  of 
coiflEure  that  could  make  Miss  Nancy's  cheek  and  neck 
look  otherwise  than  pretty;  and  when  at  last  she  stood 
complete  in  her  silvery  twilled  silk,  her  lace  tucker,  her 
coral  necklace,  and  coral  ear-drops,  the  Miss  Gunns  could 
see  nothing  to  criticise  except  her  hands,  which  bore  the 
traces  of  butter-making,  cheese-crushing,  and  even  still 
coarser  work.  But  Miss  Nancy  was  not  ashamed  of  that, 
for  while  she  was  dressing  she  narrated  to  her  aunt  how 
she  and  Priscilla  had  packed  their  boxes  yesterday,  because 
this  morning  was  baking  morning,  and  since  they  were 
leaving  home,  it  was  desirable  to  make  a  good  supply  of 
meat-pies  for  the  kitchen;  and  as  she  concluded  this 
judicious  remark,  she  turned  to  the  Miss  Gunns  that  she 
might  not  commit  the  rudeness  of  not  including  them  in 
the  conversation.  The  Miss  Gunns  smiled  stiffly,  and 
thought  what  a  pity  it  was  that  these  rich  country  people, 
■who  could  aflEord  to  buy  such  good  clothes  (really  Mis? 
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Nancy^s  lace  and  silk  were  very  costly),  should  be  brought 
up  in  utter  ignorance  and  vulgarity.  She  actually  said 
^*  mate  ^^  for  '^ meat/^  '^  ^appen  ^'  for  * ^  perhaps/'  and  ^*  oss  '^ 
for  *^  horse,'' which,  to  young  ladies  liying  in  good  Lyth- 
erly. society,  who  habitually  said  'orse,  even  in  domestic 
privacy,  and  only  said  'appen  on  the  right  occasions, 
was  necessarily  shocking.  Miss  Nancy,  indeed,  had 
never  been  to  any  school  higher  than  Dame  Tedman's: 
her  acquaintance  with  profane  literature  hardly  went 
beyond  the  rhymes  she  had  worked  in  her  larger  sampler 
under  the  lamb  and  the  shepherdess;  and  in  order  to  bal- 
ance an  account,  she  was  obliged  to  effect  her  subtraction 
by  removing  visible  metallic  shillings  and  sixpences  from 
a  visible  metallic  total.  There  is  hardly  a  servant-maid 
in  these  days  who  is  not  better  informed  than  Miss 
Nancy;  yet  she  had  the  essential  attributes  of  a  lady — high 
veracity,  delicate  honor  in  her  dealings,  deference  to  others, 
and  refined  personal  habits,  —  and  lest  these  should  not 
suffice  to  convince  grammatical  fair  ones  that  her  feelings 
can  at  all  resemble  theirs,  I  will  add  that  she 'was  slightly 
proud  and  exacting,  and  as  constant  in  her  affection  toward 
a  baseless  opinion  as  toward  an  erring  lover. 

The  anxiety  about  sister  Priscilla,  which  had  grown 
rather  active  by  the  time  the  coral  necklace  was  clasped, 
was  happily  ended  by  the  entrance  of  that  cheerful-looking 
lady  herself,  with  a  face  made  blowsy  by  cold  and  damp.  ^ 
After  the  first  questions  and  greetings,  she  turned  to 
Nancy,  and  surveyed  her  from  head  to  foot — ^then  wheeled 
her  round,  to  ascertain  that  the  back  view  was  equally 
faultless. 

"  What  do  you  think  o'  these  gowns,  aunt  Osgood?  "  said 
Priscilla,  while  Nancy  helped  her  to  unrobe. 

^*  Very  handsome  indeed,  niece,"  said  Mrs.  Osgood,  with 
a  slight  increase  of  formality.  She  always  thought  niece 
Priscilla  too  rough. 

*^  I'm  obliged  to  have  the  same  as  Nancy,  you  know,  for 
all  I'm  five  years  older,  and  it  makes  me  look  yallow;  for 
she  never  toill  have  anything  without  I  have  mine  just  like 
it,  because  she  wants  us  to  look  like  sisters.  And  I  tell 
her,  folks  'ull  think  it's  my  weakness  makes  me  fancy  as  I 
shall  look  pretty  in  what  she  looks  pretty  in.  For  I  am 
ugly  —  there's  no  dehying  that:  I  feature  my  father's 
family.  But,  law!  I  don't  mind,  do  you?"  Priscilla  here 
turned  to  the  Miss  Gunns,  rattling  on  in  too  much  preoc- 
cupation with  the  delight  of  talking,  to  notice  that  her 


candor  was  not  appreciated.  ^^  The  pretty  uns  do  for  fly- 
catchers— they  keep  the  men  off  us.  IVe  no  opinion  o^ 
the  men.  Miss  Gunn — I  don^t  know  what  you  have.  And 
as  for  fretting  and  stewing  about  what  they^W.  think  of  you 
from  morning  till  night,  and  making  your  life  uneasy 
about  what  thejr're  doing  when  they're  out  o'  your  sight — 
as  I  tell  Nancy,  it's  a  folly  no  woman  need  be  guilty  of,  if 
she's  got  a  good  father  and  a  good  home:  let  her  leave  it 
to  them  as  have  got  no  fortin,  and  can't  help  themselves. 
As  I  say,  Mr.  Have-your-own-way  is  the  best  husband,  and 
the  only  one  I'd  ever  promise  to  obey.  I  know  it  isn't 
pleasant,  when  you've  been  used  to  living  in  a  big  way, 
and  managing  hogsheads  and  all  that,  to  go  and  put  your 
nose  in  by  somebody  else's  fireside,  or  to  sit  down  by  your- 
self to  a  scrag  or  a  knuckle;  but,  thank  God!  my  father's 
a  sober  man  and  likely  to  live;  and  if  you've  got  a  man  by 
the  chimney-corner,  it  doesn't  matter  if  he's  childish — ^the 
business  needn't  be  broke  up." 

The  delicate  process  of  getting  her  narrow  gown  over 
her  head  without  injuir  to  her  smooth  curls,  obliged  Miss 
Priscilla  to  pause  in  this  rapid  survey  of  life,  and  Mrs. 
Osgood  seized  the  opportunity  of  risinff  and  saying  — 

*'  Well,  niece,  you'll  follow  us.  The  Miss  Gunns  will 
like  to  go  down." 

"Sister,"  said  Nancy,  when  they  were  alone,  "you've 
offended  the  Miss  Gunns,  I'm  sure. 

"  What  have  I  done,  child?  "  said  Priscilla,  in  some  alarm. 

"Why,  you  asked  them  if  they  minded  about  being 
ugly — you're  so  very  blunt." 

"Law,  did  I?  Well,  it  popped  out:  it's  a  mercy  I  said 
no  more,  for  I'm  a  bad  un  to  live  with  folks  when  they 
don't  like  the  truth.  But  as  for  being  ugly,  look  at  me, 
child,  in  this  silver-colored  silk — I  told  you  how  it  'ud 
be — I  look  as  yallow  as  a  daffadil.  Anybody  'ud  say  you 
wanted  to  make  a  mawkin  of  me." 

"  No,  Priscy,  don't  say  so.  I  begged  and  prayed  of  you 
not  to  let  us  have  this  silk  if  you'd  like  another  better. 
I  was  willing  to  have  your  choice,  you  know  I  was,"  said 
Nancy,  in  anxious  self-vindication. 

"Nonsense,  child!  you  know  you'd  set  your  heart  on 
this;  and  reason  good,  for  you're  the  color  o'  cream.  It 
'ud  be  fine  doings  for  you  to  dress  yourself  to  suit  my 
skin.  What  I  find  fault  with,  is  that  notion  o'  yours  as  1 
must  dress  myself  just  like  you.  But  you  do  as  you  like 
with  me — you  always  did,  from  when  first  you  begun  to 
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walk.  If  you  wanted  to  go  the  fleld^s  length,  the  field's 
length  you^d  go;  and  there  was  no  whipping  you,  for  you 
looked  as  prim  and  innicent  as  a  daisy  all  the  while." 

"Priscy,"  said  Nancy,  gently,  as  she  fastened  a  coral 
necklace,  exactly  like  her  own,  round  Priscilla's  neck, 
which  was  very  far  from  being  like  her  own,  "I*m  sure 
I'm  willing  to  give  way  as  far  as  is  right,  but  who  shouldn't 
dress  alike  if  it  isn^t  sisters?  Would  you  have  us  go 
about  looking  as  if  we  were  no  kin  to  one  another — us 
that  have  got  no  mother  and  not  another  sister  in  the 
world?  I'd  do  what  was  right,  if  I  dressed  in  a  gown 
dyed  with  cheese-coloring;  and  I'd  rather  you'd  choose, 
and  let  me  wear"  what  pleases  you." 

"There  you  so  again!  You'd  come  round  to  the  same 
thing  if  one  talked  to  you  from  Saturday  night  till  Satur- 
day morning.  It'll  be  fine  fun  to  see  now  you'll  master 
your  husband  and  never  raise  your  voice  above  the  singing 
o'  the  kettle  all  the  while.  I  like  to  see  the  men 
mastered!" 

"Don't  talk  so,  Priscy,"  said  Nancy,  blushing.  "You 
know  I  don't  mean  ever  to  be  married.^' 

"Oh,  you  never  mean  a  fiddlestick's  end!"  said  Priscillaii 
as  she  arranged  her  discarded  dress,  and  closed  her  band- 
box. "Who  shall  I  have  to  work  for  when  father's  gone, 
if  you  are  to  go  and  take  notions  in  your  head  and  be  an 
old  maid,  because  some  folks  are  no  better  than  they 
should  be?  I  haven't  a  bit  o'  patience  with  you — sitting 
on  an  addled  egff  forever,  as  if  there  was  never  a  fresh  un 
in  the  world.  One  old  maid's  enough  out  o'  two  sisters; 
and  I  shall  do  credit  to  a  single  life,  for  God  A'mighty 
meant  me  for  it.  Come,  we  can  go  down  now.  I'm  as 
ready  as  a  mawkin  can  be — there's  nothing  awanting  to 
frighten  the  crows,  now  I've  got  my  ear-droppers  in." 

As  the  two  Miss  Lammeters  walked  into  the  large  parlor 
together,  any  one  who  did  not  know  the  character  of  both 
might  certainly  have  supposed  that  the  reason  why  the 
square-shouldered,  clumsy,  high-featured  Priscilla  wore  a 
dress  the  facsimile  of  her  pretty  sister's,  was  either  the 
mistaken  vanity  of  the  one,  or  the  malicious  contrivance 
of  the  other  in  order  to  set  off  her  own  rare  beauty.  But 
the  good-natured,  self-forgetful  cheeriness  and  common- 
sense  of  Priscilla  would  soon  have  dissipated  the  one 
suspicion;  and  the  modest  calm  of  Nancy's  speech  and 
manners  told  clearly  of  a  mind  free  from  all  disavowed 
devices. 
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Places  of  honor  had  been  kept  for  the  Miss  Lammeters 
near  the  head  of  the  principal  tea-table  in  the  wainscoted 
parlor,  now  looking  fresh  and  pleasant  with  handsome 
branches  of  holly,  yew,  and  laurel,  from  the  abundant 
growths  of  the  old  garden;  and  Nancy  felt  an  inward 
flutter,  that  no  firmness  of  purpose  could  prevent,  when 
she  saw  Mr.  Godfrey  Cass  advancing  to  lead  her  to  a  seat 
between  himself  and  Mr.  Crackenthorp,  while  Priscilla 
was  called  to  one  side  between  her  father  and  the  Squire. 
It  certainly  did  make  some  difference  to  Nancy  that  the 
lover  she  had  given  up  wag  the  young  man  of  quite  the 
highest  consequence  in  the  parish — at  home  in  a  venerable 
and  unique  parlor,  which  was  the  extremity  of  grandeur 
in  her  experience,  a  parlor  where  she  might  one  day  have 
been  mistress,  with  the  consciousness  that  she  was  spoken 
of  as  *^  Madam  Cass,^'  the  Squire^s  wife.  These  circum- 
stances exalted  her  inward  drama  in  her  own  eyes,  and 
deepened  the  emphasis  with  which  she  declared  to  herself 
that  not  the  most  dazzling  rank  should  induce  her  to 
marry  a  man  whose  conduct  showed  him  careless  of  his 
character,  but  that,  "love  once,  love  always,"  was  the 
motto  of  a  true  and  pure  woman,  and  no  man  should  ever 
have  any  right  over  her  which  would  be  a  call  on  her  to 
destroy  the  dry  flowers  that  she  treasured,  and  always 
would  treasure,  for  Godfrey  Cass's  sake.  And  Nancy  was 
capable  of  keeping  her  word  to  herself  under  very  trying 
conditions.  Nothmg  but  a  becoming  blush  betrayed  the 
moving  thoughts  that  urged  themselves  upon  her  as  she 
accepted  the  seat  next  to  Mr.  Crackenthorp;  for  she  was 
so  instinctively  neat  and  adroit  in  all  her  actions,  and  her 
pretty  lips  met  each  other  with  such  quiet  firmness  that  it 
would  have  been  diflBcult  for  her  to  appear  agitated. 

It  was  not  the  rector's  practice  to  let  a  charming  blush 
pass  without  an  appropriate  compliment.  He  was  not  in 
the  least  lofty  or  aristocratic,  but  simply  a  merry- eyed, 
small-featurea,  gray-haired  man,  with  his  chin  propped  by 
an  ample,  many-creased  white  neckcloth  which  seemed  to 
predominate  over  every  other  point  in  his  person,  and 
somehow  to  impress  its  peculiar  character  on  his  remarks; 
so  that  to  have  considered  his  amenities  apart  from  his 
cravat  would  have  been  a  severe,  and  perhaps  a  dangerous, 
effort  of  abstraction. 

"Ha,  Miss  Nancy,''  he  said,  turning  his  head  within  his 
cravat  and  smiling  down  pleasantly  upon  her,  "when 
anybody  pretends  fliis  has  been  a  severe  winter,  I  shall  tell 
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them  I  saw  the  roses  blooming  on  New  Yearns  Eve — eh, 
Godfrey,  what  do  you  say?'' 

Godfrey  made  no  reply,  and  avoided  looking  at  Nancy 
very  markedly;  for  though  these  complimentary  person- 
alities were  held  to  be  in  excellent  taste  in  old-fashioned 
Raveloe  society,  reverent  love  has  a  politeness  of  its  own 
which  it  teacnes  to  men  otherwise  of  small  schooling. 
But  the  Souire  was  rather  impatient  at  Godfrey's  showing 
himself  a  dull  spark  in  this  way.  By  this  advanced  hour 
of  the  day,  the  Squire  was  riways  in  higher  spirits  than  we 
have  seen  him  in  at  the  breakfast-table,  and  felt  it  quite 
pleasant  to  fulfill  the  hereditary  duty  of  being  noisily 
jovial  and  patronizing:  the  large  silver  snuff-box  was  in 
active  service  and  was  offered  without  fail  to  all  neighbors 
from  time  to  time,  however  often  they  might  have  de- 
clined the  favor.  At  present,  the  Squire  had  only  given 
an  express  welcome  to  the  heads  of  families  as  they  ap- 
peared; but  always  as  the  evening  deepened,  his  hospitality 
rayed  out  more  widely,  till  he  had  tapped  the  youngest 
guests  on  the  back  and  shown  a  peculiar  fondness  for  their 
presence,  in  the  full  belief  that  they  must  feel  their  lives 
made  happy  by  their  belonging  to  a  parish  where  there 
was  such  a  hearty  man  as  Squire  Cass  to  invite  them  and 
wish  them  well.  Even  in  this  early  stage  of  the  jovial 
mood,  it  was  natural  that  he  should  wish  to  supply  his 
son's  deficiencies  by  looking  and  speaking  for  him. 

"Ay,  ay,"  he  began,  offermg  his  snuff-box  to  Mr.  Lam- 
meter,  who  for  the  second  time  bowed  his  head  and  waved 
his  hand  in  stiff  rejection  of  the  offer,  "us  old  fellows 
may  wish  ourselves  young  to-night,  when  we  see  the 
mistletoe-bough  in  the  White  Parlor.  It's  true,  most 
things  are  gone  back'ard  in  these  last  thirty  years — the 
country's  going  down  since  the  old  king  fell  ill.  But 
when  I  look  at  Miss  Nancy  here,  I  begin  to  think  the 
lasses  keep  up  their  quality — ding  me  if  I  remember  a 
sample  to  match  her,  not  when  I  was  a  fine  young  fellow, 
and  thought  a  deal  about  my  pigtail.  No  offense  to  you, 
madam,"  he  added,  bending  to  Mrs.  Orackenthorp,  who 
6at  by  him,  "  I  didn't  know  you  when  you  were  as  young 
as  Miss  Nancy  here." 

Mrs.  Crackenthorp  —  a  small  blinking  woman,  who 
fidgeted  incessantly  with  her  lace,  ribbons,  and  gold 
chain,  turning  her  head  about  and  making  subdued 
noises,  very  much  like  a  guinea-pig  that  twitches  its  nose 
and  soliloquizes  in  all  company  indiscriminately — now 
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blinked  and  fidgeted  toward  the  Squire,  and  said,  ''  Oh, 
no — no  offense. 

This  emphatic  compliment  of  the  Squire^s  to  ISTancy  was 
felt  by  others  besides  Godfrey  to  have  a  diplomatic  sig- 
nificance; and  her  father  gave  a  slight  additional  erect- 
ness  to  his  back,  as  he  looked  across  the  table  at  her  with 
complacent  gravity.  That  grave  and  orderly  senioj  was 
not  going  to  bate  a  jot  of  his  dignity  by  seeming  elated  at 
the  notion  of  a  match  between  his  family  and  the 
Squire's:  he  was  gratified  by  any  honor  paid  to  his 
daughter;  but  he  must  see  an  alteration  in  several  ways 
before  his  consent  would  be  vouchsafed.  His  spare  but 
healthy  person,  and  high-featured  firm  face,  that  looked 
as  if  it  had  never  been  fiushed  by  excess,  was  in  strong 
contrast,  not  only  with  the  Squire  s,  but  with  the  appear- 
ance of  the  Eaveloe  farmers  generally — in  accordance 
with  a  favorite  saying  of  his  own,  that  ^*  breed  was  stronger 
than  pasture. '' 

*^Miss  N^ancy's  wonderful  like  what  her  mother  was, 
though;  isn't  she,  Kimble?"  said  the  stout  lady  of  that 
name,  looking  round  for  her  husband. 

But  Doctor  Kimble  (country  apothecaries  in  old  days 
enjoyed  that  title  without  authority  of  diploma),  being  a 
thin  and  agile  man,  was  fiitting  about  the  room  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  making  himself  agreeable  to  his 
feminine  patients,  with  medical  impartiality,  and  being 
welcomed  everywhere  as  a  doctor  by  hereditary  right — not 
one  of  those  miserable  apothecaries  who  canvass  for  practice 
in  strange  neighborhoods,  and  spend  all  their  income  in 
starving  their  one  horse,  but  a  man  of  substance,  able  to 
keep  an  extravagant  table  like  the  best  of  his  patients. 
Time  out  of  mind  the  Eaveloe  doctor  had  been  a  Kimble; 
Kimble  was  inherently  a  doctor's  name;  and  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  contemplate  firmly  the  melancholy  fact  that  the 
actual  Kimble  had  no  son,  so  that  his  practice  might  one 
day  be  handed  over  to  a  successor  with  the  incongruous 
name  of  Taylor  or  Johnson.  But  in  that  case  the  wiser 
people  in  Raveloe  would  employ  Dr.  Blick  of  Flitton — ^as 
less  unnatural. 

^^Did  you  speak  to  me,  my  dear?"  said  the  authentic 
doctor,  coming  quickly  to  his  wife's  side;  but,  as  if  fore- 
seeing that  she  would  be  too  much  out  of  breath  to  repeat 
her  remark,  he  went  on  immediately — "  Ha,  Miss  Pris- 
cilla,  the  sight  of  you  revives  the  taste  of  that  super- 
excellent  pork-pie.  I  hope  the  batch  isn't  near  an  end." 
7 
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*^Yes,  indeed,  it  .is,  doctor,"  said  Priscilla;  "but  IT] 
answer  for  it  the  next  shall  be  as  good.  My  pork-pies 
don't  turn  out  well  by  chance/^ 

*'Not  as  your  doctoring  does,  eh,  Kimble? — ^because 
folks  forget  to  take  your  physic,  eh?^'  said  the  Squire,  who 
regarded  physic  and  doctors  as  many  loyal  churchmen 
regard  the  church  and  the  clergy — ^tasting  a  ioke  against 
them  when  he  was  in  health,  but  impatiently  eager  for 
their  aid  when  anything  was  the  matter  with  him.  He 
tapped  his  box,  and  looked  round  with  a  triumphant 
laugh. 

^*  Ah,  she  has  a  quick  wit,  my  friend  Priscilla  has,"  said 
the  doctor,  choosing  to  attribute  the  epigram  to  a  lady 
rather  than  allow  a  brother-in-law  that  advantage  over 
him.  "  She  saves  a  little  pepper  to  sprinkle  over  her 
talk — that's  the  reason  why  she  never  puts  too  much  into 
her  pies.  There's  my  wife,  now,  she  never  has  an  answer 
at  her  tongue's  end;  but  if  I  offend  her,  she's  sure  to 
scarify  my  throat  with  black  pepper  the  next  day,  or  else 
give  me  the  colic  with  watery  greens.  That's  an  awful 
tit-for-tat."  Here  the  vivacious  doctor  n»ade  a  pathetic 
grimace. 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like?  "  said  Mrs.  Kimble,  laugh- 
ing above  her  double  chin  with  much  good-humor,  aside 
to  Mrs.  Orackenthorp,  who  blinked  and  nodded,  and  amiar 
bly  intended  to  smile,  but  the  intention  lost  itself  in  small 
twitchings  and  noises. 

"  I  suppose  that's  the  sort  of  tit-for-tat  adopted  in  your 
profession,  Kimble,  if  you've  a  grudge  against  a  patient," 
said  the  rector. 

*' Never  do  have  a  grudge  against  our  patients,"  said 
Mr.  Kimble,  "except  when  they  leave  us:  and  then,  yov 
see,  we  haven't  the  chance  of  prescribing  for  'em.  Han 
Miss  Nancy,"  he  continued,  suddenly  skipping  to  Nancy's 
side,  "you  won't  forget  your  promise?  You're  to  save  a 
dance  for  me,  you  know." 

"  Come,  come,  Kimble,  don't  you  be  too  for'ard,"  said 
the  Squire.  "  Give  the  young  uns  fair  play.  There's  my 
son  Godfrey  '11  be  wanting  to  nave  a  round  with  you  if  you 
run  off  with  Miss  Nancy.  He's  bespoke  her  for  the  first 
dance,  I'll  be  bound.  Eh,  sir!  what  do  you  say? "he  con- 
tinued, throwing  himself  backward,  and  looking  at  God- 
frey. ^  "  Haven't  you  asked  Miss  Nancy  to  open  the  dance 
with  you?" 

Godfrey,   sorely  uncomfortable  under  this  significant 
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insistence  about  Nancy,  and  afraid  to  think  where  it 
would  end  by  the  time  his  father  had  set  his  usual  hospi- 
table example  of  .drinking  before  and  after  supper,  saw  no 
course  open  but  to  turn  to  Nancy  and  say,  with  as  little 
awkwardness  as  possible — 

^^No;  Yve  not  asked  her  yet,  but  I  hope  shell  consents— 
if  somebody  else  hasn^t  been  before  me." 

"No,  Tve  not  engaged  myself,'*  said  Nancy,  quietly, 
though  blushingly.  (If  Mr.  Godfrey  founded  any  hopes  on 
her  consenting  to  dance  with  him,  he  would  soon  be  unde- 
ceived; but  there  was  no  need  for  her  to  be  uncivil.) 

"  Then  I  hope  you've  no  objections  to  dancing  with  me,'' 
said  Godfrey,  beginning  to  lose  the  sense  that  there  was 
anything  uncomfortable  in  this  arrangement. 

"  No,  no  objections,"  said  Nancy,  in  a  cold  tone. 

"Ah,  well,  you're  a  lucky  fellow,  Godfrey,"  said  uncle 
Kimble;  "but  you're  my  godson,  so  I  won't  stand  in  your 
way.  Else  I'm  not  so  very  old,  eh,  my  dear?"  he  went  on, 
skipping  to  his  wife's  side  again.  "You  wouldn't  mind 
my  having  a  second  after  you  were  gone — not  if  I  cried  a 
good  deal  first?" 

"  Come,  come,  take  a  cup  o'  tea  and  stop  your  tongue, 
do,"  said  good-humored  Mrs.  Kimble,  feeling  some  pride 
in  a  husband  who  must  be  regarded  as  so  clever  and  amus- 
ing by  the  company  generally.  If  he  had  only  not  been 
irritable  at  cards! 

While  safe,  well-tested  personalities  were  enlivening  the 
tea  in  this  way,  the  sound  of  the  fiddle  approaching  within 
a  distance  at  which  it  could  bo  heard  distinctly,  made  the 
young  people  look  at  each  other  with  sympathetic  impa- 
tience for  the  end  of  the  meal. 

"  Why,  there's  Solomon  in  the  hall,"  said  the  Squire, 
^'and  playing  my  fav'rite  tune,  /  believe — ^The  flaxen- 
headed  plouffhboy' — ^he's  for  giving  us  a  hint  as  we  aren't 
enough  in  a  nurry  to  hear  him  play.  Bob,"  he  called  out 
to  his  third  long-legged  son,  who  was  at  the  other  end  of 
the  room,  "  open  the  door,  and  tell  Solomon  to  come  in. 
He  shall  give  us  a  tune  here." 

Bob  obeyed,  and  Solomon  walked  in,  fiddling  as  he 
walked,  for  he  would  on  no  account  break  off  in  the 
middle  of  a  tune. 

"Here,  Solomon,"  said  the  Squire,  with  loudpatronage. 
'^  Round  here,  my  man.  Ah,  I  knew  it  was  ^The  flaxen- 
headed  ploughboy':  there's  no  finer  tune." 

Solomon  Macey,  a  small,  hale  old  man,  with  an  abun- 


100  S|I.AS  MAKKER. 

dant  crop  of  long  white  hair  reaching  nearly  to  his  shoul- 
ders, advanced  to  the  indicated  spot,  bowing  reverently 
while  he  fiddled,  as  much  as  to  say  that  he  respected  the 
company  though  he  respected  the  key-note  more.-  As  soon 
as  he  had  repeated  the  tune  and  lowered  his  fiddle,  he 
bowed  again  to  the  Squire  and  the  rector,  and  said,  ^'  I 
hope  I  see  your  honor  and  your  reverence  well,  and  wish- 
ing you  health  and  long  life  and  a  happy  New  Year. 
And  wishing  the  same  to  you,  Mr.  Lammeter,  sir;  and  to 
the  other  gentlemen,  and  the  madams,  and  the  young 


As  Solomon  uttered  the  last  words,  he  bowed  in  all 
directions  solicitously,  lest  he  should  be  wanting  in  due 
respect.  But  thereupon  he  immediately  began  to  prelude, 
and  fell  into  the  tune  which  he  knew  would  be  taken  as  a 
special  compliment  by  Mr.  Lammoter. 

^^  Thank  ye,  Solomon,  thank  ye, ^^  said  Mr.  Lammeter 
when  the  fiddle  paused  again.  ^^  That's  ^Over  the  hills 
and  far  away,'  that  is.  My  father  used  to  say  to  me, 
whenever  we  heard  that  tune,  ^  Ah,  lad,  /  come  from  over 
the  hills  and  far  away.'  There's  a  many  tunes  I  don't 
make  head  or  tail  of;  but  that  speaks  to  me  like  the  black- 
bird's whistle.  1  suppose  it's  the  name:  there's  a  deal  in 
the  name  of  a  tune." 

But  Solomon  was  already  impatient  to  prelude  again, 
and  presently  broke  with  much  spirit  into  '^  Sir  Koger  de 
Coverley,"  at  which  there  was  a  sound  of  chairs  pushed 
back,  and  laughing  voices. 

^^  Ay,  ay,  Solomon,  we  know  what  that  means,"  said  the 
Squire,  rising.  ^^It's  time  to  begin  the  dance,  eh?  Lead 
the  way,. then,  and  well  all  follow  you." 

So  Solomon,  holding  his  white  head  on  one  side,  and 
playing  vigorously,  marched  forward  at  the  head  of  the 
gay  procession  into  the  White  Parlor,  where  the  mistletoe 
bough  was  hung,  and  multitudinous  tallow  candles  made 
rather  a  brilliant  effect,  gleaming  from  among  the  berried 
holly-boughs,  and  reflected  in  the  old-fashioned  oval  mir- 
rors fastened  in  the  panels  of  the  white  wainscot.  A  quaint 
procession!  Old  Solomon,  in  his  seedy  clothes  and  long 
white  locks,  seemed  to  be  luring  that  decent  company  by 
the  magic  scream  of  his  fiddle — ^luring  discreet  matrons  in 
turban  shaped  caps,  nay,  Mrs.  Crackenthorp  herself,  the 
summit  of  whose  perpendicular  feather  was  on  a  level 
with  the  Squire's  shoulder — luring  fair  lasses  complacently 
conscious  of  very  short  waists  and  skirts  blameless  of  front- 
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folds — ^luring  burly  fathers  in  large  variegated  waist-coats, 
and  ruddy  sons,  for  the  most  part  shy  and  sheepish,  in 
short  nether  garments  and  very  long  coat-tails. 

Already  Mr.  Macey  and  a  few  other  privileged  villagers, 
who  were  allowed  to  be  spectators  on  these  great  occa- 
sions, were  seated  on  benches  placed  for  them  near  the 
door;  and  great  was  the  admiration  and  satisfaction  in 
that  quarter  when  the  couples  had  formed  themselves  for 
the  dance,  and  the  Squire  led  oflE  with  Mrs.  Crackenthorp, 
joining  hands  with  the  rector  and  Mrs.  Osgood.  That 
was  as  it  should  be — ^that  was  what  everybody  had  been 
used  to — and  the  charter  of  Raveloe  seemed  to  be  renewed 
by  the  ceremonv.  It  was  not  thought'  of  as  an  unbecom- 
ing levity  for  the  old  and  middle-aged  people  to  dance  a 
little  before  sitting  down  to  cards,  but  rather  as  part  of 
their  social  duties.  For  what  were  these  if  not  to  be  merry 
at  appropriate  times,  interchanging  visits  and  poultry  with 
due  frequency,  paying  each  other  old-establisned  compli- 
ments in  sound  traditional  phrases,  passing  well-tried  .per- 
sonal jokes,  ur^ng  your  guests  to  eat  and  drink  too  much 
but  of  hospitality,  and  eating  and  drinking  too  much  in 
your  neigh Dor's  house  to  show  that  you  liked  your  cheer? 
And  the  parson  naturally  set  an  example  in  these  social 
duties.  For  it  would  not  have  been  possible  for  the  Rave- 
loe mind,  without  a  peculiar  revelation,  to  know  that  a 
clergyman  should  be  a  pale-faced  memento  of  solemnities, 
instead  of  a  reasonably  faulty  man  whose  exclusive  author- 
ity to  read  prayers  and  preach,  to  christen,  marry,  and  bury 
you,  necessarily  coexisted  with  the  right  to  sell  jon  the 
ground  to  be  buried  in  and  to  take  tithe  in  kind;  on 
which  last  point,  of  course,  there  was  a  little  grumbling, 
but  not  to  the  extent  of  irreligion — not  of  deeper  signifi- 
cance than  the  grumbling  at  the  rain,  which  was  by  no 
means  accompanied  with  a  spirit  of  impious  defiance,  but 
with  a  desire  that  the  prayer  for  fine  weather  might  be  read 
forthwith. 

There  was  no  reason,  then,  why  the  rector's  dancing 
should  not  be  received  as  part  of  the  fitness  of  things  quite 
as  much  as  the  Squire's,  or  why,  on  the  other  hand,  Mr. 
Macey's  official  respect  should  restrain  him  from  subjecting 
the  parson's  performance  to  that  criticism  with  which 
minds  of  extraordinary  acuteness  must  necessarily  contem- 
plate the  doings  of  their  fallible  fellow-men. 

"The  Sauire's  pretty  springe,  coniidering  his  weight,'' 
said  Mr.  Macey,  "and  he  stamps  uncominou   well.     But 
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Mr.  Lammeter  beats  'em  all  for  shapes:  you  see  he  holds  his 
head  like  a  sodger,  and  he  isn't  so  cushiony  as  most  o'  the 
oldish  gentlefolks — they  run  fat  in  general;  and  he's  got  a 
fine  l6g.  The  parson's  nimble  enough,  but  he  hasn't  got 
much  of  a  leg:  it's  a  bit  too  thick  down'ard,  and  his  knees 
might  be  a  bit  nearer  wi'out  damage;  but  he  might  do 
worse,  he  might  do  worse.  Though  he  hasn't  that  grand 
way  o'  waving  his  hand  as  the  Squire  has." 

"  Talk  of  nimbleness,  look  at  Mrs.  Osgood,"  said  Ben 
Winthrop,  who  was  holding  his  son  Aaron  between  his 
knees.  "  She  trips  along  with  her  little  steps,  so  as  nobody 
can  see  how  she  goes — it's  like  as  if  she  had  little  wheels  to 
her  feet.  She  doesA't  look  a  day  older  nor  last  year:  she's 
the  finest-made  woman  as  is,  let  the  next  be  where  she 
will." 

'^I  don't  heed  how  the  women  are  made,"  said  Mr. 
Macey,  with  some  contempt.  "  They  wear  nayther  coat 
nor  breeches:  you  can't  make  much  out  o'  their  shapes." 

"  Fayder,"  said  Aaron,  whose  feet  were  busy  beating  out 
the  tune,  *^how  does  that  big  cook's-feather  stick  in  Mrs. 
Crackenthorp's  yead?  Is  there  a  little  hole  for  it,  like  in 
my  shuttle-cock?" 

'^Hush,  lad,  hush;  that's  the  way  the  ladies  dress  their- 
selves,  that  is,"  said  the  father,  adding,  however,  in  an 
undertone  to  Mr.  Macey,  "It  does  make  her  look  funny, 
though — partly  like  a  short-necked  bottle  wi'  a  long  quill 
in  it.  Hey,  by  jingo,  there's  the  young  Squire  leading  off 
now,  wi'  Miss  J^ancy  for  partners!  There's  a  lass  for 
you! — like  a  pink-and-white  posy — there's  nobody  'ud 
think  as  anybody  could  be  so  pritty.  I  shouldn't  wonder 
if  she's  Madam  Cass  some  day,  arter  all  —  and  nobody 
more  rightfuller,  for  they'd  make  a  fine  match.  You  can 
find  nothing  against  Master  Godfrey's  shapes,  Macey,  /'U 
bet  a  penny." 

Mr.  Macey  screwed  up  his  mouth,  leaned  his  head 
further  on  one  side,  and  twirled  his  thumbs  with  a  presto 
movement  as  his  eyes  followed  Godfrey  up  the  dance.  At 
last  he  summed  up  his  opinion. 

"Pretty  well  down'ard,  but  a  bit  too  round  i'  the 
shoulder-blades.  And  as  for  them  coats  as  he  gets  from 
the  Flitton  tailor,  they're  a  poor  cut  to  pay  double  money 
for." 

"Ah,  Mr.  Macey,  you  and  me  are  two  folks,"  said  Ben, 
slightly  indignant  at  this  carping.  "When  I've  got  a  pot 
o'  good  ale,  I  like  to  swaller  it,  and  do  my  inside  good, 
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Tirtead  o*  smelling  and  staring  at  it  to  see  if  I  can't  find 
faut  wi*  the  brewing.  I  should  like  you  to  pick  me  out  a 
finer-limbed  young  fellow  nor  Master  Godfrey — one  as  'ud 
knock  you  down  easier,  or  's  more  pleasanter  looksed  when 
he's  pie rt  and  merry/' 

"Tchuh!"  said  Mr.  Macey,  provoked  to  increased 
severity,  "he  isn't  come  to  his  right  color  yet:  he's  partly 
like  a  slack-baked  pie.'  And  I  doubt  he's  got  a  soft  place 
in  his  head,  else  why  should  he  be  turned  round  the  finger 
by  that  offal  Dunsey  as  nobody's  seen  o'  late,  and  let  him 
kill  that  fine  hunting  boss  as  was  the  talk  o'  the  country? 
And  one  while  he  was  allays  after  Miss  Nancy,  and  then 
it  all  went  off  again,  like  a  smell  o'  hot  porridge,  as  I  may 
say.     That  wasn't  my  way  when  /went  a^joorting." 

"Ah,  but  mayhap  Miss  Nancy  hung  off  like,  and  your 
lass  didn't,"  said  Ben. 

"I  should  say  she  didn't,"  said  Mr.  Macey,  significantly. 
"Before  I  said  'sniff,'  I  took  care  to  know  as  she'd  say 
'snaff,'  and  pretty  quick  too.  I  wasn't  a-going  to  open 
my  mouth,  like  a  dog  at  a  fly,  and  snap  it  to  again,  wi' 
nothing  to  swaller." 

"Well,  I  think  Miss  Nancy's  a-coming  round  again," 
said  Ben,  "for  Master  Godfrey  doesn't  look  so  down- 
hearted to-night.  And  I  see  he's  for  taking  her  away  to 
sit  down,  now  they're  at  the  end  o'  the  dance:  that  looks 
like  sweethearting,  that  does." 

The  reason  why  Godfrey  and  Nancy  had  left  the  dance 
was  not  so  tender  as  Ben  imagined.  In  the  close  press  of 
couples  a  slight  accident  had  happened  to  Nancy's  dress, 
which,  while  it  was  short  enough  to  show  her  tieat  ankle 
in  front,  was  long  enough  behind  to  be  caught  under 
the  stately  stamp  of  the  Squire's  foot,  so  as  to  rend 
certain  stitches  at  the  waist,  and  cause  much  sisterly 
agitation  in  Priscilla's  mind,  as  well  as  serious  concern  in 
Nancy's.  One's  thoughts  may  be  much  occupied  with  love- 
struggles,  but  hardly  so  as  to  be  insensible  to  a  disorder  in 
the  general  framework  of  things.  Nancy  had  no  sooner 
completed  her  duty  in  the  figure  they  were  dancing  than 
she  said  to  Godfrey,  with  a  deep  blush,  that  she  must 
go  and  sit  down  till  Priscilla  could  come  to  her;  for  the 
sisters  had  already  exchanged  a  short  whisper  and  an 
open-eyed  glance  full  of  meaning.  No  reason  less  urgent 
than  this  could  have  prevailed  on  Nancy  to  give  Godfrey 
this  opportunity  of  sitting  apart  with  her.  As  for  God- 
frey, he  was  feeling  so  happy  and  oblivious  under  the  long 
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charm  of  the  country-dance  with  Nancy,  that  he  got  rather 
bold  on  tlie  strength  of  her  confusion,  and  was  capable  of 
leading  her  straight  away,  without  leave  asked,  into  the 
adjoining  small  parlor,  where  the  card-tables  were  set. 

'^  0  no,  thank  you,^^  said  ^ancy,  coldly,  as  soon  as  she 
perceived  where  he  was  going,  "  not  in  there.  Ill  wait 
here  till  Priscilla^s  ready  to  come  to  me.  I'm  sorry  to 
bring  you  out  of  the  dance  and  makfe  myself  troublesome. '' 

"Why,  youll  be  more  comfortable  here  by  yourself," 
said  the  artful  Godfrey:  "Fll  leave  you  here  till  your  sis- 
ter can  come.''    He  spoke  in  an  indifferent  tone. 

That  was  an  agreeable  proposition,  and  just  what  Nancy 
desired;  why,  then,  was  she  a  little  hurt  that  Mr.  God- 
frey should  make  it?  Thev  entered,  and  she  seated  herself 
on  a  chair  against  one  of  the  card-tables,  as  the  stiffest 
and  most  unapproachable  position  she  could  choose. 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  she  said  immediately.  "I  needn't 
give  you  any  more  trouble.  I'm  sorry  you've  had  such  an 
unlucky  partner." 

"  That's  very  ill-natured  of  you,"  said  Godfrey,  stand- 
ing by  her  without  any  sign  of  intended  departure,  "  to 
be  sorry  you've  danced  with  me." 

"  Oh,  no,  sir,  I  don't  mean  to  say  what's  ill-natured  at 
all,"  said  Nancy,  looking  distractingly  prim  and  pretty. 
"When  gentlemen  have  so  many  pleasures;  one  dance  can 
matter  but  very  little." 

"  You  know  that  isn't  true.  You  tnow  one  dance  with 
you  matters  more  to  me  than  all  .the  other  pleasures  in 
the  world." 

It  was  a  long,  long  while  since  Godfrey  had  said  any- 
thing so  direct  as  that,  and  Nancy  was  startled.'  But  her 
instinctive  dignity  and  repugnance  to  any  show  of  emotion 
made  her  sit  perfectly  still,  and  only  throw  a  little  more 
decision  into  her  voice,  as  she  said — 

"  No,  indeed,  Mr.  Godfrey,  that's  not  known  to  me, 
arid  I  have  very  good  reasons  for  thinking  different.  But 
if  it's  true,  I  don't  wish  to  hear  it." 

"Would  you  never  forgive  me,  then,  Nancy  —  never 
think  well  of  me,  let  what  would  happen  —  would  you 
never  think  the  present  made  amends  for  the  past?  Not 
if  I  turned  a  good  fellow,  and  gave  up  everything  you 
didn't  like?" 

Godfrey  was  half  conscious  that  this  sudden  cpportunity 
of  speaking  to  Nancy  alone  had  driven  him  beside  him  sell ; 
but  blind  feeling  had  got  the  mastery  of  his  tongue. 
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Nancy  really  felt  much  agitated  by  the  jx^ssibility  Godf rey^s 
words  suggested,  but  this  very  pressure  of  emotion  that 
she  was  in  danger  of  finding  too  strong  for  her  roused  all 
her  power  of  self-command. 

*'I  should  be  glad  to  see  a  good  change  in  anybody, 
Mr.  Godfrey,"  she  answered,  with  the  slightest  discernible 
difference  of  tone,  "  but  it  ^ud  be  better  if  no  change  was 
wanted.'^ 

'' You're  very  hard-hearted,  Nancy,''  said  Godfrey,  pet- 
tishly. "  You  might  encourage  me  to  be  a  better  fellow. 
I'm  very  miserable — but  you've  no  feeling." 

*'  I  think  those  have  the  least  feeling  that  act  wrong  to 
begin  with,"  said  Nancy,  sending  out  a  flash  in  spite  of 
herself.  Godfrey  was  delighted  with  that  little  flash,  and 
would  have  liked  to  go  on  and  make  her  quarrel  with  him; 
Nancy  was  so  exasperatingly  quiet  and  firm.  But  she  was 
not  indifferent  to  him  yet. 

The  entrance  of  Priscilla,  bustling  forward  and  saying, 
'*  Dear  heart  alive,  child,  let  us  look  at  this  gown,"  cut  off 
Godfrey's  hopes  of  a  quarrel. 

*^  I  suppose  I  must  go  now,"  he  said  to  Priscilla. 

*^  It's  no  matter  to  me  whether  you  go  or  stay,"  said 
that  frank  lady,  searching  for  something  in  her  pocket, 
with  a  preoccupied  brow. 

"Do  you  want  me  to  go?"  said  Godfrey,  looking  at 
Nancy,  who  was  now  standing  up  by  Priscilla's  order. 

"As  you  like,"  said  Nancy,  trying  to  recover  all  her 
former  coldness,  and  looking  down  carefully  at  the  hem  of 
her  gown. 

"  Then  I  like  to  stay,"  said  Godfrey,  with  a  reckless 
determination  to  get  as  much  of  this  joy  as  he  could 
to-night,  and  think  nothing  of  the  morrow. 


CHAPTER  XH. 


While  Godfrey  Cass  was  taking  draug:hts  of  forgetful- 
ness  from  the  sweet  presence  of  Nancy,  willingly  losing  all 
sense  of  that  hidden  bond  which  at  other  moments  galled 
and  fretted  him  so  as  to  mingle  irritation  with  the  very 
sunshine,  Godfrey's  wife  was  walking  with  slow  uncertain 
steps  throiigh  the  snow-covered  Raveloe  lanes,  carrying  her 
child  in  her  arms. 
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This  journey  on  New  Yearns  Eve  was  a  premeditated  act 
of  vengeance  which  she  had  kept  in  her  heart  ever  since 
Godfrey,  in  a  fit  of  passion,  had  told  her  he  would  sooner  die 
than  acknowledge  her  as  his  wife.  There  would  be  a  great 
party  at  the  Red  House  on  New  Yearns  Eve,  she  knew:  her 
husband  would  be  smiling  and  smiled  upon,  hiding  her 
existence  in  the  darkest  corner  of  his  heart.  But  she  would 
mar  his  pleasure:  she  would  go  in  her  dingy  rags,  with  her 
faded  face,  once  as  handsome  as  the  best,  with  her  little 
child  that  had  its  father's  hair  and  eyes,  and  disclose, 
herself  to  the  Squire  as  his  eldest  son^s  wife.  It 
is^  seldom  that  the  miserable  can  help  regarding  their 
misery  as  a  wrong  inflicted  by  those  who  are  less  miserable. 
Molly  knew  that  the  cause  of  her  dingy  rags  was  not  her 
husband^s  neglect,  but  the  demon  Opium  to  whom  she  was 
enslaved,  body  and  soul,  except  in  the  lingering  mother's 
tenderness  that  refused  to  ^ive  him  her  hungry  child. 
She  knew  this  well;  and  yet,  in  the  moments  of  wretched 
unbenumbed  consciousness,  the  sense  of  her  want  and 
degradation  transformed  itself  continually  into  bitterness 
toward  Godfrey.  He  was  well  off;  and  if  she  had  her 
rights'  she  would  be  well  off  too.  The  belief  that  he 
repented  his  marriage,  and  suffered  from  it,  only  aggra- 
vated her  vindictiveness.  Just  and  self -reproving  thoughts 
do  not  come  to  us  too  thickly,  even  in  the  purest  air  and 
with  the  best  lessons  of  heaven  and  earth;  how  should 
those  white-winged  delicate  messengers  make  their  way  to 
Molly's  poisoned  chamber,  inhabited  by  no  higher  mem- 
ories than  those  of  a  barmaid's  paradise  of  pink  ribbons 
and  gentlemen's  jokes? 

She  had  set  out  at  an  early  hour,  but  had  lingered  on 
the  road,  inclined  by  her  indolence  to  believe  that  if  she 
waited  under  a  warm  shed  the  snow  would  cease  to  fall. 
She  had  waited  longer  than  she  knew,  and  now  that  she 
found  herself  belated  in  the  snow-hidden  ruggedness  of 
the  long  lanes,  even  the  animation  of  a  vindictive  purpose 
could  not  keep  her  •  spirit  from  failing.  It  was  seven 
o'clock,  and  by  this  time  she  was  not  very  far  from 
Eaveloe,  but  she  was  not  familiar  enough  with  those 
monotonous  lanes  to  know  how  near  she  was  to  her  jour- 
ney's end.  She  needed  comfort,  and  she  knew  but  one 
comforter — the  familiar  demon  in  her  bosom;  but  she 
hesitated  a  moment,  after  drawing  out  the  black  remnant, 
before  she  raised  it  to  her  lips.  In  that  moment  tlie 
mother's  love  pleaded  for  painful  consciousness  rather 
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than  oblivion — pleaded  to  be  left  in  aching  weariness, 
ratlier  than  to  have  the  encirclinff  arms  benumbed  so  that 
th^y  could  not  feel  the  dear  burden.  In  another  moment 
Molly  had  flung  something  awajr,  but  it  was  not  the  black 
remnant — it  was  an  empty  phial.  And  she  walked  on 
again  under  the  breaking  cloud,  from  which  there  came 
now  and  then  the  light  of  a  quickly  veiled  star,  for  a 
freezing  wind  had  sprung  up  since  the  snowing  had 
ceased.  But  she  walked  always  more  and  more  drowsily, 
and  clutched  more  and  more  automatically  the  sleeping 
child  at  her  bosom. 

Slowly  the  demon  was  working  his  will,  and  cold  and 
weariness  were  his  helpers.  Soon  she  felt  nothing  but  a 
supreme  immediate  longing  that  curtained  off  all  futurity — 
the  longing  to  lie  down  and  sleep.  She  had  arrived  at  a 
spot  v«rhere  her  footsteps  were  no  longer  checked  by  a 
hedgerow,  and  she  had  wandered  vaguely,  unable  to  dis- 
tinguish any  objects,  notwithstanding  the  wide  whiteness 
around  her,  and  the  growing  starlignt.  She  sank  down 
against  a  straggling  mrze  bush,  an  easy  pillow  enough; 
and  the  bed  of  snow,  too,  was  soft.  She  did  not  feel  that 
the  bed  was  cold,  and  did  not  heed  whether  the'  child 
would  wake  and  cry  for  her.  But  her  arms  had  not  yet 
relaxed  their  instinctive  clutch;  and  the  little  one  slum- 
bered on  as  gently  as  if  it  had  been  rocked  in  a  lace- 
trimmed  cradle. 

But  the  complete  torpor  came  at  last:  the  fingers  lost 
their  tension,  the  arms  unbent:  then  the  little  head  fell 
away  from  the  bosom,  and  the  blue  eyes  opened  wide  on 
the  cold  starlight.  At  first  there  was  a  little  peevish  cry 
of  ^^  mammy, ^*  and  an  effort  to  regain  the  pillowing  arm 
and  bosom;  but  mammy's  ear  was  deaf,  and  the  pillow 
seemed  to  be  slipping  away  backward.  Suddenly,  as  the 
child  rolled  downward  on  its  mother's  knees,  all  wet  with 
snow,  its  eyes  were  caught  by  a  bright  glancing  light  on 
the  white  ground,  and,  with  the  ready  transition  of  infancy, 
it  was  immediately  absorbed  in  watching  the  bright  living 
thing  running  toward  it,  yet  never  arrivmg.  That  bright 
living  thing  must  be  caught,  and  in  an  instant  the  child 
has  slipped  on  all-fours,  and  held  out  one  little  hand  to 
catch  the  gleam.  But  the  gleam  would  not  be  caught  in 
that  way,  and  now  the  head  was  held  up  to  see  where  the 
cunning  rfeam  came  from.  It  came  from  a  very  bright 
place;  and  the  little  one,  rising  on  its  legs,  toddled  through 
the  snow,  the  old  grimy  shawl  in  which  it  was  wrapped 
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trailing  behind  it,  and  the  queer  little  bonnet  dangling  at 
its  back — toddled  on  to  the  open  door  of  Silas  Marner's 
cottage,  and  right  up  to  the  warm  hearth,  where  there  was 
a  bright  fire  of  logs  and  sticks,  which  had  thoroughly 
warmed  the  old  sack  (Silases  greatcoat)  spread  out  on  the 
bricks  to  dry.  The  little  one,  accustomed  to  be  left  to 
itself  for  long  hours  without  notice  from  its  mother,  squat- 
ted down  on  the  sack,  and  spread  its  tiny  hands  toward  the 
blaze,  in  perfect  contentment,  gurglinff  and  making  many 
inarticulate  communications  to  the  cheerful  fire,  like  a 
new-hatched  gosling  beginning  to  find  itself  comfortable. 
But  presently  the  warmth  h^  a  lulling  effect,  and  the 
little  golden  head  sank  down  on  the  old  sack,  and  the  blue 
eyes  were  vailed  by  their  delicate  half -transparent  lids. 

But  where  was  Silas  Marner  while  this  strange  visitor 
had  come  to  his  hearth?  He  was  in  the  cottage,  but  he 
did  not  see  the  child.  During  the  last  few  weeks,  since  he 
had  lost  his  money,  he  had  contracted  the  habit  of  opening 
his  door  and  looking  out  from  time  to  time,  as  if  he  thought 
that  his  money  might  be  somehow  coming  back  to  him,  or 
that  some  trace,  some  news  of  it,  mi^ht  be  mysteriously 
on  the  road,  and  be  Qaught  by  the  listening  ear  or  the 
straining  eye.  It  was  chiefly  at  night,  when  he  was  not 
occupied  in  his  loom,  that  he  fell  into  this  repetition  of  an 
act  for  which  he  could  have  assigned  no  definite*  purpose, 
and  which  can  hardly  be  understood  except  by  those  who 
have  undergone  a  bewildering  separation  from  a  supremely 
loved  object.  In  the  evening  twilight,  and  later,  whenever 
the  night  was  not  dark,  Silas  looted  out  on  that  narrow 
prospect  round  the  Stone-pits,  listening  and  gazing,  not 
with  hope,  but  with  mere  yearning  and  unrest. 

This  morning  he  had  been  told  by  some  of  his  neighbors 
that  it  was  New  Yearns  Eve,  and  that  he  must  sit  up  and 
hear  the  old  year  rung  out  and  the  new  rung  in,  because 
that  was  good  luck,  and  might  bring  his  money  back 
again.  This  was  only  a  friendly  Eaveloe  way  of  jesting 
with  the  half-crazy  oddities  of  a  miser,  but  it  nad  perhaps 
helped  to  throw  Silas  into  a  more  than  usually  excited 
state.  Since  the  oncoming  of  twilight  he  had  opened 
his  door  again  and  again,  though  only  to  shut  it  imme- 
diately at  seeing  all  distance  veiled  by  the  falling  snow. 
But  the  last  time  he  opened  it  the  snow  had  ceased,  and 
the  clouds  were  parting  here  and  there.  He  stood  and 
listened,  and  gazed  for  a  long  while — there  was  really 
something  on  the  road  coming  toward  him  then,  but  he 
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caught  no  sign  of  it;  and  the  stillness  and  the  wide  track- 
less snow  seemed  to  narrow  his  solitude,  and  touched  his 
yearning  with  the  chill  of  despair.  He  went  in  again,  and 
put  his  right  hand  on  the  latch  of  the  door  to  close  it — 
but  he  did  not  close  it:  he  was  arrested,  as  he  had  been 
already  since  his  loss,  by  the  invisible  wand  of  catalepsy, 
and  stood  like  a  grayen  image,  with  wide  but  sightless 
eyes,  holding  open  his  door,  powerless  to  resist  either  the 
good  or  the  evil  that  might  enter  there. 

When  Mamer's  sensibility  returned,  he  continued  the 
action  which  had  been  arrested,  and  closed  his  door, 
unaware  of  the  chasm  in  his  consciousness,  unaware  of 
any  intermediate  change,  except  that  the  light  had  grown 
dim,  and  that  he  was  chilled  and  faint.  He  thought  he 
had  b^en  too  long  standing  at  the  door  and  looking  out. 
Turning  toward  the  hearth,  where  the  two  logs  had  fallen 
apart,  and  sent  forth  only  a  red  uncertain  glimmer,  he 
seated  himself  on  his  fireside  chair,  and  was  stooping  to 
push  his  logs  together,  when,  to  his  blurred  vision,  it 
seemed  as  if  there  were  gold  on  the  floor  in  front  of  the 
hearth.  Otoldl — his  own  gold  —  brought  back  to  him  as 
mysteriously  as  it  had  been  taken  away!  He  felt  his  heart 
beiat  violentlv,  and  for  a  few  moments  he  was  unable  to 
stretch  out  his  hand  and  grasp  the  restored  treasure. 
The  heap  of  gold  seemed  to  glow  and,  get  larger  beneath 
his  agitated  gaze.  He  leaned  forward  at  last,  and  stretched 
forth  his  hand;  but  instead  of  the  hard  coin  with  the 
familiar  resisting  outline,  his  fingers  encountered  soft 
warm  curls.  In  utter  amazement,  Silas  fell  on  his  knees 
and  bent  his  head  low  to  examine  the  marvel:  it  was  a 
sleeping  child — a  round,  fair  thing,  with  soft  yellow  rings 
all  over  its  head.  Could  this  be  his  little  sister  come  back 
to  him  in  a  dream — his  little  sister  whom  he  had  carried 
about  in  his  arms  for  a  year  before  she  died,  when  he  was 
a  small  boy  without  shoes  or  stockings?  That  was  the 
first  thought  that  darted  across  Silas's  blank  wonderment. 
Was  it  a  dream?  He  rose  to  his  feet  again,  pushed  his 
logs  together,  and,  throwing  on  some  dried  leaves  and 
sticks,  raised  a  flame;  but  the  flame  did  not  disperse  the 
vision — ^it  only  lit  up  more  distinctly  the  little  round  form 
of  the  child,  and  its  shabby  clothing.  It  was  very  mucli 
like  his  little  sister.  Silas  sank  into  his  chair  powerless, 
un^er  the  double  presence  of  an  inexplicable  surprise  and 
a  hurrying  influx  of  memories.  How  and  when  had  the 
child  come  in  without  his  knowledge?   He  had  never  been 
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beyond  the  door.  But  along  with  that  question,  and 
almost  thrusting  it  away,  there  was  a  vision  of  the  old 
home  and  the  old  streets  leading  to  Lantern  Yard — and 
within  that  vision  another,  of  the  thoughts  which  had 
been  present  with  him  in  those  far-off  scenes.  The 
thoughts  were  strange  to  him  now,  like  old  friendships 
impossible  to  revive;  and  yet  he  had  a  dreamy  feeling  that 
this  child  was  somehow  a  message  come  to  him  from  that 
far-off  life:  it  stirred  fibres  that  had  never  been  moved  in 
Raveloe — old  quiverings  of  tenderness— old  impressions  of 
awe  at  the  presentiment  of  some  Power  presiding  over  his 
life;  for  his  imagination  had  not  yet  extricated  itself  from 
the  sense  of  mystery  in  the  child's  sudden  presence,  and 
had  formed  no  conjectures  of  ordinary  natural  means  by 
which  the  event  could  have  been  brought  about. 

But  there  was  a  cry  on  the  hearth:  the  child  had 
awaked,  and  Mamer  stooped  to  lift  it  on  his  knee.  It 
clung  round  his  neck,  and  burst  louder  and  louder  into 
that  mingling  of  inarticulate  cries  with  "mammy**  by 
which  little  children  express  the  bewilderment  of  waking. 
Silas  pressed  it  to  him,  and  almost  unconsciously  uttered 
sounds  of  hushing  tenderness,  while  he  bethought  himself 
that  some  of  his  porridge,  which  had  got  cool  by  the  dyine 
fire,  would  do  to  feed  the  child  with  if  it  were  only  warmed 
up  a  little. 

He  had  plenty  to  do  through  the  next  hour.  The  por- 
ridge, sweetened  with  some  dry  brown  sugar  from  an  old 
store  which  he  had  refrained  from  using  for  himself, 
stopped  the  cries  of  the  little  one,  and  made  her  lift  her  blue 
eyes  with  a  wide  quiet  gaze  at  Silas,  as  he  put  the  spoon 
into  her  mouth.  Presently  she  slipped  from  his  knee  and 
began  to  toddle  about,  but  with  a  pretty  stagger  that  made 
Silas  jump  up  and  follow  her  lest  she  should  fall  against 
anything  that  would  hurt  her.  But  she  only  fell  in  a 
sitting  posture  on  the  ground,  and  began  to  pull  at  her 
boots,  looking  up  at  him  with  a  crying  face  as  if  the  boots 
hurt  her.  He  took  her  on  his  knee  again,  but  it  was  some 
time  before  it  occurred  to  Silas's  dull  bachelor  mind  that 
the  wet  boots  were  the  grievance,  pressing  on  her  warm 
ankles.  He  got  them  off  with  difficulty,  and  baby  was  at 
once  happily  occupied  with  the  primary  mystery  of  her  own 
toes,  inviting  Silas  with  much  chuckling,  to  consider  the 
mystery  too.  But  the  wet  boots  had  at  last  suggested  to 
Silas  that  the  child  had  been  walking  on  the  snow,  and  this 
roused  him  from  his  entire  oblivion  of  any  ordinary  means 


SILAS  MARNEll.  Ill 

by  which  it  could  have  entered  or  been  brought  into  his 
house.  Under  the  prompting  of  this  new  idea,  and  with- 
out waiting  to  form  conjectures,  he  raised  the  child  in  his 
arms,  and  went  to  the  door.  As  soon  as  he  had  opened  it, 
there  was  the  cry  of  "  mammy '^  again,  which  Silas  had 
not  heard  since  the  child's  first  hungry  waking.  Bending 
forward,  he  could  just  discern  the  marks  made  by  the  little 
feet  on  the  virgin  snow,  and  he  followed  their  track  to  the 
furze  bushes.  ^^  Mammy! "  the  little  one  cried  again  and 
again,  stretching  itself  forward  so  as  almost  to  escape  from 
Silas's  arms,  before  he  himself  was  aware  that  there  was 
something  more  than  the  bush  before  him — ^that  there  was 
a  human  body,  with  the  head  sunk  low  in  the  furze,  and 
haK-covered  with  the  shaken  snow. 


CHAPTER  Xm. 


It  was  after  the  early  supper-time  at  the  Bed  House,  and 
the  entertainment  was  in  that  stage  when  bashf  ulness  itself 
had  passed  into  easy  jollity,  when  gentlemen,  conscious  of 
unusual  accomplishments,  could  at  length  be  prevailed  on 
to  dance  a  hornpipe,  and  when  the  Squire  preferred  talk- 
ing loudly,  scattering  snuff,  and  patting  his  visitors'  backs, 
to  sitting  longer  at  the  whist-table — a  choice  exasperating 
to  uncle  Kimble,  who,  being  always  volatile  in  sober  busi- 
ness hours,  became  intense  and  bitter  over  cards  and 
brandy,  shuffled  before  his  adversary's  deal  with  a  glare  of 
suspicion,  and  turned  up  alhean  trump-card  with  an  air  of 
inexpressible  disgust,  as  if  in  a  world  where  such  things 
could  happen  one  might  as  well  enter  on  a  course  of  reck- 
less profligacy.  When  the  evening  had  advanced  to  this 
pitch  of  freedom  and  enjoyment,  it  was  usiial  for  the  serv- 
ants, the  heavy  duties  of  supper  being  well  over,  to  get 
their  share  of  amusement  by  coming  to  look  on  at  tne 
dancing;  so  that  the  back  regions  of  the  house  were  left 
in  solitude. 

There  were  two  doors  by  which  the  White  Parlor  was 
entered  from  the  hall,  and  they  were  both  standing  open 
for  the  sake  of  air;  but  the  lower  one  was  crowded  with 
the  servants  and  villagers,  and  only  the  upper  doorway  was 
left  free.  Bob  Cass  was  figuring  in  a  hornpipe,  and  his 
father,  very  proud  of  his  lithe  son,  whom  he  repeatedly 
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declared  to  be  just  like  Kimself  in  his  young  days  in  a  tone 
that  implied  this  to  be  the  very  highest  stamp  of  juvenile 
merit,  was  the  centre  of  a  group  who  had  placed  them- 
selves opposite  the  performer,  not  far  from  the  upper  door. 
Godfrey  was  standing  a  little  way  off,  not  to  admire  his 
brother's  dancing,  but  to  keep  sight  of  Nancy,  who  was 
,  seated  in  the  group,  near  her  father.  He  stood  aloof, 
because  he  wished  to  avoid  suggesting  himself  as  a  subject 
for  the  Squire's  fatherly  jokes  in  connection  with  matri- 
mony and  Miss  Nancy  Lammeter's  beautv,  which  were 
likely  to  become  more  and  more  explicit,  6ut  he  had  the 
prospect  of  dancing  with  her  affain  when  the  hornpipe  was 
concluded,  and  in  the  meanwhile  it  was  very  pleasant,  to 
get  long  glances  at  her  quite  unobserved. 

But  when  Godfrey  was  lifting  his  eyes  from  one  of 
those  long  glances,  they  encountered  an  object  as  startling 
to  him  at  that  moment  as  if  it  had  been  an  apparition 
from  the  dead.  It  was  ai^  apparition  from  that  hidden 
life  which  lies,  like  a  dark  by-street,  behind  the  goodly  orna- 
mented facade  that  meets  the  sunlight  and  the  gaze  of 
respectable  admirers.  It  was  his  own  child  carried  in  Silas 
Marner's  arms.  That  was  his  instantaneous  impression, 
unaccompanied  by  doubt,  though  he  had  not  seen  the 
child  for  months  past;  and  when  the  hope  was  rising  that 
he  might  possibly  be  mistaken,  Mr.  Crackenthorp  and  Mr. 
Lammeter  had  already  advanced  to  Silas,  in  astonishment 
at  this  strange  advent.  Godfrey  joined  them  immediately, 
nnable  to  rest  without  hearing  every  word — trying  to  con- 
trol himself,  but  conscious  that  if  any  one  noticed  him, 
they  must  see  that  he  was  white-lipped  and  trembling. 

But  now  all  eyes  at  that  end  of  the  room  were  bent  on 
Silas  Marner;  the  Squire  himself  had  risen,  and  asked 
angrily,  ^^  How's  this? — what's  this? — what  do  you  do  com- 
ing in  here  in  this  way?" 

^^I'm  come  for  the  doctor — I  want  the  doctor,"  Silas  had 
said,  in  the  first  moment,  to  Mr.  Crackenthorp. 

^^Why,  what's  the  matter,  Marner?"  said  the  rector. 
"The  doctor's  here;  but  say  quietly  what  you  want  him 
for." 

.  "  It's  a  woman,"  said  Silas,  speaking  low  and  half  breath- 
lessly, just  as  Godfrey  came  up.  "  She's  dead,  I  think — 
dead  in  the  snow  at  the  Stone-pits — ^not  far  from  my  door." 

Godfrey  felt  a  great  throb;  there  was  one  terror  in  his 
mind  at  that  moment;  it  was  that  the  woman  might  not 
be  dead.     That  was  an  evil  terror — an  ugly  inmate  to  have 
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found  a  nestling-place  in  Godfrey's  kindly  disposition;  but 
no  disposition  is  a  security  from  evil  wishes  to  a  man  whose 
happiness  hangs  on  duplicity.    ^ 

''Hush,  husn!"  said  Mr.  Cracken thorp.  "Go  out  into 
the  hall  there.  Til  fetch  the  doctor  to  you.  Found  a 
woman  in  the  snow — ^and  thinks  she's  dead/'  he  added, 
speaking  low  to  the  Squire.  "  Better  say  as  little  about  it 
as  possible;  it  will  shock  the  ladies.  Just  tell  them  a  poor 
woman  is  ill  from  cold  and  hunger.  I'll  go  and  fetch 
Kimble." 

By  this  time,  however,  the  ladies  had  pressed  forward, 
curious  to  know  what  could  have  brought  the  solitary 
linen-weaver  there  under  such  strange  circumstances,  and 
interested  in  the  pretty  child,  who,  half  alarmed  and  half 
attracted  by  the  brightness  and  the  numerous  company, 
now  frowned  and  hid  her  face,  now  lifted  up  her  head 
again  and  looked  round  placably,  until  a  touch  or  a  coax- 
ing word  brought  back  the  frown  and  made  her  bury  hei* 
face  with  new  determination. 

''What  child  is  it?"  said  several  ladies  at  once,  and, 
among  the  rest,  Nancy  Lammeter,  addressing  Godfrey. 

"I  don't  know^ome  poor  woman's  who  has  been  found 
in  the  snow,  I  believe,'^  was  the  answer  Godfrey  wrung 
from  himself  with  a  terrible  effoi-t.  ('^ After  all,  am  I 
certain?"  he  hastened  to  add,  in  anticipation  of  his  own 
conscience.) 

"  Why,  you'd  better  leave  the  child  here,  then.  Master 
Mamer,"  said  good-natured  Mrs.  Kimble,  hesitating,  how- 
ever, to  take  those  dingy  clothes  into  contact  with  her  own 
ornamented  satin  bodice.  "  111  tell  one  o'  the  girls  to 
fetch  it." 

"No — ^no — I  can't  part  with  it;  I  can't  let  it  go,"  said 
Silas  abruptly.    "  It's  come  to  me— I've  a  right  to  keep  it. " 

The  proposition  to  take  tho^ child  from  him  had  come  to 
Silas  quite  unexpectedly,  and  his  speech,  uttered  under  a 
strong  sudden  impulse,  was  almost  like  a  revelation  to 
himself:  a  minute  before,  he  had  no  distinct  intention 
about  the  child. 

"Did  you  ever  hear  the  like?"  said  Mrs.  Kimble,  in 
mild  surprise,  to  her  neighbor. 

"Now,  ladies,  I  must  trouble  you  to  stand  aside,"  said 
Mr.  Kimble,  coming  from  the  card-room,  in  some  bitter- 
ness at  the  interruption,  but  drilled  by  the  long  habit  of 
his  profession  into  obedience  to  unpleasant  calls,  even 
when  he  was  hardly  sober. 
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''It's  a  nasty  business  turning  out  now,  eh,  Kimblef 
said  the  Squire.  "He  might  ha'  gone  for  your  young 
fellow — ^the  'prentice,  there — what's  his  name?" 

"Might?  ay — what's^  the  use  of  talking  about  might? ^* 
growled  uncle  Kimble,  hastening  out  with  Marner,  and 
followed  by  Mr.  Crackenthorp  and  Godfrey.  "Get  me  a 
pair  of  thick  boots,  Godfrey,  will  you?  And  stay,  let 
somebody  run  to  Winthrop's  and  fetch  Dolly— she^s  the 
best  woman  to  get.  Ben  was  here  himself  before  supper; 
is  he  gone?" 

"Yes,  sir,  I  met  him,"  said  Marner;  "but  I  couldn^t 
stop  to  tell  him  anything,  only  I  said  I  was  ^oing  for  the 
doctor,  and  he  said  the  doctor  was  at  the  Squire's.  And  I 
nijade  haste  and  ran,  and  there  was  nobody  to  be  seen  at 
the  back  o'  the  house,  and  so  I  went  in  to  where  the 
company  was." 

The  child,  no  longer  distracted  by  the  bright  light  and 
the  smiling  women's  faces,  began  to  cry  and  call  for 
"  mammy,"  though  always  clinging  to  Marner,  who  had 
apparently  won  her  thorough  confidence.  Godfrey  had 
come  back  with  the  boots,  and  felt  the  cry  as  if  some  fibre 
were  drawn  tight  within  him. 

"I'll  go,"  he  said,  hastily,  eager  for  some  movement; 
"I'll  go  and  fetch  the  woman — Mrs.  Winthrop." 

"Oh,  pooh — send  somebody  else,"  said  uncle  Kimble, 
hurrying  away  with  Marner. 

"  You'll  let  me  know  if  I  can  be  of  any  use,  Kimble," 
said  Mr.  Crackenthorp.  But  the  doctor  was  out  of 
hearing. 

Godfrey,  too,  had  disappeared.  He  was  gone  to  snatch 
his  hat  and  coat,  having  just  reflection  enough  to  remem- 
ber that  he  must  not  look:  like  a  madman;  but  he  rushed 
out  of  the  house  into  the  snow  without  heeding  his  thin 
shoes. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  was  on  his  rapid  way  to  the 
Stone-pits  by  the  side  of  Dolly,  who,  though  feeling  that 
she  was  entirely  in  her  place  in  encountering  cold  and 
snow  on  an  errand  of  mercy,  was  much  concerned  at  a 
young  gentleman's  getting  his  feet  wet  under  a  like 
impulse. 

"  You'd  a  deal  better  go  back,  sir,"  said  Dolly,  with 
respectful  compassion.  "You've  no  call  to  catch  cold; 
and  I'd  ask  you  if  you'd  be  so  good  as  to  tell  my  husbancj 
to  come,  on  your  way  back — he's  at  the  Rainbow,  I  doubt — . 
if  you  found  him  anyway  sober  enough  to  be  o'  use.     Oi 
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else,  there's  Mrs.  Snell  'ud  happen  send  the  boy  up  to  fetch 
and  carry,  for  there  may  oe  things  wanted  from  the 
doctor's. '^ 

**No,  ni  stay,  now  Tm  once  out — 111  stay  outside 
here,"  said  Godfrey,  when  they  came  opposite  Marner's 
cottage.  ^^  You  can  come  and  tell  me  if  I  can  do  any- 
thing/' 

*^Well,  sir,  you're  very  good:  you've  a  tender  heart," 
said  Dolly,  going  to  the  door. 

Godfrey  was  too  painfully  preoccupied  to  feel  a  twinge 
of  self-reproach  at  this  undeserved  praise.  He  walked  up 
and  down,  unconscious  that  he  was  plunging  ankle-deep 
in  snow,  unconscious  of  everything  but  trembling  sus- 
pense about  what  was  going  on  in  the  cottage,  and  the 
effect  of  each  alternative  on  his  future  lot.  No,  not  quite 
unconscious  of  everything  else.  Deeper  down,  and  half- 
smothered  by  passionate  desire  and  dread,  there  was  the 
sense  that  he  ought  not  to  be  waiting  on  these  alterna- 
tives; that  he  ought  to  accept  the  consequences  of  his 
deeds,  own  the  miserable  wife,  and  fulfill  the  cjaims  of  the 
helpless  child.  But  he  had  not  moral  courage  enough  to 
contemplate  that  active  renunciation  of  Nancy  as  possible 
for  him:  he  had  only  conscience  and  heart  enough  to 
make  him  forever  uneasy  under  the  weakness  that  forbade 
the  renunciation.  And  at  this  moment  his  mind  leaped 
away  from  all  restraint  toward  the  sudden  prospect  of 
deliverance  from  his  long  bondage. 

"Is  she  dead?"  said  the  voice  that  predominated  over 
every  other  within  him.  "If  she  is,  I  may  marry  Nancy; 
and  then  I  shall  be  a  good  fellow  in  future,  and  have  no 
secrets,  and  the  child — shall  be  taken  care  of  somehow." 
But  across  that  vision  came  the  other  possibility — "She 
may  live,  and  then  it's  all  up  with  me." 

Godfrey  never  knew  how  long  it  was  before  the  door  of 
the  cottage  opened  and  Mr.  Kimble  came  out.  He  went 
forward  to  meet  his  uncle,  prepared  to  suppress  the  agita- 
tion he  must  feel,  whatever  news  he  was  to  hear. 

"  I  waited  for  you,  as  I'd  come  so  far,"  he  said,  speak- 
ing first. 

"Pooh,  it  was  nonsense  for  you  to  come  out:  why 
didn't  you  send  one  of  the  men?  There's  nothing  to  be 
done.  She's  dead — has  been  dead  for  hours,  I  should 
say." 

"What  sort  of  woman  is  she?"  said  Godfrey,  feeling  the 
blood  rush  to  his  face. 
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^^A  young  wohian,  but  emaciated,  With  long  black  hair. 
Some  vagrant  —  quite  in  rags.  She's  got  a  wedding-ring 
on,  however.  They  must  fetch  her  away  to  the  workhouse 
to-morrow.     Come,  come  along." 

"I  want  to  look  at  her,"  said  Godfrey.  "I  think  I  saw 
such  a  woman  yesterday,  ni  overtake  you  in  a  minute 
or  two." 

Mr.  Kimble  went  on,  and  Godfrey  turned  back  to  the 
cottage.  He  cast  only  one  glance  at  the  dead  face  on  the 
pillow,  which  Dolly  had  smoothed  with  decent  care;  but 
he  remembered  that  last  look  at  his  unhappy  hated  wife 
so  well,  that  at  the  end  of  sixteen  years  every  line  in  the 
worn  face  was  present  to  him  when  he  told  the  full  story 
of  this  night. 

He  turned  immediately  toward  the  hearth,  where  Silas 
Marner  sat  lulling  the  child.  She  was  perfectly  quiet 
now,  but  not  asleep — only  soothed  by  sweet  porridge 
and  warmth  into  that  wide-gazing  calm  which  makes  us 
older  human  beings,  with  our  inward  turmoil,  feel  a  cer- 
tain awe  in  the  presence  of  a  little  child,  such  as  we  feel 
before  some  quiet  majesty  or  beautv  in  the  earth  or  sky — 
before  a  steady  glowing  planet,  or  a  lull-flowered  eglantine, 
or  the  biding  trees  over  a  silent  pathway.  The  wide- 
open  blue  eyes  looked'  uj)  at  Godfrey's  without  any  un- 
easiness or  sign  of  recognition;  the  child  could  make  no 
visible  audible  claim  on  its  father;  and  the  father  felt  a 
strange  mixture  of  feelings,  a  conflict  of  regret  and  joy, 
that  the  pulse  of  that  little  heart  had  no  response  for  the 
half-jealous  yearning  in  his  own,  when  the  blue  eyes 
turned  away  from  him  slowly,  and  fixed  themselves  on  the 
weaver's  queer  face,  which  was  bent  low  down  to  look  at 
them,  while  the  small  hand  began  to  pull  Marner's  with- 
ered cheek  with  loving  disfiguration. 

'^You'll  take  the  child  to  the  parish  to-morrow?"  asked 
Godfrey,  speaking  as  indifferently  as  he  could. 

'^Who  says  so?"  said  Marner,  sharply.  "Will  they 
make  me  take  her?" 

"Why,  you  wouldn't  like  to  keep  her,  should  you — an 
old  bachelor  like  you?  " 

"  Till  anybody  shows  they've  a  right  to  take  her  away 
from  me,"  said  Marner.  "The  mother's  dead,  and  1 
reckon  it's  got  no  father;  it's  a  lone  thing — and  I'm  a  lone 
thing.  My  money's  gone,  I  don't  know  where — and  this 
is  come  from  I  don't  know  where.  I  know  nothing — 
I'm  partly  mazed." 
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"  Poor  little  thing!  ^'  said  Godfrey.  ^'-  Let  me  give  some- 
thing toward  finding  it  clothes/' 

He  had  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  found  haU-a- 
guinea,  and,  thrusting  it  into  Silases  hand,  he  hurried  out 
of  the  cottage  to  overtake  Mr.  Kimble. 

*^  Ah,  I  see  it's  not  the  same  woman  I  saw,"  he  said  as 
he  came  up.  ^^  It's  a  pretty  little  child;  the  old  fellow 
seems  to  want  to  keep  it;  that's  strange  for  a  miser  like 
him.  But  I  gave  him  a  trifle  to  help  him  out;  the  parish 
isn't  likely  to  quarrel  with  him  for  the  right  to  keep  the 

^^  No;  but  I've  seen  the  time  when  I  might  have  quar- 
reled with  him  for  it  myself.  It's  too  late  now,  though. 
If  the  child  ran  into  the  fire,  your  aunt's  too  fat  to  over- 
take it;  she  could  only  sit  and  grunt  like  an  alarmed  sow. 
But  what  a  fool  you  are,  Godfrey,  to  come  out  in  your 
dancing  shoes  and  stockings  in  this  way — and  you  one  of 
the  beaux  of  the  evening,  and  at  your  own  house!  What 
do  you  mean  by  such  freaks,  young  fellow?  Has  Miss 
Nancy  been  cruel,  and  do  you  want  to  spite  her  by  spoiling 
your  pumps?" 

"  0,  everything  has  been  disagreeable  to-night.  I  was 
tired  to  death  of  jigging  and  gallanting,  and  that  bother 
about  the  hornpipes.  And  I'd  got  to  dance  with  the  other 
Miss  Gunn,"  said  Godfrey,  glad  of  the  subterfuge  his  uncle 
had  suggested  to  him. 

The  prevarication  and  white  lies  which  a  mind  that 
keeps  itself  ambitiously  pure  is  as  uneasy  under  as  a  great 
artist  under  the  false  touches  that  no  eye  detects  but  his 
own,  are  worn  as  lightly  as  mere  trimmings  when  once 
the  actions  have  become  a  lie. 

Godfrey  reappeared  in  the  White  Parlor  with  dry  feet, 
and,  since  the  truth  must  be  told,  with  a  sense  of  relief 
and  gladness  that  was  too  strong  for  painful  thoughts  to 
struggle  with.  For  could  he  not  venture  now,  whenever 
opportunity  offered,  to  say  the  tenderest  things  to  Nancy 
Lammeter — ^to  promise  her  and  himself  that  he  would 
always  be  just  what  she  would  desire  to  see  him?  There 
was  no  danger  that  his  dead  wife  would  be  recognized: 
those  were  not  days  of  active  inquiry  and  wide  report;  and 
as  for  the  registry  of  their  marriage,  that  was  a  long  wav 
off,  buried  in  unturned  pages,  away  from  every  one  s 
interest  but  his  own.  Dunsey  might  betray  him  if  he 
came  back;  but  Dunsey  might  be  won  to  silence. 

A^i  when  events  turn  out  so  much  better  |or  a  man 
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than  he  has  had  reason  to  dread,  is  it  not  a  proof  that  his 
conduct  has  been  less  foolish  and  blameworthy  than  it 
might  otherwise  have  appeared?  When  we  are  treated 
well,  we  naturally  begin  to  think  that  we  are  not  altogether 
unmeritorious,  and  that  it  is  only  just  we  should  treat 
ourselves  well^  and  not  mar  our  own  good  fortune.  Where, 
after  all,  would  be  the  use  of  his  confessing  the  past  to 
Nancy  Lammeter,  and  throwing  away  his  happiness? — 
nay,  hers?  for  he  felt  some  confidence  that  she  loved  him. 
As  for  the  child,  he  would  see  that  it  was  cared  for:  he 
would  never  forsake  it;  he  would  do  everything  but  OAvn 
it.  Perhaps  it  would  be  just  as  happy  in  life  without 
being  owned  by  its  father,  seeing  that  nobody  could  tell 
how  things  would  turn  out,  and  that — is  there  any  other 
reason  wanted? — well,  then,  that  the  father  would  be  much 
happier  without  owning  the  child. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


There  was  a  pauperis  burial  that  week  in  Eaveloc,  and 
up  Kench  Yard  at  Bafcherley  it  was  known  that  the  dark- 
haired  woman  with  the  fair  child,  who  had  lately  come  to 
lodge  there,  was  gone  away  again.  That  was  all  the 
express  note  taken  that  Molly  had  disappeared  from  the 
eyes  of  men.  But  the  unwept  death  which,  to  the  general 
lot,  seemed  as  trivial  as  the  sum^ier-shed  leaf,  was  charged 
with  the  force  of  destiny  to  certain  human  lives  that  we 
know  of,  shaping  their  joys  and  sorrows  even  to  the  end. 

Silas  Marner^s  determination  to  keep  the  ^*tramp^s 
child  ^^  was  matter  of  hardly  less  surprise  and  iterated  talk 
in  the  village  than  the  robbery  of  his  money.  That  soft- 
ening of  feeling  toward  him  which  dated  from  his  misfort- 
une, that  merging  of  suspicion  and  dislike  in  a  rather 
contemptuous  pity  for  him  as  lone  and  crazy,  was  now 
accompanied  with  a  more  active  sympathy,  especially 
amongst  the  women.  Notable  mothers,  who  know  what  it 
was  to  keep  children  "  whole  and  sweet ";  lazy  mothers, 
who  knew  what  it  was  to  be  interrupted  in  folding  their 
arms  and  scratching  their  elbows  by  the  mischievous  pro- 
pensities of  children  just  firm  on  their  legs,  were  equally 
mterested  in  conjecturing  how  a  lone  man  would  manage 
with  a  two-year-old  child  on  his  hands,  and  were  equally 
ready  with  their  suggestions:  the  notable  chiefly  telling 
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him  what  he  had  better  do,  and  the  lazy  ones  being 
emphatic  in  telling  him  what  he  would  never  he  able  to  do. 

Among  the  notable  mothers,  Dolly  Winthrop  was  the 
one  whose  neighborly  oflRces  were  the  most  acceptable  to 
Mamer,  for  they  were  rendered  without  any  show  of  bust- 
ling instruction.  Silas  had  shown  her  the  half-guinea 
given  to  him  by  Godfrey,  and  had  asked  her  what  he  should 
do  about  getting  some  clothes  for  the  child. 

"Eh,  Master  Mamer, ^^  said  Dolly,'  "there^s  no  call  to 
buy  no  more  nor  a  pair  o'  shoes;  for  Fve  got  tho  little  fjet- 
ticoats  as  Aaron  wore  five  years  ago,  and  it^s  ill  spending 
the  money  on  them  baby-clothes,  for  the  child  'ull  grow 
like  grass  i*  May,  bless  it— that  it  will.*' 

And  the  same  day  Dolly  brought  her  bundle,  and  dis- 
played to  Mamer,  one  by  one,  the  tiny  garments  in  their 
due  order  of  succession,  most  of  them  patched  and  darned, 
but  clean  and  neat  as  fresh-sprung  herbs.  This  was  the 
introduction  to  a  great  ceremony  with  soap  and  water, 
from  which  Baby  came  out  in  new  beauty,  and  sat  on 
Dolly's  knee,  handling  her  toes  and  chuckling  and  patting 
her  palms  together  with  an  air  of  having  made  several  dis- 
coveries about  herself,  which  she  communicated  by  alter- 
nate sounds  of  "gug-gug-gug,''  and  "mammy.''  The 
**  mammy  "  was  not  a  cry  of  need  or  uneasiness:  Baby  had 
been  used  to  utter  it  without  expecting  either  tender  sound 
or  touch  to  follow. 

"  Anybody  'ud  think  the  angils  in  heaven  couldn't  be 
prettier,"  said  Dolly,  rubbing  the  golden  curls  and  kissing 
them.  "And  to  think  of  its  being  covered  wi'them  dirty 
rags — and  the  poor  mother — froze  to  death;  but  there  s 
Them  as  took  care  of  it,  and  brought  it  to  your  door. 
Master  Marner.  The  door  was  open,  and  it  walked  in  over 
the  snow,  like  as  if  it  had  been  a  little  starved  robin. 
Didn't  you  say  the  door  was  open?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Silas,  meditatively.  "  Yes — ^the  door  was 
open.  The  money's  gone,  I  don't  know  where,  and  this  is 
come  from  I  don't  know  where." 

He  had  not  mentioned  to  any  one  his  unconsciousness  of 
the  child's  entrance,  shrinking  from  questions  which  might 
lead  to  the  fact  he  himself  suspected — namely,  that  he  had 
been  in  one  of  his  trances. 

"  Ah,"  said  Dolly,  with  soothing  gravity,  "  it's  like  the 
night  and  the  morning,  and  the  sleeping  and  the  waking, 
and  the  rain  and  the  harvest — one  goes  and  the  other 
comes^  and  we  know  nothing  how  nor  where.     We  may 
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strive  and  scrat  and  fend,  but  it^s  little  we  can  do  arter 
all — the  big  things  come  and  so  wi'  no  striving  o*  our'n — 
they  do,  that  they  do;  and  I  tnink  you're  in  the  riffht  on 
it  to  keep  the  little  un.  Master  Marner,  seeing  .as  it  s  been 
sent  to  you,  though  there's  folks  as  thinks  different. 
You'll  hapjjen  be  a  bit  moithered  with  it  while  it's  so  little; 
but  I'll  come,  and  welcome,  and  see  to  it  for  you:  I've  a 
bit  o'  time  to  spare  most  days,  for  when  one  gets  up  betimes 
i'  the  morning,  the  clock  seems  to  stan'  still  tow'rt  ten, 
afore  it's  time  to  go  about  the  victual.  So,  as  I  say,  I'll 
come  and  see  to  the  child  for  you,  and  welcome." 

"Thank  you kindly,"* said  Silas,  hesitating  a  little.. 

"I'll  be  glad  if  you'll  tell  me  things.  But,"  he  added, 
uneasily,  learning  forward  to  look  at  Baby  with  some 
jealousy,  as  she  was  resting  her  head  backward  against 
bolly's  arm,  and  eyeing  him  contentedly  from  a  distance — 
"  But  I  want  to  do  things  for  it  myself,  else  it  may  get 
fond  o'  somebody  else,  and  not  fond  o'  me.  I've  been  used 
to  fending  for  myself  in  the  house — I  can  learn,  I  can 
learn." 

"  Eh,  to  be  sure,"  said  Dolly,  gently.  "  I've  see  men  as 
are  wonderful  handy  wi'  children.  The  men  are  awk'ard 
and  contrairy  mostly,  God  help  'em — but  when  the  drink's 
out  of  'em,  they  aren't  unsensible,  though  they're  bad  for 
leeching  and  bandaging — so  fiery  and  unpatient.  You  see 
this  goes  first,  next  the  skin,"  proceeded  Dolly,  taking  up 
the  little  shirt,  and  putting  it  on. 

'^  Yes,"  said  Marner,  docuely,  bringing  his  eyes  very  close, 
that  they  midit  be  initiated  m  the  mysteries;  whereupon 
Baby  seized  his  head  with  both  her  small  arms,  and  put 
her  lips  against  his  face  with  purring  noises. 

"  See  there,"  said  Dolly,  with  a  woman's  tender  tact, 
"she's  fondest  o'  you.  She  wants  to  go  o'  your  lap,  I'll  be 
bound.  Go,  then:  take  her.  Master  Marner;  you  can  put 
the  things  on,  and  then  you  can  say  as  you've  done  for  her 
from  the  first  of  her  coming  to  you," 

Marner  took  her  on  his  lap,  trembling  with  an  emotion 
mysterious  to  himself,  at  something  unknown  dawning  on 
his  life.  Thought  and  feeling  were  so  confused  within 
him,  that  if  he  had  tried  to  give  them  utterance,  he  could 
only  have  said  that  the  child  was  come  instead  of  the 
gold — that  the  gold  had  turned  into  the  child.  He  took 
the  garments  from  Dolly,  and  put  them  on  under  her  teach- 
ing; interrupted,  of  course,  by  Baby's  gymnastics. 

"There,  then!  why,  you  take  to  it  quite  easy.  Master 
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Marner/^  said  Dolly;  ^'but  what  shall  you  do  when  you're 
forced  to  sit  in  your  loom?  For  she'll  get  busier  and  mis- 
chievouser  every  day — she  will,  bless  her.  It's  lucky  as 
you've  got  that  high  hearth  i'stead  of  a  grate,  for  that  keeps 
the  fire  more  out  of  her  reach:  but  if  you've  got  anything 
as  can  be  spilt  or  broke,  or  as  is  fit  to  cut  her  fingers  oil', 
she'll  be  at  it — and  it  is  but  right  you  should  know." 

Silas  meditated  a  little  while  in  some  perplexity.  ^*  I'll 
tie  her  to  the  leg  o'  the  loom/'  he  said  at  last — "tie  her 
with  a  good  long  strip  o'  something." 

"  Well,  mayhap  that'll  do,  as  it's  a  little  gell,  for  they're 
easier  persuaded  to  sit  i'  one  place  nor  the  lads.  I  know 
what  the  lads  are;  for  I've  had  four — ^four  I've  had,  God 
knows — ^and  if  you  was  to  take  and  tie  'em  up,  they'd  make 
a  fighting  and^a  crying  as  if  you  was  ringing  the  pigs. 
But  I'll  bring  you  my  little  chair,  and  some  bits  o'  red  rag 
and  things  for  her  to  play  wi';  an'  she'll  sit  and  chatter  to 
'em  as  if  they  was  alive.  Eh,  if  it  wasn't  a  sin  to  the  lads 
to  wish  'em  made  different,  bless  'em,  I  should  ha'  been 
glad  for  one  of  '©m  to  be  a  little  gell;  and  to  think  as  I 
could  ha'  taught  her  to  scour,  and  mend,  and  the  knitting, 
and  everything.  But  I  can  teach  'em  this  little  un.  Mas- 
ter Marner,  when  she  gets  old  enough." 

"  But  she'll  be  my  little  un,"  said  Marner,  rather  hastily. 
"  She'll  be  nobody  else's." 

"  No,  to  be  sure;  you'll  have  a  right  to  her,  if  you're  a 
father  to  her,  and  bring  her  up  according.  But,"  added 
Dollv,  coming  to  a  point  which  she  had  deterniined  before- 
hand to  touch  upon,  "you  must  bring  her  up  like  christ- 
ened folks's  children,  and  take  her  to  church,  and  let  her 
learn  her  catechise,  as  my  little  Aaron  can  say  off — the  ^I 
believe,'  and  everything,  and  ^hurt  nobody  by  word  or 
deed,' — as  well  as  if  he  was  the  clerk.  That's  what  you 
must  do.  Master  Marner,  if  you'd  do  the  right  thing  by  the 
orphin  child." 

Marner's  pale  face  flushed  suddenly  under  a  new  anxiety. 
His  mind  was  too  busy  trying  to  give  some  definite  bearing 
to  Dolly's  words  for  him  to  think  of  answering  her. 

"And  it's  my  belief,"  she  went  on,  "as  the  poor  little 
creature  has  never  been  christened,  and  it's  nothing  but 
right  as  the  parson  should  be  spoke  to;  and  if  you  was 
noways  unwilling,  I'd  talk  to  Mr.  Macey  about  it  this 
very  day.  For  if  the  child  ever  went  anyways  wrong,  and 
you  hadn't  done  your  part  by  it,  Master  Marner — ^'nocula- 
tion,  and  everything  to  9ftve  it  from  hairiix — ^it  'ud  be  9 
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thorn  i^  j^our  bed  forever  o'  this  side  the  grave;  and  I  can^ 
think  as  it  ^ud  be  easy  lying  down  for  anybody  when  they'd 
got  tb  another  world,  if  they  hadn't  done  their  part  by  the 
helpless  children  as  come  wi'out  their  own  asking." 

Dolly  herself  was  disposed  to  be  silent  for  some  time 
now,  sor  she  had  spoken  from  the  depths  of  her  own  sim- 
ple belief,  and  was  much  concerned  to  know  whether  her 
words  would  produce  the  desired  effect  on  Silas.  He  was 
puzzled  and  anxious,  for  Dolly's  word  *^ christened"  con- 
veyed no  distinct  meaning  to  him.  He  had  only  heard  of 
baptism,  and  had  only  seen  the  baptism  of  grown-up  men 
and  women. 

"What  is  it  as  you  mean  by  'christened'?"  he  said  at 
last,  timidly.      "  Won't  folks  be  good  to  her  without  it?" 

''Dear,  dear!  Master  Marner,"  said  DoHy,  with  gentle 
distress  and  compassion.  "Had  you  never  no  father  nor 
mother  as  taught  you  to  say  your  prayers,  and  as  there's 
good  words  and  good  things  to  keep  us  from  harm?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Silas,  in  a  low  voice;  "  I  know  a  deal  about 
that — ^used  to,  used  to.  But  your  ways  are  different:  my 
country  was  a  good  way  off."  He  paused  a  few  moments, 
and  then  added,  more  decidedly,  "But  I  want  to  do  every- 
thing as  can  be  done  for  the  child.  And  whatever's  rignt 
for  it  i'  this  country,  and  you  think  'ull  do  it  good,  I'll  act 
according,  if  you'll  tell  me." 

"Well,  then.  Master  Marner,"  said  Dolly,  inwardly 
rejoiced,  "I'll  ask  Mr.  Macey  to  speak  to  the  parson 
about  it;  and  you  must  fix  on  a  name  for  it,  because  it 
must  have  a  name  giv'  it  when  it's  christened." 

"  My  mother's  name  was  Hephzibah,"  said  Silas,  "  and 
my  little  sister  was  named  after  her." 

"Eh,  that's  a  hard  name,"  said  Dolly.  "  I  partly  think 
it  isn't  a  christened  name." 

"  It's  a  Bible  name,"  said  Silas,  old  ideas  recurring. 

"  Then  I've  no  call  to  speak  again'  it,"  said  Dolly, 
rather  startled  by  Silas's  knowledge  on  this  head;  "  but 
you  see  I'm  no  scholard,  and  I'm  slow  at  catching  the 
words.  My  husband  says  I'm  allays  like  as  if  I  was  put- 
ting the  haft  for  the  handle  —  that's  what  he  says  —  for 
he's  very  sharp,  God  help  him.  But  it  was  awk'ard  calling 
your  little  sister  by  such  a  hard  name,  when  you'd  got 
nothing  big  to  say,  like  —  wasn't  it.  Master  Marner?" 

"  We  called  her  Eppie,"  said  Silas. 

"  Well,  if  it  was  noways  wrong  to  shorten  the  name,  it 
'ud  be  a  deal  handier.    And  so  I'll  go  now,  Master  Mar- 
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ner,  and  111  speak  about  the  christening,  afore  dark;  and 
I  wish  you  the  best  o^  luck,  and  it's  my  belief  as  it'll  come 
to  you  if  you  do  what's  right  by  the  orphin  child<  —  and 
there's  the  'noculation  to  be  seen  to;  And  as  to  washing  it's 
bits  o'  things,  you  need  look  to  nobody  but  me,  for  I  can 
do  'em  wi'  one  hand  when  I've  got  my  suds  about.  Eh, 
the  blessed  an^il!  You'll  let  me  bring  my  Aaron  one  o' 
these  days,  ana  he'll  show  her  his  little  cart  as  his  father's 
made  for  him,  and  the  black-and-white  pup  as  he's  got 
a-rearing." 

Baby  was  christened,  the  rector  deciding  that  a  double 
baptism  was  the  lesser  risk  to  incur;  and  on  this  occasion 
Silas,  making  himself  as  clean  and  tidy  as  he  could, 
appeared  for  the  first  time  within  the  church,  and  shared 
in  the  observances  held  sacred  by  his  neighbors.  He  was 
quite  unable,  by  means  of  anything  he  heard  or  saw,  to 
identify  the  Kaveloe  religion  with  his  old  faith;  if  he 
could  at  any  time  in  his  previous  life  have  done  so,  it  must 
have  been  by  the  aid  of  a  strong  feeling  ready  to  vibrate 
with  sympathy,  rather  than  by  a  comparison  of  phrases 
and  ideas:  and  now  for  long  years  that  feeling  had  been 
dormant.  He  had  no  distinct  idea  about  the  baptism  and 
the  church-going,  except  that  Dolly  had  said  it  was  for 
the  good  of  the  child;  and  in  this  way,  as  the  weeks  grew 
to  months,  the  child  created  fresh  and  fresh  links  between 
his  life  and  the  lives  from  which  he  had  hitherto  shrunk 
continually  into  narrower  isolation.  Unlike  the  gold 
which  needed  nothing,  and  must  be  worshiped  in  close- 
locked  solitude — which  was  hidden  away  from  the  day- 
light, was  deaf  to  the  song  of  birds,  and  started  to  no 
human  tones — Eppie  was  a  creature  of  endless  claims  and 
ever-growing  desires,  seeking  and  loving  sunshine,  and 
living  sounds,  and  living  movements;  making  trial  of 
everything,  with  trust  in  new  joy,  and  stirrings  the  human 
kindness  in  all  eyes  that  looked  on  her.  The  gold  had 
kept  his  thoughts  in  an  ever-repeated  circle,  leading  to 
nothing  beyond  itself;  but  Eppie  was  an  object  compacted 
of  changes  and  hopes  that  forced  his  thoughts  onward, 
and  carried  them  far  away  from  their  old  eager  pacing 
toward  the  same  blank  limit  —  carried  them  away  to  the 
new  things  that  would  come  with  the  coming  years,  when 
Eppie  would  have  learned  to  understand  how  her  father 
Silas  cared  for  her;  and  made  him  look  for  images  of  that 
time  in  the  ties  and  charities  that  bound  together  the 
families  of  his  neighbors.    The  §old  had  asked  that  b§ 
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should  sit  weaving  longer  and  longer,  deafened  and  blinded 
more  and  more  to  all  things  except  the  monotony  of  his 
loom  aijd  the  repetition  of  his  web;  but  Eppie  called  him 
away  from  his  weaving,  and  made  him  think  all  its  pauses 
a  holiday,  reawakening  his  senses  with  her  fresh  life,  even 
to  the  old  winter-flies  that  came  crawling  forth  in  the 
early  spring  sunshine,  and  warming  him  into  joy  because 
shelnaa  joy. 

And  when  the  sunshine  grew  strong  and  lasting,  so 
that  the  buttercups  were  thick  in  the  meadows,  Silas 
might  be  seen  in  the  sunny  midday,  or  in  the  late  after- 
noon when  the  shadows  wero  lengthening  under  the 
hedgerows,  strolling  out  with  uncovered  head  to  carry 
Eppie  beyond  the  Stone-pits  to  where  the  flowers  grew, 
till  they  reached  some  favorite  bank  where  he  could  sit 
down,  while  Eppie  toddled  to  pluck  the  flowers,  and 
make  remarks  to  the  winged  things  that  murmured  hap- 
pily above  the  bright  petals,  calling  ^*  Dad-dad^s  "  attention 
continually  by  brmging  him  the  flowers.  Then  she  would 
turn  her  ear  to  some  sudden  bird-note,  and  Silas  learned 
to  please  her  by  making  signs  of  hushed  stillness,  that 
they  might  listen  for  the  note  to  come  again:  so  that  when 
it  came,  she  set  up  her  small  back  and  laughed  with  gur- 

fling-  triumph.  Sitting  on  the  banks  in  this  way,  Silas 
egan  to  look  for  the  once  familiar  herbs  again;  and  as 
the  leaves,  with  their  unchanged  outline  and  markings, 
lay  on  his  palm,  there  was  a  sense  of  crowding  remem- 
brances from  which  he  turned  away  timidly,  taking 
refuge  in  Eppie's  little  world,  that  lay  lightly  on  his 
enfeebled  spirit. 

As  the  child's  mind  was  growing  into  knowledge,  his 
mind  was  growing  into  memory:  as  her  life  unfolded,  his 
soul,  long  stupefied  in  a  cold,  narrow  prison,  was  unfolding 
too,  and  trembling  gradually  into  full  consciousness. 

It  was  an  influence  which  must  gather  force  with  every 
new  year:  the  tones  that  stirred  Silas's  heart  grew  articu- 
late, and  called  for  more  distinct  answers;  shapes  and 
sounds  grew  clearer  for  Bppie's  eyes  and  ears,  and  there 
was  more  that  "Dad-dad"  was  imperatively  required  to 
notice  and  account  for.  Also,  by  the  time  Eppie  was 
three  years  old,  she  developed  a  fine  capacity  for  mischief, 
and  for  devising  ingenious  ways  of  being  troublesome, 
which  found  much  exercise,  not  only  for  Silas's  patience, 
but  for  his  watchfulness  and  penetration.  Sorely  was 
poor  Silas  puzzled  on  such  occasions  by  the  incompatibly 
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demands  of  lore.  Dolly  Winthrop  told  him  that  pnnish- 
ment  was  good  for  Eppie,  and  that,  as  for  rearing  a  child 
without  making  it  tingle  a  little  in  soft  and  safe  places 
now  and  then,  it  was  not  to  be  done. 

'^To  be  sure,  there^s  another  thing  you  might  do. 
Master  Marner,^^  added  Dolly,  meditatively:  ^^you  might 
shut  her  up  once  i^  the  coal-hole.  That  was  what  I  did 
wi*  Aaron;  for  I  was  that  silly  wi^  the  youngest  lad,  as  I 
could  never  bear  to  smack  him.  Not  as  I  could  find  i'  my 
heart  to  let  him  stay  i'  the  coal-hole  more  nor  a  minute, 
but  it  was  enough  to  colly  him  all  over,  so  as  he  must  be 
new  washed  and  dressed,  and  it  was  as  good  as  a  rod  to 
him  —  that  was.  But  I  put  it  upo'  your  conscience. 
Master  Marner,  as  there^s  one  of  'em  you  must  choose — 
ayther  smacking  or  the  coal-hole  —  else  she'll  get  so 
masterful,  therein  be  no  holding  her.^' 
.  Silas  was  impressed  with  the  melancholy  truth  of  this 
last  remark;  but  his  force  of  mind  failed  before  the  only 
two  penal  methods  open  to  him,  not  only  because  it  was 
painful  to  him  to  hurt  Eppie,  but  because  he  trembled  at 
a  mementos  contention  with  her,  lest  she  should  love  him 
the  less  for  it.  Let  even  an  affectionate  Goliath  get  him- 
self tied  to  a  small  tender  thing,  dreading  to  hurt  it  by 
pulling,  and  dreading  still  more  to  snap  the  cord,  and 
which  of  the  two,  pray,  will  be  master?  It  was  clear  that 
Eppie,  with  her  short  toddling  steps,  must  lead  father 
Silas  a  pretty  dance  on  any  fine  morning  when  circum- 
stances favored  mischief. 

For  example.  He  had  wisely  chosen  a  broad  strip  of 
linen  as  a  means  of  fastening  her  to  his  loom  when  he  was 
busy:  it  made  a  broad  belt  round  her  waist,  and  was  long 
enough  to  allow  of  her  reaching  the  truckle  bed  and  sitting 
down  on  it,  but  not  long  enough  for  her  to  attempt  any 
dangerous  climbing.  One  bright  summer's  morning  Silas 
had  been  more  engrossed  than  usual  in  "setting  up"  a 
new  piece  of  work,  an  occasion  on  which  his  scissors  were 
in  requisition.  These  scissors,  owing  to  an  especial  warn- 
ing of  Dolly's,  had  been  kept  carefully  out  of  Eppie's 
reach;  but  the  click  of  them  had  had  a  peculiar  attraction 
for  her  ear,  and  watching  the  results  of  that  click,  she 
had  derived  the  philosopnic  lesson  that  the  same  cause 
would  produce  the  same  effect.  Silas  had  seated  himself 
in  his  loom,  and  the  noise  of  weaving  had  begun;  but  be 
had  left  his  scissors  on  a  ledge  which  Eppie's  arm  was  long 
enough  to  reach;  and  now,  like  a  small  mouse,  watching 
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her  opportunity,  she  stole  quietly  from  her  cornei*,  secured 
the  scissors,  and  toddled  to  the  bed  again,  setting  up  her 
back  as  a  mode  of  concealing  the  fact.  She  had  a  distinct 
intention  as  to  the  use  of  the  scissors;  and  having  cut  the 
linen  strip  in  a  jagged  but  effectual  manner,  in  two 
moments  she  had  run  out  at  the  open  door  where  the  sun- 
shine was  inviting  her,  while  poor  Silas  believed  her  to  be 
a  better  child  than  usual.  It  was  not  until  he  happened 
to  need  his  scissors  that  the  terrible  fact  burst  upon  him: 
Eppie  had  run  out  by  herself — had  perhaps  fallen  into  the 
Stone-pit.  Silas,  shaken  by  the  worst  fear  that  could  have 
befallen  him,  rushed  out,  calling  ^^  Eppie! ^^  and  ran 
eagerly  about  the  unenclosed  space,  exploring  the  dry 
cavities  into  which  she  might  have  fallen,  and  then  gazing 
with  questioning  dread  at  the  smooth  red  surface  of  the 
water.  The  cold  drops  stood  on  his  brow.  How  long  had 
she  been  out?  There  was  one  hope— that  she  had  crept 
through  the  stile  and  got  into  the  fields,  where  he  habitu- 
ally took  her  to  stroll.  But  the  grass  was  high  in  the 
meadow,  and  there  was  no  descrying  her,  if  she  were 
there,  except  by  a  close  search  that  would  be  a  trespass  on 
Mr.  Osgood^s  crop.  Still,  that  misdemeanor  must  be 
committed;  and  poor  Silas,  after  peering  all  round  the 
hedgerows,  traversed  the  grass,  beginning  with  perturbed 
vision  to  see  Eppie  behind  every  group  of  red  sorrel,  and 
to  see  her  moving  always  farther  off  as  he  approached. 
The  meadow  was  searched  in  vain;  and  he  got  over 
the  stile  into  the  next  field,  looking  with  dying  hope  toward 
a  small  pond  which  was  now  reduced  to  its  summer  shallow- 
ness, so  as  to  leave  a  wide  margin  of  good  adhesive  mud. 
Here,  however,  sat  Eppie,  discoursing  cheerfully  to  her 
own  small  boot,  which  sne  was  using  as  a  bucket  to  convey 
the  water  into  a  deep  hoof-mark,  while  her  little  naked 
foot  was  planted  comfortably  on  a  cushion  of  olive-green 
mud.  A  red-headed  calf  was  observing  her  with  alarmed 
doubt  through  the  opposite  hedge. 

Here  was  clearly  a  case  of  aberration  in  a  christened 
child  which  demanded  severe  treatment;  but  Silas,  over- 
come with  convulsive  joy  at  finding  his  treasure  again, 
could  do  nothing  but  snatch  her  up,  and  cover  her  with 
half -sobbing  kisses.  It  was  not  until  he  had  carried  her 
home,  and  had  begun  to  think  of  the  necessary  washing, 
that  he  recollected  the  need  that  he  should  punish  Eppie, 
and  "make  her  remember. ^^  The  idea  that  she^might  run 
away  again  and  come  to  harm,  gave  him  unusual  resolu- 
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tion,  and  for  the  first  time  he  determined  to  try  the  coal- 
hole— a  small  closet  near  the  hearth. 

"  Naughty,  naughty  Eppie/^  he  suddenly  began,  holding 
her  on  his  knee,  and  pointing  to  her  muddy  feet  and 
clothes — ^'  naughty  to  cut  with  the  scissors  and  run  away. 
Eppie  must  go  into  the  coal-hole  for  being  naughty.  Daday 
must  put  her  in  the  coal-hole."^^ 

He  half -expected  that  this  would  be  shock  enough,  and 
that  Eppie  would  begin  to  cry.  But  instead  of  that,  she 
began  to  shake  herself  on  his  knee,  as  if  the  proposition 
opened  a  pleasing  novelty.  Seeing  that  he  must  proceed 
to  extremities,  he  put  her  into  the  coal-hole,  and  held  the 
door  closed,  with  a  trembling  sense  that  he  was  using  a 
strong  measure.  For  a  moment  there  was  silence,  but 
then  came  a  little  cry,  "Opy,  opy!"  and  Silas  let  her  out 
again,  saying,  ''  N"ow  Eppie  uU  never  be  naughty  again, 
else  she  must  go  in  the  coal-hole — a  black  naughty  place.'* 

The  weaving  must  stand  still  a  long  while  this  morning, 
for  now  Eppie  must  be  washed,  and  have  clean  clothes  on; 
but  it  was  to  be  hoped  that  this  punishment  would  have  a 
lasting  effect,  and  save  time  in  future — ^though,  perhaps, 
it  would  have  been  better  if  Eppie  had  cried  more. 

In  half  an  hour  she  was  clean  again,  and  Silas  having 
turned  his  back  to  see  what  he  could  do  with  the  linen 
band,  threw  it  down  again,  with  the  reflection  that  Eppie 
would  be  good  without  fastening  for  the  rest  of  the  morn- 
ing. He  turned  round  again,  and  was  going  to  place  her 
in  her  little  chair  near  the  loom,  when  she  peeped  out  at 
him  with  black  face  and  hands  again,  and  said,  *^  Eppie  in 
de.toal-hole!'* 

This  total  failure  of  the  coal-hole  discipline  shook  Silas's 
belief  in  the  efficacy  of  punishment.  "  She'd  take  it  all 
for  fun,"  he  observed  to  t)olly,  ^^  if  I  didn't  hurt  her,  and 
iffat  I  can't  do,  Mrs.  Winthrop.  If  she  makes  me  a  bit  o' 
trouble,  I  can  bear  it.  And  she's  got  no  tricks  but  what 
shellgrow  out  of." 

^^  Well,  that's  partly  true.  Master  Marner,"  said  Dolly, 
sympathetically;  "and  if  you  can't  bring  your  mind  to 
frighten  her  off  touching  things,  you  must  do  what  you 
can  to  keep  'em  out  of  her  way.  That's  what  I  do  wi' 
the  pups  as  the  lads  are  allays  a-rearing.  They  will  worry 
and  gnaw — worry  and  gnaw  they  will,  if  it  was  one's 
Sunday  cap  as  hung  anywhere  so  as  they  could  drag  it. 
They  know  no  difference,  God  help  'em:  it's  the  pushing 
O'  the  teeth  as  sets  'em  on,  that's  what  it  is." 
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So  Eppie  was  reared  without  punisTiment,  the  burden  of 
her  misdeeds  beinff  borne  vicariously  by  father  Silas.  The 
stone  hut  was  made  a  soft  nest  for  her,  lined  with  downy 

Eatience:  and  also  in  the  world  that  lay  beyond  the  stone 
ut  she  knew  nothing  of  frowns  and  denials. 
[Notwithstanding  the  difliculty  of  carrying  her  and  his 
yarn  or  linen  at  the  same  time,  Silas  tooK  her  with  him  in 
most  of  his  journeys  to  the  farmhouses,  unwilling  to 
leave  her  behind  at  Dolly  Winthrop^s,  who  was  always 
ready  to  take  care  of  her;  and  little  curly-headed  Eppie, 
the  weaver^s  child,  became  an  object  of  interest  at  several 
outlying  homesteads,  as  well  as  in  the  village.  Hitherto 
he  had  been  treated  very  much  as  if  he  had  been  a  useful 
gnome  or  brownie  —  a  queer  and  unaccountable  creature, 
who  must  necessarily  be  looked  at  with  wondering  curi- 
osity and  repulsion,  and  with  whom  one  would  be  glad  to 
make  all  greetings  and  bargains  as  brief  as  possible,  but 
who  must  be  dealt  with  in  a  propitiatory  way,  and  occa- 
sionally have  a  present  of  pork:  or  garden  stuff  to  carry 
home  with  hini,  seeing  that  without  him  there  was  no 
getting  the  yarn  woven.  But  now  Silas  met  with  open 
smiling  faces  and  cheerful  questioning,  as  a  person  whose 
satisfactions  and  diflSculties  could  be  understood.  Every- 
where he  must  sit  a  little  and  talk  about  the  child,  and 
words  of  interest  were  always  ready  for  him:  "Ah,  Master 
Marner,  you'll  be  lucky  if  she  takes  the  measles  soon  and 
easy! ^^— or,  "Why,  there  isn^t  many  lone  men  *ud  ha' 
been  wishing  to  take  up  with  a  little  un  like  that:  but  I 
reckon  the  weaving  makes  you  handier  than  men  as  do 
out-door  work — you're  partly  as  handy. as  a  woman,  for 
weaving  comes  next  to  spinning."  Elderly  masters  and 
mistresses,  seated  observantly  in  large  kitchen  arm-chairs, 
shook  their  heads  over  the  difficulties  attendant  on  rearjj^g 
children,  felt  Eppie's  round  arms  and  legs,  and  pro- 
nounced them  remarkably  firm,  and  told  Silas  that,  if 
she  turned  out  well  (which,  however,  there  was  no  telling) 
it  would  be  a  fine  thing  for  him  to  have  a  steady  lass  to 
do  for  him  when  he  got  helpless.  Servant  maidens  were 
fond  of  carrying  her  out  to  look  at  the  hens  and  chickens, 
or  to  see  if  any  cherries  could  be  shaken  down  in  the 
orchard;  and  the  small  boys  and  girls  approached  her 
slowly,  with  cautious  movement  and  steady  gaze,  like 
little  dogs  face  to  face  with  one  of  their  own  kind,  till 
attraction  had  reached  the  point  at  which  the  soft  lips 
were  put  out  for  a  kiss.     No  child  was  afraid  of  approach- 
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ing  Silas  when  Eppie  was  near  him:  there  was  no  repul- 
sion around  him  now,  either  for  young  or  old;  for  the 
little  child  had  come  to  link  him  once  more  with  the 
whole  world.  There  was  love  between  him  and  the  cliild 
that  blent  them  into  one,  and  there  was  love  between  the 
child  and  the  world — from  men  and  women  with  parental 
looks  and  tones,  to  the  red  lady-birds  and  the  round 
pebbles. 

Silas  began  now  to  think  of  Eaveloe  life  entirely  in 
relation  to  Eppie:  she  must  have  everything  that  was  a 
good  in  Eaveloe;  and  he  listened  docilely  that  he  might 
come  to  understand  better  what  this  life  was,  from  which, 
for  fifteen  years  he  had  stood  aloof  as  from  a  strange  thing, 
wherewith  he  could  have  no  communion:  as  some  man 
who  has  a  precious  plant  to  which  he  would  give  a  nurtur- 
ing home  in  a  new  soil,  thinks  of  the  rain,  and  the  sun- 
shine, and  all  influences,  in  relation  to  his  nursling,  and 
asks  industriously  for  all  knowledge  that  will  help  him  to 
satisfy  the  wants  of  the '  searching  roots,  or  to  guard  leaf 
and  bud  from  invading  harm.  The  disposition  to  hoard 
had  been  utterly  crushed  at  the  very  first  by  the  loss  of  his 
long-stored  gold:  the  coins  he  earned  afterward  seemed  as 
irrelevant  as  stones  brought  to  complete  a  house  suddenly 
buried  by  an  earthquake;  the  sense  of  bereavement  was 
too  hea^  upon  him  for  the  old  thrill  of  satisfaction  to 
arise  agam  at  the  touch  of  the  newly-earned  coin.  And 
now  something  had  come  to  replace  his  hoard  which  gave 
a  growing  purpose  to  the  earnings,  drawing  his  hope  and 
joy  continually  onward  beyond  the  money. 

In  old  days  there  were  angels  who  came  and  took  men 
by  the  hand  and  led  them  away  from  the  city  of  destruc- 
tion. We  see  no  white-winged  angels  now.  But  yet  men 
are  led  away  from  threatening  destruction:  a  hand  is  put 
into  theirs,  which  leads,  them  forth  gently  toward  a  calm 
and  bright  land,  so  that  thev  look  no  more  backward;  and 
the  hand  may  be  a  little  child^s. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


There  was  one  person,  as  you  will  believe,  who  watched 

witl   keener  though  more  hidden  interest  than  any  other, 

the  prosperous  growth  of  Eppie  under  the  weaver's  care. 

He  dared  not  do  anything  tnat  would  imply  a  stronger 
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interest  in  a  poor  man's  adopted  child  than  conld  be 
•  expected  from  the  kindliness  of  the  young  Squire,  when  a 
chance  meeting  suggested  a  little  present  to  a  simple  old 
fellow  whom  others  noticed  with  good- will;  but  he  told 
himself  that  the  time  would  come  when  he  might  do 
something  toward  furthering  the  welfare  of  his  daughter 
without  incurring  suspicion.  Was  he  very  uneasy  in  the 
meantime  at  his  inability  to  give  his  daughter  her  birth- 
right? I  cannot  say  that  he  was.  The  child  was  being 
taken  care  of,  and  would  very  likely  be  happy,  as  people 
in  humble  stations  often  were — happier,  perhaps  than 
those  brought  up  in  luxury. 

That  famous  ring  that  pricked  its  owner  when  he  forgot 
duty  and  followed  desire — I  wonder  if  it  pricked  very  hard 
when  he  set  out  on  the  chase,  or  whether  it  pricked  but 
lightly  then,  and  only  pierced  to  the  quick  when  the  chase 
had  long  been  ended,  and  hope,  folding  her  wings,  looked 
backward  and  became  regret? 

Godfrey  Cass's  cheek  and  eye  were  brighter  than  ever 
now.  He  was  so  undivided  in  his  aims  that  he  seemed 
like  a  man  of  firmness.  No  Dunsey  had  come  back: 
people  had  made  up  their  minds  that  he  was  gone  for  a 
soldier,  or  gone  "out  of  the  country,''  and  no  one  pared  to 
be  specific  in  their  inquiries  on  a  subject  delicate  to  a 
respectable  family.  Goafrey  had  ceased  to  see  the  shadow 
of  bunsey  across  his  path;  and  the  path  now  lay  straight 
forward  to  the  accomplishment  of  his  best,  longest- 
cherished  wishes.  Everybody  said  Mr.  Godfrey  had  taken 
the  right  turn;  and  it  was  pretty  clear  what  would  be  the 
end  of  things,  for  there  were  not  many  days  in  the 
week  that  he  was  not  seen  riding  to  the  Warrens.  God- 
frey himself,  when  he  was  asked  jocosely  if  the  day  had 
been  fixed,  smiled  with  the  pleasant  consciousness  of  a 
lover  who  could  say  "  yes,"  if  he  liked.  He  felt  a  reformed 
man,  delivered  from  temptation;'  and  the  vision  of  his 
future  life  seemed  to  him  as  a  promised  land  for  which  he 
had  no  cause  to  fight.  He  saw  himself  with  all  his  happi- 
ness centered  on  his  own  hearth,  while  Ncincy  would  smile 
on  him  as  he  played  with  the  children. 

And  that  other  child,  not  on  the  hearth — he  would  not 
forget  it;  he  would  see  that  it  was  well  provided  for. 
That  was  a  father's  duty. 


PART   II. 


CHAPTER   XVL 

It  was  a  bright  autumn  Sunday,  sixteen  years  after  Silas 
Marner  had  found  his  new  treasure  on  the  hearth.  The 
bells  of  the  old  Raveloe  church  were  ringing  the  cheerful 
peal  which  told  that  the  morning  service  was  ended;  and 
out  of  the  arched  doorway  in  the  tower  came  slowly, 
retarded  by  friendly  greetings  and  questions,  the  richer 
parishioners  who  had  chosen  this  bright  Sunday  morning 
as  eligible  for  church-going.  It  was  the  rural  fashion  of 
that  time  for  the  more  important  members  of  the  congre- 
gation to  depart  first,  while  their  humbler  neighbors  waited 
and  looked  on,  stroking  their  bent  heads  or  dropping  their 
curtsies  to  any  large  ratepayer  who  turned  to  notice  them. 

Foremost  among  these  advancing  groups  of  well-cliid 
people,  there  are  some  whom  we  shall  recognize,  in  spite 
of  Time,  who  has  laid  his  hand  on  them  all.  The  tall 
blonde  man  of  forty  is  not  much  changed  in  feature  from 
the  Godfrey  Cass  oi  six-and-twenty;  he  is  only  fuller  in 
flesh,  and  has  only  lost  the  indefinable  look  of  youth — a 
loss  which  is  marked  even  when  the  eye  is  undulled  and 
the  wrinkles  are  not  yet  come.  Perhaps  the  pretty  woman, 
not  much  younger  than  he,  who  is  leaning  on  his  arm,  is 
more  changed  than  her  husband;  the  lovely  bloom  that 
used  to  be  always  on  her  cheek  now  comes  but  fitfully, 
with  the  fresh  morning  air  or  with  some  strong  surprise; 
yet  to  all  who  love  human  faces  best  for  what  they  tell 
of  human  experience,  N"anc3r^s  beauty  has  a  heightened 
interest.  Often  the  soul  is  ripened  into  fuller  goodness 
while  age  has  spread  an  ugly  film,  so  that  mere  glances  can 
never  divine  the  preciousness  of  the  fruit.  But  the  years 
have  not  been  so  cruel  to  Nancy.  The  firm  yet  placid 
mouth,  the  clear,  veracious  glance  of  the  brown  eyes, 
speak  now  of  a  nature  that  has  been  tested  and  has  kept 
its  highest  qualities;  and  even  the  costume,  with  its  dainty 
neatness  and  purity,  has  more  significance  now  the 
coquetries  of  youth  can  have  nothing  to  do  with  it. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Godfrey  Cass  (any  higher  title  has  died 
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away  from  Eaveloe  lij)s  since  the  old  Squire  was  gathered 
to  his  fathers  and  his  inheritance  was  divided)  have  turned 
round  to  look  for  the  tall  aged  man  and  the  plainly  dressed 
woman  who  are  a  little  behind — Nancy  having  observed 
that  they  must  wait  for  "father  and  Priscilla'^ — and  now 
they  all  turn  into  a  narrower  path  leading  across  the 
churchyard  to  a  small  gate  opposite  the  Red  House.  We 
will  not  follow  them  now;  for  may  there  not  be  some 
others  in  this  departing  congregation  whom  we  should  like 
to  see  again — some  of  those  who  are  not  likely  to  be  hand- 
somely clad,  and  whom  we  may  not  recognize  so  easily  as 
the  master  and  mistress  of  the  Red  House? 

But  it  is  impossible  to  mistake  Silas  Marner.  His  large 
brown  eyes  seem  to  have  gathered  a  longer  vision,  as 
is  the  way  with  eyes  that  have  been  short-sighted  in  early 
life,  and  they  have  a  less  vague,  a  more  answering  gaze; 
but  in  everything  else  one  sees  signs  of  a  frame  much 
enfeebled  by  the  lapse  of  the  sixteen  years.  The  weaver's 
bent  shoulders  and  white  hair  give  him  almost  the  look  of 
advanced  age,  though  he  is  not  more  than  five-and-fifty; 
but  there  is  the  freshest  blossom  of  youth  close  by  his 
side — a  blonde  dimpled  ffirl  of  eighteen,  who  has  vainly 
tried  to  chastise  her  curly  auburn  hair  into  smoothness 
under  her  brown  bonnet;  the  hair  ripples  as  obstinately  as 
a  brooklet  under  the  March  breeze,  and  the  little  ringlets 
burst  away  from  the  restraining  comb  behind  and  snow 
themselves  below  the  bonnet-crown.  Eppie  cannot  help 
being  rather  vexed  about  her  hair,  for  there  is  no  other 
ffirl  in  Raveloe  who  has  hair  at  all  like  it,  and  she  thinks 
hair  ought  to  be  smooth.  She  does  not  like  to  be  blame- 
worthy even  in  small  things;  you  see  how  neatly  her  prayer 
book  is  folded  in  her  spotted  handkerchief. 

That  good-looking  young  fellow,  in  a  new  fustian  suit, 
who  walks  behind  her,  is  not  quite  sure  upon  the  question 
of  hair  in  the  abstract,  when  Eppie  puts  it  to  him,  and 
thinks  that  perhaps  straight  hair  is  the  best  in  general,  but 
he  doesn't  want  Eppie's  hair  to  be  different.  She  surely 
divines  that  there  is  some  one  behind  her  who  is  think- 
ing about  her  very  particularly,  and  mustering  courage 
to  come  to  her  side  as  soon  as  they  are  out  in  the  lane, 
else  why  should  she  look  rather  shy,  and  take  care  not  to 
turn  away  her  head  from  her  father  Silas,  to  whom  she 
keeps  murmuring  little  sentences  as  to  who  was  at  church, 
and  who  was  not  at  church,  and  how  pretty  the  red 
mountain-ash  is  over  the  rectory  wall! 
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*'I  wish  we  had  a  little  garden,  fathef,  with  double 
daisies  in,  like  Mrs.  Winthrop^s/'  said  Eppie,  when  they 
were  out  in  the  lane;  '^  only  they  say  it  'ud  take  a  deal  of 
digging  and  bringing  fresh  soil — and  you  eouldn^t  do  that, 
could  you,  father?  Anyhow,  I  shouldnH  like  you  to  do 
it,  for  it  'ud  be  too  hard  work  for  you/* 

^*  Yes,  I  could  do  it,  child,  if  you  want  a  bit  o*  garden; 
these  long  evenings  I  could  work  at  taking  in  a  little  bit 
o'  the  waste,  just  enough  for  a  root  or  two  o'  flowers  for 
you;  and  again,  i'  the  morning,  I  could  have  a  turn  wi' 
the  spade  before  I  sat  down  to  the  loom.  Why  didn^t  you 
tell  me  before  as  you  wanted  a  bit  o*  garden?** 

^^I  can  dig  it  for  you.  Master  Marner,**  said  the  young 
man  in  fustian,  who  was  now  by  Eppie*s  side,  entering 
into  the  conversation  without  the  trouble  of  formalities. 
*^  It'll  be  play  to  me  after  I've  done  my  day's  work,  or  any 
odd  bits  o'  time  when  the  work's  slack.  And  I'll  bring 
you  some  soil  from  Mr.  Cass's  garden — he'll  let  me,  and 
willing." 

"Eh,  Aaron,  my  lad,  are  you  there?"  said  Silas;  "I 
wasn't  aware  of  you;  for  when  Eppie's  talking  o'  things,  I 
see  nothing  but  what  she's  a-saying.  Well,  if  you  could 
help  me  with  the  digging,  we  might  get  her  a  bit  o*  garden 
all  the  sooner." 

"Then,  if  you  think  well  and  good,"  said  Aaron,  "I'll 
come  to  the  Stone-pits  this  afternoon,  and  we'll  settle  what 
land's  to  be  taken  m,  and  I'll  get  up  an  hour  earlier  i'  the 
morning  and  begin  on  it." 

"But  not  if  you  don't  promise  me  not  to  work  at  the 
hard  digging,  father,"  said  Eppie.  "For  I  shouldn't  ha' 
said  anything  /ibout  it,"  she  added,  half -bash  fully,  half- 
roguishly,  ^*only  Mrs.  Winthrop  said  as  Aaron  'ud  be  so 
good,  and " 

'^And  you  might  ha'  known  it  without  mother  telling 
you,"  said  Aaron.  "And  Master  Marner  knows,  too,  I 
hope,  as  I'm  able  and  willing  to  do  a  turn  o'  work  for  him, 
and  he  won't  do  me  the  unkindness  to  anyways  take  it  out 
o'  my  hands." 

"  There,  now,  father,  you  won't  work  in  it  till  it's  all 
easy,"  said  Eppie,  "  and  you  and  me  can  mark  out  the 
beds  and  make  holes  and  plant  the  roots.  It'll  be  a  deal 
livelier  at  the  Stone-pits  when  we've  got  some  flowers,  for 
I  always  think  the  flowers  can  see  us  and  know  what  we're 
talking  about.  And  I'll  have  a  bit  o'  rosemary,  and  ber- 
gamot,  and  thyme,  because  they  are  so  sweet-smelling;  but 
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there's  no  lavender  only  in  the  gentlefolks'  gardens,  I 
think/* 

**  That's  no  reason  why  you  shouldn't  have  some,"  said 
Aaron,  ^'for  I  can  bring  you  slips  of*  anything;  Fm  forced 
to  cut  no  end  of  'em  when  I'm  gardening,  and  throw  'em 
away  mostly.  There's  a  big  bed  o'  lavender  at  the  Red 
House;  the  missis  is  very  fond  of  it." 

'^Well,"  said  Silas,  gravely,  "so  as  you  don't  make 
free  for  us,  or  ask  for  anything  as  is  worth  much  at  the 
Red  House:  for  Mr.  Cass's  been  so  good  to  us,  and  built 
us  up.  the  new  end  o'  the  cottage,  and  given  us  beds  and 
things,  as  I  couldn't  abide  to  be  imposin'  for  garden-stuff 
or  anything  else." 

**No,  no,  there's  no  imposin',"  said  Aaron;  "there's 
never  a  garden  in  all  the  parish  but  what  there's  endless 
waste  in  it  for  want  o'  somebody  as  could  use  everything 
up.  It's  what  I  think  to  myself  sometimes,  as  there  need 
nobody  run  short  o'  victuals  if  the  land  was  made  the  most 
on,  and  there  was  never  a  morsel  but  what  could  find  its 
way  to  a  mouth.  It  sets  one  thinking  o'  that — gardening 
does.  But  I  must  go  back  now,  else  mother  'ull  be  in 
trouble  as  I  aren't  there." 

"Bring  her  with  you  this  afternoon,  Aaron,"  said  Eppie; 
"I  shouldn't  like  to  fix  about  the  garden,  and  her  not 
know  everything  from  the  first — should  you,  father?" 

"Ay,  bring  her  if  you  can,  Aaron,"  said  Silas;  "she's 
sure  to  have  a  word  to  say  as  '11  help  set  things  on  their 
right  end." 

Aaron  turneji  back  up  the  village,  while  Silas  and  Eppie 
went  on  up  the  lonely  sheltered  lane. 

"0,  daddy!"  she  began,  when  they  were  in  privacy, 
clasping  and  squeezing  Silas's  arm,  and  skipping  round  to 
give  him  an  energetic  kiss.  "My  little  old  daddy!  Fm  so 
glad.  I  don't  think  I  shall  want  anything  else  when  we've 
got  a  little  garden;  and  I  knew  Aaron  would  dig  it  for 
us,"  she  went  on  with  roguish  triumph — "I  knew  that 
very  well.'' 

"  You're  a  deep  little  puss,  you  are,"  said  Silas,  with 
the  mild  passive  happiness  of  love-crowned  age  in  his  face; 
"but  you  11  make  yourself  fine  and  beholden  to  Aaron." 

"0,  no,  I  shan%"  said  Eppie,  laughing  and  frisking; 
"he  likes  it." 

"  Come,  come,  let  me  carry  your  prayer-book,  else  you'll 
be  dropping  it,  jumping  i'  that  way." 

Eppie  was  now  aware  that  her  behavior  was  under 
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observation,  but  it  was  only  the  observation  of  a  friendlv 
donkey,  browsing  with  a  log  fastened  to  his  foot — a  meet 
donkey,  not  scornfully  critical  of  human  trivialities,  but 
thankful  to  share  in  them,  if  possible,  by  getting  his  nose 
scratched;  and  Eppie  did  not  fail  to  Ratify  him  with  her 
usual  notice,  though  it  was  attended  with  the  inconvenience 
of  his  following  them,  painfully,  up  to  the  very  door  of 
their  home. 

But  the  sound  of  a,  sharp  bark  inside,  as  Eppie  put  the 
ipkey  in  the  door,  modified  the  donkev^s  views,  and  he 
limped  away  again  without  bidding.  'The  sharp  bark  was 
the  sign  of  an  excited  welcome  that  was  awaiting  them 
from  a  knowing  brown  terrier,  who,  after  dancing  at  their 
legs  in  a  hysterical  manner,  rushed  with  a  worrying  noise 
at  a  tortoise-shell  kitten  under  the  loom,  and  then  rushed 
back  with  a  sharp  bark  again,  as  much  as  to  say,  **  I  have 
done  my  duty  by  this  feeble  creature,  you  perceive  ^^;  while 
the  lady-mother  of  the  kitten  sat  sunning  her  white  bosom 
in  the  window,  and  looked  round  with  a  sleepy  air  of 
expecting  caresses,  though  she  was  not  going  to  take  any 
trouble  &r  them. 

The  presence  of  this  happy  animal  life  was  not  the  only 
change  which  had  come  over  the  interior  of  the  stone 
cottage.  There  was  no  bed  now  in  the  living-room,  and 
the  small  space  was  well  filled  with  decent  furniture,  all 
bright  and  clean  enough  to  satisfy  Dolly  Winthrop*s  eye. 
The  oaken  table  and  three-cornered  oaken  chair  were 
hardly  what  was  likely  to  be  seen  in  so  poor  a  cottage: 
they  had  come,  with  tne  beds  and  other  things,  from  the 
Bed  House;  for  Mr.  Godfrey  Cass,  as  every  one  said  in  the 
village,  did  very  kindly  by  the  weaver;  and  it  was  nothing 
but  right  a  man  should  be  looked  on  and  helped  by  those 
who  could  afford  it,  when  he  had  brought  up  an  orphan 
child,  and  been  father  and  mother  to  her — and  had  lost 
his  money,  too,  so  as  he  had  nothing  but  what  he  worked 
for  week  by  week,  and  when  the  weaving  was  going  down, 
too — for  tnere  was  less  and  less  flax  spun — and  Master 
Mamer  was  none  so  young.  Nobody  was  jealous  of  the 
weaver,  for  he  was  regarded  as  an  exceptional  person, 
whose  claims  on  neighborly  help  were  not  to  be  matched 
in  Raveloe.  Any  superstition  that  remained  concerning 
him  had  taken  an  entirely  new  color;  and  Mr.  Macey,  now 
a  very  feeble  old  man  of  fourscore  and  six,  never  seen 
except  in  his  chimney-comer  or  sitting  in  the  sunshine  at 
his  door-sill,  was  of  opinion  that  when  a  man  had  done 
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what  Silat  nad  done  by  an  orphan  child,  ifc  wac  a  siffn  that 
his  money  would  come  to  light  again,  or  leastwise  tnat  the 
robber  would  be  made  to  answer  for  it — for,  as  Mr.  Macey 
observed  of  himself,  his  faculties  were  as  strong  as  ever. 

Silas  sat  down  now  and  watched  Eppie  with  a  satisfied 
gaze  as  she  spread  the  clean  cloth,  and  set  on  it  the  potato- 
pie,  warmed  up  slowly  in  a  safe  Sunday  fashion,  by  being 
put  into  a  dry  pot  over  a  slowly-dying  fire,  as  the  best 
substitute  for  an  oven.  For  Silas  would  not  consent  to 
have  a  grate  and  oven  added  to  his  conveniences.  H^ 
loved  the  old  brick  hearth  as  he  had  loved  his  brown  pot — 
and  was  it  not  there  when  he  had  found  Eppie?    The 

fods  of  the  hearth  exist  for  us  still;  and  let  all  new  faith 
e  tolerant  of  that  fetishism,  lest  it  bruise  its  own  roots. 
Silas  ate  his  dinner  more  silently  than  usual,  soon  laying 
down  his  knife  and  fork,  and  watching  abstractedly  Eppie^s 
play  with  Snap  and  the  cat,  by  which  her  own  dining  was 
made  rather  a  lengthy  business.  Yet  it  was  a  sight  that 
might  well  arrest  wandering  thoughts:  Ejjpie,  with  the 
rippling  radiai^ce  of  her  hair  and  the  whiteness  of  her 
rounded  chin  and  throat  set  off  by  the  dark-blue  cotton 
gown,  laughing  merrily  as  the  kitten  held  on  with  her  four 
claws  to  one  shoulder,  like  a  design  for  a  jug-handle,  while 
Snap  on  the  right  hand  and  Puss  on  the  other  put  up  their 

Saws  toward  a  morsel  which  she  held  out  of  the  reach  of 
oth — Snap  occasionally  desisting  in  order  to  remonstrate 
with  the  cat  by  a  cogent  worrying  growl  on  the  greediness 
and  futility  of  her  conduct;  till  Eppie  relented,  caressed 
them  both,  and  divided  the  morsel  between  them. 

But  at  last  Eppie,  glancing  at  the  clock,  checked  the 
play,  and  said,  ^'  Oh,  daddy,  you're  wanting  to  go  into  the 
sunshine  to  smoke  your  pipe.  But  I  must  clear  away  first, 
so  as  the  house  may  be  tidy  when  godmother  comes.  Ill 
make  haste — I  won't  be  long.'* 

Silas  had  taken  to  smoking  a  pipe  daily  during  the  last 
two  years,  having  been  stronglj  urged  to.it  by  the  sages  of 
Eaveloe,  as  a  practice  ^^ood  for  the  fits";  and  this  advice 
was  sanctioned  by  Dr.  Kimble,  on  the  ground  that  it  was 
as  well  to  try  what  could  do  no  harm  —  a  principle  which 
was  made  to  answer  for  a  great  deal  of  'work  in  that  gen- 
tleman's medical  practice.  Silas  did  not  highly  enjoy 
smoking,  and  often  wondered  how  his  neighbors  could  be 
so  fond  of  it;  but  a  humble  sort  of  acquiescence  in  what 
was  held  to  be  good,  had  become  a  strong  habit  of  that 
new  self  which  had  been  developed  in  him  since  he  had 


SILAS  MARKER.  137 

found  Eppie  on  hia  hearth:  it  had  been  the  only  clew  his 
bewildered  mind  could  hold  by  in  cherishing  this  young 
life  that  had  been  sent  to  him  out  of  the  darkness  into 
which  his  gold  had  departed.  By  seeking  what  was  need- 
ful for  Eppie,  bv  sharing  the  effect  that  everything  pro- 
duced on  her,  ne  had  nimself  come  to  appropriate  the 
forms  of  custom  and  belief  which  were  the  mould  of 
Raveloe  life,  and  as,  with  reawakening  sensibilities,  mem- 
ory also  reawakened,  he  had  begun  to  ponder  over  the 
elements  of  his  old  faith,  and  blend  them  with  his  new 
impressions,  till  he  recovered  a  consciousness  of  unity 
between  his  past  aud  present.  The  sense  of  presiding 
goodness  and  the  human  trust  which  come  with  all  pure 

Eeace  and  joy,  had  given  him  a  dim  impression  that  there 
ad  been  some  error,  some  mistake,  which  had  thrown 
that  dark  shadow  over  the  days  of  his  best  years;  and  as 
it  grew  more  and  more  easy  to  him  to  open  his  mind  to 
Dolly  Winthrop,  he  gradually  communicated  to  her  all  he 
could  describe  of  his  early  life.  The  communication  was 
necessarily  a  slow  and  difficult  process,  for  Silas's  meagre 
power  of  explanation  was  not  aided  by  any  readiness  of 
interpretation  in  Dolly,  whose  narrow  outward  experience 
gave  her  no  key  to  strange  customs,  and  made  every  nov- 
elty a  source  of  wonder  that  arrested  them  at  every  step 
of  the  narrative.  It  was  only  by  fragments  and  at  inter- 
vals which  left  Dolly  time  to  revolve  what  she  had  heard 
till  it  acquired  some  familiarity  for  her,  that  Silas  at 
last  arrived  at  the  climax  of  the  sad  story — the  drawing 
of  lots,  and  its  false  testimony  concerning  him;  a«d  this 
had  to  be  repeated  in  several  interviews,  under  new 
questions  on  her  part  as  to  the  nature  of  this  plan  for 
detecting  the  guilty  and  clearing  the  innocent. 

'^  And  youm^s  the  same  Bible,  you^re  sure  o*  that.  Mas- 
ter Mamer  —  the  Bible  as  you  brought  wi'  you  from  that 
county — it^s  the  same  as  what  they^ve  got  at  church,  and 
what  Eppie's  a-learningto  read  in." 

^'Yes,"  said  Silas,  "every  bit  the  same;  and  there's 
drawing  o'  lots  in  the  Bible,  mind  you,''  he  added  in  a 
lower  tone. 

''  0  dear,  dear,"  said  Dolly  in  a  grieved  voice,  as  if  she 
were  hearing  an  unfavorable  report  of  a  sick  man's  case. 
She  was  silent  for  some  minutes;  at  last  she  said — 

"  There's  wise  folks,  happen,  as  know  how  it  all  is;  the 
parson  knows,  I'll  be  bound;  but  it  takes  big  words  to 
tell  them  things,  and  such  as  poor  folks  can't  make  much 
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out  on.  I  can  never  rightly  know  the  meaning  o*  what  I 
hear  at  church,  only  a  oit  nere  and  there,  but  I  know  it's 
good  words — I  do.  But  what  lies  upo'  your  mind — it's 
this.  Master  Marner:  as,  if  Them  above  had  done  the 
right  thing  by  you,  They'd  never  ha'  let  you  be  turned  out 
for  a  wicked  thief  when  you  was  innocent." 

"Ah!"  said  Silas,  who^  had  now  come  to  understand 
Dolly's  phraseology,  "  that  was  what  fell  on  me  like  as  if  it 
had  been  red-hot  iron;  because,  you  see,  there  was  nobody  as 
cared  for  me  or  clave  to  me  above  nor  below.  And  him  as 
I'd  gone  out  and  in  wi'  for  ten  year  and  more,  since  when 
we  was  lads  and  went  halves — mine  own  familiar  friend  in 
whom  I  trusted,  had  lifted  up  his  heel  again'  me,  and 
worked  to  ruin  me." 

"  Eh,  but  he  was  a  bad  'un — ^I  can't  think  as  there's 
another  such,"  said  Dolly.  "  But  I'm  o'ercome.  Master 
Marner;  I'm  like  as  if  I'd  waked  and  didn't  know  whether 
it  was  night  or  morning.  I  feel  somehow  as  sure  as  I  do 
when  I've  laid  something  up  though  I  can't  justly  put  my 
hand  on  it,  as  there  was  a  rights  in  what  happened  to  you, 
if  one  could  but  make  it  out;  and  you'd  no  call  to  lose 
heart  as  you  did.  But  we'll  talk  on  it  again;  for  some- 
times things  come  into  my  head  when  I'm  leeching  or 
poulticing,  or  such,  as  I  could  never  think  on  when  I  was 
sitting  still." 

Dolly  was  too  useful  a  woman  not  to  have  many  oppor- 
tunities of  illumination  of  the  kind  she  alluded  to,  and  she 
was  not  long  before  she  recurred  to  the  subject. 

"  Master  Marner,"  she  said,  one  day  thaj;  she  came  to 
bring  home  Eppie's  washing,  "I've  been  sore  puzzled  for  a 
good  bit  wi'  that  trouble  o'  yourn  and  the  drawing  o'  lots; 
and  it  got  twisted  back'ards  and  for'ards,  as  I  didn't  know 
which  end  to  lay  hold  on.  But  it  come  to  me  all  clear  like, 
that  night  when  I  was  sitting  up  wi'  poor  Bessy  Fawkes,  as 
is  dead  and  left  her  children  oehind,  God  help  'em — it 
come  to  me  as  clear  as  daylight;  but  whether  I've  got  hold 
on  it  now,  or  can  anyways  bring  it  to  my  tongue's  end, 
that  I  don't  know.  For  I've  often  a  deal  inside  me  as  '11 
never  come  out;  and  for  what  you  talk  o'  your  folks  in 
your  old  country  niver  saying  prayers  by  heart  nor  saying 
'em  out  of  a  book,  they  must  be  wonderful  cliver;  for  if  I 
didn't  know  *  Our  Father,'  and  little  bits  o'  good  words  as 
I  can  carry  out  o'  church  wi'  me,  I  might  down  o'  my 
knees  every  night,  but  nothing,  could  I  say." 
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"  But  you  can  mostly  say  something  as  I  can  make  sense 
on,  Mrs.  Winthrop/^  said  Silas. 

"  Well,  then.  Master  Marner,  it  come  to  me  summat  like 
this:  I  can  make  nothing  o'  the  drawing  o^  lots  and  the 
answer  coming  wrong;  it  ^ud  mayhap  take  the  parson  to 
tell  that,  and  he  could  only  tell  us  i*  bi^  words.  But 
what  come  to  me  as  clear  as  the  daylight,  it  was  when  I 
was  troubling  over  poor  Bessy  Fawkes,  and  it  allays  comes 
into  my  head  when  rm  sony  for  folks,  and  feel  as  I  can't 
do  a  power  to  help  'em,  not  if  I  was  to  get  up  i'  the  middle 
o'  the  night — it  comes  into  my  head  as  Them  above 
has  got  a  deal  tenderer  heart  nor  what  I've  got — for 
I  can't  be  anyways  better  nor  Them  as  made  me;  and  if 
anything  looks  hard  to  me,  it's  because  there's  things  I 
don't  know  on;  and  for  the  matter  o'  that,  there  may  be 
plentv  o'  things  I  don't  know  on,  for  it's  little  as  I  know — 
that  it  is.  And  so,  while  I  was  thinking  o'  that,  you  come 
into  my  mind.  Master  Marner,  and  it  all  come  pouring 

in: if  /felt  i'  my  inside  what  was  the  right  and  just 

thing  by  you,  and  them  as  prayed  and  drawed  the  lots,  all 
but  that  wicked  un,  if  they^i  ha'  done  the  right  thing  by 
you  if  they  could,  isn't  there  Them  as  was  at  the  mafing 
on  us,  and  knows  better  and  has  a  better  will?  *  And  that's 
all  as  ever  I  can  be  sure  on,  and  everything  else  is  a  big 
puzzle  to  me  when  I  think  on  it.  For  there  was  the  fever 
come  and  took  off  them  as  were  f ull-growed,  and  left  the 
helpless  children;  and  there's  the  breaking  o'  limbs;  and 
them  as  'ud  do  right  and  be  sober  have  to  suffer  by  them 
as  are  contrairy — eh,  there's  trouble  i'  this  world,  and 
there's  things  as  we  can  niver  make  out  the  rights  on. 
And  all  as  we've  got  to  do  is  to  trusten.  Master  Marner — 
to  do  the  right  thing  as  fur  as  we  know, 'and  to  trusten. 
For  if  us  as  knows  so  little  can  see  a  bit  o'  good  and  rights, 
we  may  be  sure  as  there's  a  good  and  a  rights  bigger  nor 
what  we  can  know — I  feel  it  i'  my  own  insides  as  it  must 
be  so.  And  if  you  could  but  ha'  gone  on  trustening.  Mas- 
ter Mamer,  you  wouldn't  ha'  run  away  from  your  fellow- 
creaturs  and  been  so  lone." 

'^  Ah,  but  that  'ud  ha'  been  hard,"  said  Silas,  in  an 
under-tone;  "it  'ud  ha'  been  hard  to  trusten  then." 

"And  so  it  would,"  said  Dolly,  almost  with  compunc- 
tion; "them  things  are  easier  said  nor  done;  and  I'm 
partly  ashamed  o'  talking." 

"Nay,  nay,"  said  Silas,  "you're  i'  the  right,  Mrs.  Win- 
throp — ^you're  i'  the  right,    There's  good  i'  this  world--"' 
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r\e  a  leeling  o^  that  now;  and  it  makes  a  man  feel  as 
there's  a  good  more  lior  he  can  see,  F  spite  o'  the  trouble 
and  the  wickedness.  That  drawing  o*  the  lots  is  dark;  but 
the  child  was  sent  to  me:  there's  dealings  with  us — ^there's 
dealings." 

This  dialogue  took  place  in  Eppie's  earlier  years,  when 
Silas  had  to  part  with  her  for  two  hours  every  day,  that 
she  might  learn  to  read  at  the  dame  school,  after  he  had 
vainly  tried  himself  to  guide  her  in  that  first  step  to  learn- 
ing. Now  that  she  was  grown  up,  Silas  had  often  been  led, 
in  those  moments  of  quiet  outpouring  which  come  to  people 
who  live  together  in  perfect  love,  ^o  talk  with  her  too  of 
the  past,  and  how  and  why  he  had  lived  a  lonely  man  until 
she  had  been  sent  to  him.  For  it  would  have  been  impos- 
sible for  him  to  hide  from  Eppie  that  she  was  not  his  own 
child:  even  if  the  most  delicate  reticence  on  the  point 
could  have  been  expected  from  Raveloe  gossips  in  her  pres- 
ence, her  own  questions  about  her  mother  could  not  navo 
been  parried,  as  she^grew  up,  without  that  complete  shroud- 
ing of  the  past  which  would  have  made  a  painful  barrier 
between  their  minds.  So  Eppie  had  long  known  how  her 
mother  had  died  on  the  snowy  ground,  and  how  she  her- 
self had  been  found  on  the  hearth  by  father  Silas,  who  had 
taken  her  golden  curls  for  his  lost  guineas  brought  back  to 
him.  The  tender  and  peculiar  love  with  which  Silas  had 
reared  her  in  almost  inseparable  companionship  with  him- 
self, aided  by  the  seclusion  of  their  dwelling,  had  preserved 
her  from  the  lowering  influences  of  the  village  talk  and 
habits,  and  had  kept  her  mind  in  that  freshness  which  is 
sometimes  falsely  supposed  to  be  an  invariable  attribute  of 
rusticity.  Perfect  love  has  a  breath  of  poetry  which  can 
exalt  the  relations  of  the  least-instructed  human  beings; 
and  this  breath  of  poetry  had  surrounded  Eppie  from  the 
time  when  she  had  followed  the  bright  gleam  that 
beckoned  her  to  Silas's  hearth;  so  that  it  is  not  surprising 
if,  in  other  things  besides  her  delicate  prettiness,  sne  was 
not  quite  a  common  village  maiden,  but  had  a  touch  of 
refinement  and  fervor  which  came  from  no  other  teaching 
than  that  of  tenderly-nurtured  unvitiated  feeling.  She 
was  too  childish  and  simple  for  her  imagination  to  rove 
into  questions  about  her  unknown  father;  for  a  long  while 
it  did  not  even  occur  to  her  that  she  must  have  had  a 
father;  and  the  first  time  that  the  idea  of  her  mother 
having  had  a  husband  presented  itself  to  her,  was  when 
Silas  showed  her  the  wedding-ring  which  had  been  taken 
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from  the  wasted  finger,  and  had  i)een  carefully  preserved 
by  hin^  in  a  little  lackered  box  shaped  like  a  snoe.  He 
delivered  this  box  into  Eppie's  charge  when  she  had  grown 
up,  and  she  often  opened  it  to  look  at  the  ring:  but  still 
she  thought  hardly  at  all  about  the  father  of  whom  it  was 
the  symbol.  Had  she  not  a  father  very  close  to  her,  who 
loved  her  better  than  any  real  fathers  in  the  village  seemed 
to  love  their  daughters?  On  the  contrary,  who  her  mother 
was,  and  how  she  came  to  die  in  that  forlornness,  were 
questions  that  often  pressed  on  Eppie's  mind.  Her  knowl- 
edge of  Mrs.  Winthrop,  who  was  her  nearest  friend  next 
to  Silas,  made  her  feel  that  a  mother  must  be  verv 
precious;  and  she  had  again  and  again  asked  Silas  to  tell 
her  how  her  mother  looked,  whom  she  was  like,  and  how 
he  had  found  her  against  the  furze  bush,  led  toward  it  by 
the  little  footsteps  and  the  outstretched  arms.  The  furze 
bush  was  there  still;  and  this  afternoon,  when  Eppie  came 
out  with  Silas  into  the  sunshine,  it  was  the  first  object 
that  arrested  her  eyes  and  thoughts. 

*'  Father,**  she  said,  in  a  tone  of  gentle  gravity,  which 
sometimes  came  like  a  sadder,  slower  cadence  across  her 
playfulness,  "we  shall  take  the  furze  bush  into  the  garden; 
it  *11  come  into  the  corner,  and  just  against  it  111  put 
snowdrops  and  crocuses,  ^cause  Aaron  says  they  won't  die 
out,  but  *11  always  get  more  and  more." 

^*  Ah,  child/*  said  Silas,  always  ready  to  talk  when  he 
had  his  pipe  in  his  hand,  apparently  enjoying  the  pauses 
more  than  the  puffs,  "it  wouldn't  do  to  leave  out  the  furze 
bush;  and  there's  nothing  prettier  to  my  thinking,  when 
it's  yallow  with  flowers.  But  it's  just  come  into  my  head 
what  we're  to  do  for  a  fence — mayhap  Aaron  can  help  lis 
to  a  thought;  but  a  fence  we  must  have,  else  the  donkeys 
and  things  'uU  come  and  trample  everything  down.  And 
fencing's  hard  to  be  got  at,  by  what  I  can  make  out.-' 

"Oh,  I'll  tell  you,  daddy,"  said  Eppie,  clasping  her 
hands  suddenly,  after  a  minute's  thought.  "  There's  lots 
o'.  loose  stones  about,  some  of  'em  not  big,  and  we  might 
lay  'em  atop  of  one  another,  and  make  a  wall.  You  and 
me  could  carry  the  smallest,  and  Aaron  'ud  carry  the  rest — 
I  know  he  would." 

"  Eh,  my  precious  'un,"  said  Silas,  "  there  isn't  enough 
stones  to  go  all  round;  and  as  for  you  carrying,  why,  wi' 
your  little  arms  you  couldn't  carry  a  stone  no  bigger  than 
a  turnip.  You're  dillicate  made,  my  dear,"  he  added,  with 
a  tender  intonation— "that's  what  Mrs.  Winthrop  says." 
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"  Oh,  I'm  stronger  than  you  think,  daddy,''  said  Eppie; 
"and  if  there  wasn't  stones  enough  to  go  all  round,  why 
they'll  go  part  o'  the  way,  and  then  it  '11  be  easier  to  get 
sticks  and  things  for  the  rest.  See  here,  round  the  big 
pit,  what  a  many  stones!" 

She  skipped  forward  to  the  pit,  meaning  to  lift  diie  of 
the  gtones  and  exhibit  her  strength,  but  she  started  back 
in  surprise. 

^'  Oh,  father,  iust  come  and  look  here,"  she  exclaimed — 
"come  and  see  how  the  water's  gone  down  since  yesterday. 
Why,  yesterday  the  pit  was  ever  so  full!" 

"Well,  to  be  sure,"  said  Silas,  coming  to  her  side. 
"  Why,  vthat's  the  draining  they've  begun  on,  since  har- 
vest, i'  Mr.  Osgood's  fields,  I  reckon.  The  foreman  said 
to  me  the  other  day,  when  I  passed  by  'em,  ^  Master  Mar- 
ner,'  he  said,  *  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  we  lay  your  bit  o' 
waste  as  dry  as  a  bone.'  It  was  Mr.  Godfrey  Cass,  he  said, 
had  gone  into  the  draining:  he'd  been  taking  these  fields 
o'  Mr.  Osgood." 

"How  odd  it  '11  seem  to  have  the  old  pit  dried  up!" 
said  Eppie,  turning  away,  and  stooping  to  lift  rather  a 
large  stone.  "  See,  daddy,  I  can  carry  this  quite  well," 
she  said,  going  along  with  much  energy  for  a  few  steps, 
but  presently  letting  it  fall. 

"Ah,  you're  fine  and  strong,  am't  you?"  said  Silas, 
while  Eppie  shook  her  aching  arms  and  laughed.  "  Come, 
come,  let  us  go  and  sit  down  on  the  bank  against  the  stile 
there,  and  have  no  more  lifting.  You  might  hurt  yourself, 
child.  You'd  need  have  somebody  to  work  for  you — and 
my  arm  isn't  overstrong." 

Silas  uttered  the  last  sentence  slowly,  as  if  it  implied 
more  than  met  the  ear;  and  Eppie,  when  they  sat  down 
on  the  bank,  nestled  close  to  nis  side,  and,  taking  hold 
caressingly  of  the  arm  that  was  not  over  strong,  held  it  on 
her  lap  while  Silas  puffed  again  dutifully  at  the  pipe,  which 
occupied  his  other  arm.  An  ash  in  the  hedgerow  behind 
made  a  fretted  screen  from  the  sun,  and  threw  happy 
playful  shadows  all  about  them. 

"  Father,"  said  Eppie,  very  gently,  after  they  had  been 
sitting  in  silence  a  little  while,  "  if  I  was  to  be  married, 
ought  I  to  be  married  with  my  mother's  ring?" 

Silas  gave  an  almost  imperceptible  start,  though  the 
question  fell  in  with  the  under-current  of  thought  in  his 
own  mind,  and  then  said,  in  a  subdued  tone,  "  Why,  Eppie, 
have  you  been  a-thinking  on  it?" 
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''  Only  this  lasft  week,  father/^  said  Eppie,  ingenuously, 
'^ since  Aaron  talked  to  me  about  it." 

'^  And  what  did  he  say?"  said  Silas,  still  in  the  same 
subdued  way,  as  if  he  were  anxious  lest  he  should  fall  into 
the  slightest  tone  that  was  not  for  Eppie's  good. 

^^He  said  he  should  like  to  be  married,  because  he  was 
a-going  in  four-and -twenty,  and  had  got  a  deal  of  garden- 
ing work,  now  Mr.  Mott^s  given  up;  and  he  goes  twice 
a-week  regular  to  Mr.  Cassis,  and  once  to  Mr.  Osgood^ 
and  they're  going  to  take  him  on  at  the  rectory." 

*^  And  who  is  it  as  he's  wanting  to  marry?"  said  Silas, 
with  rather  a  sad  smile. 

•  *^  Why,  me,  to  be  sure,  daddy,"  said  Eppie,  with  dim- 
pling laughter,  kissing  her  father's  cheek;  "  as  if  he'd  want 
to  marry  anybody  else! " 

^*  And  you  mean  to  have  him,  do  you?"  said  Silas. 

"Yes,  sometime,"  said  Eppie;  "I  don't  know  when. 
Everybody's  married  some  time,  Aaron  says.  But  I  told 
him  that  wasn't  true:  for,  I  said,  look  at  father — ^he's 
never  been  married." 

"No,  child,"  said  Silas,  "your  father  was  a  lone  man 
till  you  was  sent  to  him." 

"  But  you'll  never  be  lone  again,  father,"  said  Eppie, 
tenderly.  "That  was  what  Aaron  said — ^I  could  never 
think  o'  taking  you  away  from  Master  Marner,  Eppie.' 
And  I  said, ,  ^  It  'ud  be  no  use  if  you  did,  Aaron.'  And  he 
wants  us  all  to  live  together,  so  as  vou  needn't  work  a  bit, 
father,  only  what's  for  your  own  pleasure;  and  he'd  be  as 
good  as  a  son  to  you — that  was  what  he  said." 

"And  should  you  like  that,  Eppie?" said  Silas,  looking 
at  her. 

"I  shouldn't  mind  it,  father,"  said  Eppie,  quite  simply^ 
'^  And  I  should  like  things  to  be  so  as  you  needn't  work 
much.  But  if  it  wasn't  for  that,  I'd  sooner  things  didn't 
change.  I'm  very  happy:  I  like  Aaron  to  be  fond  of  me,  and 
come  and  see  us  often,  and  behave  pretty  to  you — ^he  always 
does  behave  pretty  to  you,  doesn't  he,  father?" 

"Yes,  child,  nobody  could  behave  better,"  said  Silas, 
emphatically.     "  He's  his  mother's  lad." 

"  But  I  don't  want  any  change,"  said  Eppie.  "  I  should 
like  to  go  on  a  long,  long  while,  just  as  we  are.  Only 
Aaron  does  want  a  change;  and  he  made  me  cry  a  bit — 
only  a  bit — because  he  said  I  didn't  care  for  him,  for  if  I 
cared  for  him  I  should  want  us  to  be  married,  as  he  did." 

^'  Eh,  my  blessed  child,"  said  Silas,  laying  down  his  pipe 
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as  if  it  were  useless  to  pretend  to  smoke  any  longer, 
"you're  o^er  young  to  be  married.  We'll  ask  Mrs.  Win- 
throp — well  ask  Aaron's  mother  what  she  thinks:  if  there's 
a  right  thing  to  do,  shell  come  at  it.  But  there's  this  to 
be  thought  on,  Eppie:  things  will  change,  whether  we 
like  it  or  no;  things  won't  go  on  for  a  long  while  just  as 
they  are  and  no  difference.  I  shall  get  older  and  help- 
lesser,  and  be  a  burden  on  you,  belike,  if  I  don't  go  away 
from  you  altogether.  Not  as  I  mean  you'd  think  me 
a  burden — I  know  you  wouldn't — but  it  'ud  be  hard  upon 
you;  and  when  I  look  for'ard  to  that,  I  like  to  think  as 
you'd  have  somebody  else  besides  me — somebody  young 
and  strong,  as  '11  outlast  your  own  life,  and  take  care 
on  you  to  the  end."  Silas  paused,*  and  resting  his  wrists 
on  his  knees,  lifted  his  hands  up  and  down  meditatively  as 
he  looked  on  the  ground. 

"Then,  would  you  like  me  to  be  married,  father?"  said 
Eppie,  with  a  little  trembling  in  her  voice. 

"  I'll  not  be  the  man  to  say  no,  Eppie,"  said  Silas,  em- 
phatically; but  we'll  ask  your  godmother.  She'll  wish 
the  right  thing  by  you  and  her  son,  too." 

"  There  they  come,  then,"  said  Eppie.  "  Let  us  go 
and  meet  'em.  0,  the  pipe!  won't  you  have  it  lit  again, 
father?/'  said  Eppie,  lifting  that  medicinal  appliance  from 
the  OTound. 

"Ifay,  child,"  said  Silas,  "  I've  done  enough  for  to-day. 
I  think,  mayhap,  a  little  of  it  does  me  more  good  than  so 
much  at  once." 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


While  Silas  and  Eppie  were  seated  on  the  bank  dis- 
coursing in  the  fleckered  shade  of  the  ash  tree.  Miss 
Priscilla  Lammeter  was  resisting  her  sister's  arguments, 
that  it  would  be  better  to  take  tea  at  the  Red  House,  and 
let  her  father  have  a  long  nap,  than  drive  home  to  the 
Warrens  so  soon  after  dinner.  The  family  party  {oi  four 
only)  were  seated  round  the  table  in  the  dark  wainscoted 

Earlor,  with  the  Sunday  dessert  before  them,  of  fresh  Al- 
erts, apples  and  pears,  duly  ornamented  with  leaves  by 
Nancy's  own  hand  before  the  bells  had  rung  for  church. 
A  great  change  has  come  over  the  dark  wainscoted 


SILAS  MARKER.  146 

parlor  since  we  saw  it  in  Godfrey's  bachelor  days,  and 
under  the  wifeless  reign  of  the  old  Sq[uire.  Now  all  is 
polish,  on  which  no  yesterday^s  dust  is  ever  allowed  to 
rest,  from  the  yard's  width  of  oaken  boards  round  the  car- 
pet, to  the  old  Squire's  gun  and  whips  and  walking-sticks, 
ranged  on  the  stag's  anUers  above  the  mantel-piece.  All 
other  signs  of  sporting  and  outdoor  occupation  Nancy 
has  removed  to  another  room  ;  but  she  Has  brought  into 
the  Red  House  the  habit  of  filial  reverence,  and  preserves 
sacredly  in  a  place  of  honor  these  relics  of  her  husband's 
departed  father.  The  tankards  are  on  the  sidetable  still, 
but  the  bossed  silver  is  undimmed  by  handling,  and  there 
are  no  dregs  to  send  forth  unpleasant  suggestions;  the 
only  prevailing  scent  is  of  the  lavender  and  roseleaves  that 
fill  the  vases  of  Derbyshire  spar.  All  is  purity  and  order 
in  this  once  dreary  room,  for,  fifteen  years  ago,  it  was 
entered  by  a  new  presiding  spirit. 

^^  Now,  father,'^  said  Nancy,  "ts  there  any  call  for  you 
to  go  home  to  tea?  Mayn't  you  just  as  well  stay  with  us? 
Such  a  beautiful  evening  as  it's  likely  to  be." 

The  old  gentleman  had  been  talking  with  Godfrey  about 
the  increasing  poor-rate  and  the  ruinous  times,  and  had 
not  heard  the  dialogue  between  his  daughters. 

''My  dear,  you  must  ask  Priscilla,"  he  said,  in  the  once 
firm  voice,  now  become  rather  broken.  ''She  manages 
me  and  the  farm  too." 

"And  reason  good  as  I  should  manage  you,  father,"  said 
Priscilla,  "else  you'd  be  giving  yourself  your  death  with 
rheumatism.  And  as  for  the  farm,  if  anything  turns  out 
wrong,  as  it  can't  but  do  in  these  times,  there's  nothing 
kills  a  man  so  soon  as  having  nobody  to  find  fault  with 
but  himself.  It's  a  deal  the  best  way  o'  being  master,  to 
let  somebody  else  do  the  ordering,  and  keep  the  blaming 
in  your  own  hands.  It  'ud  save  many  a  man  a  stroke,  I 
believe." 

"Well,  well,  my  dear,"  said  her  father,  with  a  quiet 
laugh,  "I  didn't  say  you  don't  manage  for  everybody's 
good." 

"Then  manage  so  as  you  may  stay  to  tea,  Priscilla,"  said 
Nancy,  putting  her  hand  on  her  sister's  arm  affectionately. 
"Come  now;  and  We'll  go  round  the  garden  while  father 
has  his  nap." 

"My  dear  child,  he'll  have  a  beautiful  nap  in  the  gig, 
for  I  shall  drive.  And  as  for  staying  to  tea,  I  can't  hear  of 
it ;  for  there's  this  dairymaid,  now  she  knows  she's  to  be 
10 
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married,  turned  Michaelmas,  she'd  as  lief  pour  the  new 
milk  into  the  pig-trough  as  into  the  pans.  That's  the 
wiy  with  'em  all;  it's  as  if  they  thought  the  world  'ud  be 
new-made  because  they're  to  be  married.  So  come  and 
let  me  put  my  bonnet  on,  and  there'll  be  time  for  us  to 
walk  round  the  garden  while  the  horse  is  being  put  in." 

When  the  sisters  were  treading  the  neatly-swept  garden- 
walks,  between  the  bright  turf  that  contrasted  pleasantly 
with  the  dark  cones  and  arches  and  wall-like  hedges  of 
yew,  Priscilla  said — 

"  I'm  as  glad  as  anything  at  your  husband's  making  that 
exchange  o  land  with  cousin  Osgood  and  beginning  the 
dairying.  It's  a  thousand  pities  you  didn't  do  it  before; 
for  it'll  give  you  something  to  fill  your  mind.  There's 
nothing  like  a  dairy  if  folks  want  a  bit  o'  worrit  to  make 
the  days  pass.  For  as  for  rubbing  furniture,  when  you 
can  once  see  your  face  in  a  table  there's  nothing  else  to 
look  for;  but  there's  always  sojnething  fresh  with  the 
dairy;  for  even  in  the  depths  o'  winter  there's  some  pleasure 
in  conquering  the  butter,  and  making  it  come  whether  or 
no.  My  dear,"  added  Priscilla,  pressing  her  sister's  hand 
affectionately  as  they  walked  side  by  side,  "  you'll  never 
be  low  when  you've  got  a  dairy." 

"Ah,  Priscilla,"  said  Nancy,  returning  the  pressure  with 
a  grateful  glance  of  her  clear  eyes,  "  but  it  won't  make  up 
to  Godfrey:  a  dairy's  not  so  much  to  a  man.  And  it's  only 
what  he  cares  for  that  ever  makes  me  low.  I'm  contented 
with  the  blessings  we  have,  if  he  could  be  contented." 

*^It  drives  me  past  patience,"  said  Priscilla,  impetu- 
ously, "  that  way  o'  the  men — ^always  wanting  and  wanting, 
and  never  easjr  with  what  they've  got:  they  can't  sit  com- 
fortable in  their  chairs  when  they've  neither  ache  nor  pain, 
but  either  they  must  stick  a  pipe  in  their  mouths,  to  make 
'em  better  "than  well,  or  else  they  must  be  swallowing 
something  strong,  though  they're  forced  to  make  haste 
before  the  next  meal  comes  in.  But  joyful  be  it  spoken, 
our  father  was  never  that  sort  o'  man.  And  if  it  had 
pleased  God  to  make  you  ugly,  like  me,  so  as  the  men 
wouldn't  ha'  run  after  you,  we  might  have  kept  to  our  own 
family,  and  had  nothing  to  do  with  folks  as  have  got 
uneasy  blood  in  their  veins." 

"  0  don't  say  so,  Priscilla,"  said  Nancy,  repenting  that 
she  had  called  forth  this  outburst;  "nobody  has  any  occa- 
sion to  find  fault  with  Godfrey.  It's  natural  he  should  be 
disappointed  at  not  having  any  children:  every  man  likes 
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to  have  somebody  to  work  for  and  lay  by  for,  and  he  always 
counted  so  on  making  a  fuss  with  ^em  when  they  were  little. 
There^s  many  another  man  would  hanker  more  than  he 
does.     He's  the  best  of  husbands.'* 

^^  Oh,  I  know/'  said  Priscilla,  smiling  sarcastically,  "  I 
know  the  way  o'  wives;  they  set  one  on  to  abuse  their 
husbands,  and  then  theyturn  round  on  one  and  praise  'em 
as  if  they  wanted  to  sell  'em.  But  father'U  be  waiting 
for  me;  we  must  turn  now.'* 

The  large  gig  with  the  steady  old  gray  was  at  the  front 
door,  and  Mr.  Lammeter  was  already  on  the  stone  steps, 
passing  the  time  in  recalling  to  Godfrey  what  very  fine 
points  Speckle  had  when  his  master  used  to  ride  him. 

'^  I  always  would  have  a  good  horse,  you  know,"  said  the 
old  gentleman,  not  liking  that  spirited  time  to  be  quite 
effaced  from  the  memory  of  his  juniors. 

"  Mind  you  bring  Nancy  to  the  Warrens  before  the  week's 
out,  Mr.  Cass,'*  was  Priscilla's  parting  injunction,  as  she 
took  the  reins,  and  shook  them  gently,  by  way  of  friendly 
incitement  to  Speckle. 

"  I  shall  just  take  a  turn  to  the  fields  against  the  Stone- 
pits,  Nancy,  and  look  at  the  draining,"  said  Godfrey. 

"  You'll  be  in  again  by  tea-time,  dear?" 

'^  0  yes,  I  shall  be  back  in  an  hour." 

It  was  Godfrey's  custom  on  Sunday  afternoon  to  do  a  little 
contemplated  farming  in  a  leisurely  walk.  Nancy  seldom 
accompanied  him;  for  the  women  of  her  generation — ^unless, 
like  Priscilla,  they  took  to  outdoor  management — were  not 
given  to  much  walking  beyond  their  own  house  and  garden, 
finding  sufficient  exercise  in  domestic  duties.  So,  when 
Priscifia  was  not  with  her,  she  usually  sat  with  Mant's  Bible 
before  her,  and  after, folio  wing  the  text  with  her  eyes  for  a 
little  while,  she  would  gradually  permit  them  to  wander  as 
her  thoughts  had  already  insisted  on  wandering. 

But  Nancy's  Sunday  thoughts  were  rarely  quite  out  of 
keeping  with  the  devout  and  reverential  intention  implied 
by  the  book  spread  open  before  her.  She  was  not  theolog- 
ically instructed  enough  to  discern  very  clearly  the  relation 
between  the  sacred  documents  of  the  past  which  she 
opened  without  method,  and  her  own .  obscure,  simple 
life;  but  the  spirit  of  rectitude,  and  the  sense  of  responsi- 
bility for  the  effect  of  her  conduct  on  others,  which  were 
strong  elements  in  Nancy's  character,  had  made  it  a  habit 
with  her  to  scrutinize  her  past  feelings  and  actions  with 
self -questioning  solicitude.    Her  mind  not  being  courted 
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by  a  great  variety  of  subjects,  she  filled  the  vacant 
moments  by  living  inwardly,  again  and  again,  through 
all  her  remembered  experience,  especially  through  the 
fifteen  years  of  her  married  time,  in  which  her  life  and  its 
significance  had  been  doubled.  She  recalled  the  small 
details,  the  words,  tones,  and  looks,  in  the  critical  scenes 
which  had  opened  a  new  epoch  •  for  her  by  giving  her  a 
deeper  insight  into  the  relations  and  trials  of  life;  or 
which  had  called  on  her  for  some  little  effort  of  forbear- 
ance, or  of  painful  adherence  to  an  imagined  or  real 
duty — asking  herself  continually  whether  she  had  been  in 
any  respect  blamable.  This  excessive  rumination  and 
self-questioning  is  perhaps  a  morbid  habit  inevitable  to  a 
mind  of  much  moral  sensibility  when  shut  out  from  its 
due  share  of  outward  activity  and  of  practical  claims  on 
its  affections  —  inevitable  to  a  noble-hearted,  childless 
woman,  when  her  lot  is  narrow.  "  I  can  do  so  little— have 
I  done  it  all  well?^^  is  the  perpetually  recurring  thought; 
and  there  are  no  voices  calling  her  away  from  that  soliloquy, 
no  peremptory  demands  to  divert  energy  from  vain  regret 
or  superfluous  scruple. 

There  was  one  main  thread  of  painful  experience  in 
Nancy^s  married  life,  and  on  it  hung  certain  deeply-felt 
scenes,  which  were  the  oftenest  revived  in  retrospect. 
The  short  dialogue  with  Priscilla  in  the  garden  had 
determined  the  current  of  retrospect  in  that  frequent 
direction  this  particular  Sunday  afternoon.  The  fii-st 
wandering  of  her  thought  from  the  text,  which  she  still 
attempted  dutifully  to  follow  with  her  eyes  and  silent  lips, 
was  into  an  imaginary  enlargement  of  the  defense  she  had 
set  up  for  her  husband  against  Priscilla^s  implied  blame. 
The  vindication  of  the  loved  object  is  the  best  balm  affec- 
tion can  find  for  its  wounds: — '^A  man  must  have  so  much 
on  his  mind,^'  is  the  belief  by  which  a  wife  often  supports 
a  cheerful  face  under  rough  answers  and  unfeeling  words. 
And  Nancy's  deepest  wounds  had  all  come  from  the  per- 
ception that  the  absence  of  children  from  their  hearth 
was  dwelt  on  in  her  husband's  mind  as  a  privation  to  which 
he  could  not  reconcile  himself. 

Yet  sweet  Nancy  might  have  been  expected  to  feel  still 
more  keenly  the  denial  of  a  blessing  to  which  she  had 
looked  forward  with  all  the  varied  expectations  and  prep- 
arations, solemn  and  prettily  trivial,  which  fill  the  mind 
of  a  loving  woman  When  she  expects  to  become  a  mother. 
Was  there  not  a  drawer  filled  with  the  neat  work  of  her 
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hands,  all  unworn  and  untouched,  just  as  she  had  arranged 
it  there  fourteen  years  ago — ^just,  but  for  one  little  dress, 
which  had  been  made  the  burial-dress?  But  under  this 
immediate  personal  trial  Nancy  was  so  firmly  unmurmur- 
ing, that  years  ago  she  had  suddenly  renounced  the  habit 
of  visiting  the  drawer,  lest  she  should  in  this  way  be 
creating  a  longing  for  what  was  not  given. 

Perhaps  it  was  this  very  severity  toward  any  indulgence 
of  what  she  held  to  be  smful  regret  in  herself  that  made 
her  shrink  from  applying  her  own  standard  to  herliusband. 
"It  is  very  different--it  is  much  worse  for  a  man  to  be 
disappointed  in  that  way:  a  woman  can  always  be  satisfied 
with  devoting  herself  to  her  husband,  but  a  man  wants 
something  that  will  make  him  look  forward  more — and 
sitting  by  the  fire  is  so  much  duller  to  him  than  to  a 
woman/^  And  always,  when  Nancy  reached  this  point  in 
her  meditations — trying,  with  predetermined  sympathy,  to 
see  everything  as  Godfrey  saw  it — ^there  came  a  renewal  of 
self-questioning.  Had  she  done  everything  in  her  power 
to  lighten  Godfrey^s  2)rivation?  Had  she  really  been  right 
in  the  resistance  which  had  cost  her  so  much  pain  six 
years  ago,  and  again  four  years  ago — the  resistance  to  her 
nusband^s  wish  that  they  should  adopt  a  child?  Adoption 
was  more  remote  from  the  ideas  and  habits  of  that  time 
than  of  our  own;  still  Nancy  had  her  opinion  on  it.  It 
was  as  necessary  to  her  mind  to  have  an  opinion  on  all 
topics,  not  exclusively  masculine,  that  had  come  -under 
her  notice,  as  for  her  to  have  a  precisely  marked  place  for 
every  article  of  her  personal  property:  and  her  opinions 
were  always  principles  to  be  unwaveringly  acted  on.  They 
were  firm,  not  because  of  their  basis,  but  because  she  held 
them  with  a  tenacity  inseparable  from  her  mental  action. 
On  all  the  duties  and  proprieties  of  life,  from  filial  behav- 
ior to  the  arrangements  of  the  evening  toilet,  pretty  Nancy 
Lammeter,  by  the.time  she  was  three-and-twenty,  had  her 
unalterable  little  code,  and  had  formed  every  one  of  her 
habits  in  strict  accordance  with  that  code.  She  carried 
these  decided  judgments  within  her  in  the  most  unobtru- 
sive way:  they  rooted  themselves  in  her  mind,  and  grew 
there  as  quietly  as  ^ass.  Years  ago,  we  know,  she 
insisted  on  dressing  like  Priscilla,  because  *^it  was  right 
for  sisters  to  dress  alike, ^^  and  because  "she  would  do 
what  was  right  if  she  wore  a  gown  dyed  with  cheese- 
coloring."  That  was  a  trivial  but  typical  instance  of  the 
mode  in  which  Nancy^s  life  was  regulated. 
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Ife  was  one  of  those  rigid  principles,  and  no  petty 
egoistic  feeling,  which  had  been  the  ground  of  Nancys 
difficult  resistance  to  her  husband's  wish^  To  adopt  a 
child,  because  children  of  your  own  had  been  denied  you, 
was  to  try  and  choose  your,  lot  in  spite  of  Providence: 
the  adopted  child,  she  was  convinced,  would  never  turn 
out  well,  and  would  be  a  curse  to  those  who  had  will- 
fully and  rebelliously  sought  what  it  was  clear  that, 
for  some  high  reason,  they  were  better  without.  When 
you  saw'  a  thing  was  not  meant  to  be,  said  Nancy,  it 
was  a  bounden  duty  to  leave  off  so  much  as  wishing  for  it. 
And  so  far,  perhaps,  the  wisest  of  men  could  scarcely 
make  more  than  a  verbal  improvement  in  her  principle. 
But  the  conditions  under  which  she  held  it  apparent 
that  a  thing  was  not  meant  to  be,  depended  on  a 
more  peculiar  mode  of  thinking.  She  would  have  given 
up  making  a  purchase  at  a  particular  place  if,  on  three 
successive  times,  rain,  or  some  other  cause  of  Heaven's 
sending,  had  formed  an  obstacle;  and  she  would  have 
anticipated  a  broken  limb  or  other  heavy  misfortune  to  any 
one  who  persisted  in  spite  of  such  indications. 

*^But  why  should  you  think  the  child  would  turn  out 
ill?"  said  Godfrey,  in  his  remonstrances.  "She  has 
thriven  as  well  as  child  can  do  with  the  weaver;  and  he 
adopted  her.  There  isn't  such  a  pretty  little  girl  anywhere 
else  in  the  parish,  or  one  fitter  for  the  station  we  could 
give  her.  Where  can  be  the  likelihood  of  her  being  a 
curse  to  anybody?'' 

*^  Yes,  my  dear  Godfrey,'^  said  Nancy,  who  was  sitting 
with  her  hands  tightly  clasped  together,  and  with  yearn- 
ing, regretful  affection  in  her  eyes.  *^The  child  may  not 
turn  out  ill  with  the  weaver.  But,  then,  he  didn't  go  to 
seek  her,  as  we  should  be  doing.  It  will  be  wrong:  I  feel 
sure  it  will.  Don't  you  remember  what  that  lady  we  met 
at  the  Royston  Baths  told  us  about  the  child  her  sister 
adopted?  That  was  the  only  adopting  I  ever  heard  of: 
and  the  child  was  transported  when  it  was  twenty-three. 
Dear  Godfrey,  don't  ask  me  to  do  what  I  know  is  wrong: 
I  should  never  be  happy  again.  I  know  it's  very  hard 
for  you — it's  easier  for  me — but  it's  the  will  of  Provi- 
dence." 

It  might  seem  singular  that  Nancy — with  her  religious 
theory  pieced  together  out  of  narrow  social  traditions, 
fragments  of  church  doctrine  imperfectly  understood,  and 
girlish  reasonings  on  her  small  experience  —  should  hj^v^ 
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arrived  by  herself  at  a  way  of  thinking  so  nearly  akin  to 
that  of  many  devout  people  whose  beliefs  are  held  in 
the  shape  of  a  system  quite  remote  from  her  knowledge: 
singulsu*^  if  we  did  not  know  that  human  beliefs,  like  all 
other  natural  growths,  elude  the  barriers  of  system. 

Godfrey  had  from  the  first  specified  Eppie,  then  about 
twelve  years  old,  as  a  child  suitable  for  them  to  adopt.  It 
had  never  occurred  to  him  that  Silas  would  rather  part 
with  his  life  than  with  Eppie.  Surely  the  weaver  would 
wish  the  best  to  the  child  he  had  taken  so  much  troubla 
with,  and  would  be  glad  that  such  good  fortune  should 
happen  to  her:  she  would  always  be  very  grateful  to  him, 
and  he  would  be  well  provided  for  to  the  end  of  his  life  — 

Srovided  for  as  the  excellent  part  he  had  done  by  the  child 
eserved.  Was  it  not  an  appropriate  thing  for  people  in  a 
hiffher  station  to  take  a  charge  off  the  hands  of  a  man  in 
a  lower?  It  seemed  an  eminently  appropriate  thing  to 
Godfrey,  for  reasons  that  were  known  only  to  himself; 
and  by  a  common  fallacy,  he  imagined  the  measure  would 
be  easy  because  he  had  private  motives  for  desiring  it. 
This  was  rather  a  coarse  mode  of  estimating  Silas's  rela- 
tion to  Eppie;  but  we  must  remember  that  many  of  the 
impressions  which  Godfrey  was  likely  to  gather  concern- 
ing the  laboring  people  around  him  would  favor  the  idea 
that  deep  affections  can  hardly  go  along  with  callous  palms 
and  scant  means;  and  he  had  not  had  the  opportunity, 
even  if  he  had  had  the  power,  of  entering  intimately  into 
all  that  was  exceptional  in  the  weaver's  experience.  It 
was  only  the  want  of  adequate  knowledge  that  could  have 
made  it  possible  for  Godfrey  deliberately  to  entertain  an 
unfeeling  project:  his  natural  kindness  had  outlived  that 
blighting  time  of  cruel  wishes,  and  Nancy^s  praise  of  him 
as  a  husband  was  not  founded  entirely  on  a  willful  illusion. 
'^  I  was  right, ^^  she  said  to  herself,  when  she  had  recalled 
all  their  scenes  of  discussion — "  I  feel  I  was  right  to  say 
him  nay,  though  it  hurt  me  more  than  anything;  but  how 
good  Godfrey  has  been  about  it!  Many  men  would  have 
been  very  angry  with  me  for  standing  out  against  their 
wishes;  and  they  might  have  thrown  out  that  they^d  had 
ill-luck  in  marrying  me;  but  Godfrey  has  never  been  the 
man  to  say  me  an  unkind  word.  It^s  only  what  he  can't 
hide:  everything  seems  so  blank  to  him,  I  know;  and  the 
land — what  a  difference  it  'ud  make  to  him,  when  he  goes 
to  see  after  things,  if  he'd  children  growing  up  that  he  was 
doing  it  all  for!    But  1  wpn^t  murmur;  and  perhaps  if  he'd 
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married  a  woman  who'd  have  had  children,  she'd  have 
vexed  him  in  other  ways/' 

This  possibility  was  Nancy's  chief  comfort;  and  to  give 
it  greater  strength,  she  labored  to  make  it  impossible  that 
any  other  wife  should  have  had  more  perfect  tenderness. 
She  had  been  forced  to  vex  him  by  that  one  denial.  God- 
frey was  not  insensible  to  her  loving  effort,  and  did  Nancy 
no  injustice  as  to  the  motives  of  ner  obstinacy.  It  was 
impossible  to  have  lived  with  her  fifteen  years  and  not  be 
aware  that  an  unselfish  clinging  to  the  right,  and  a 
sincerity  clear  as  the  flower-bom  dew,  were  her  main  char- 
acteristics; indeed,  Godfrey  felt  this  so  strongly,  that  his 
own  more  wavering  nature,  too  averse  to  facing  difficulty 
to  be  unvaryingly  simple  and  truthful,  was  kept  in  a 
certain  awe  of  this  gentle  wife  who  watched  his  looks  with 
a  yearning  to  obey  them.  It  seemed  to  him  impossible 
that  he  should  ever  confess  to  her  the  truth  about  Eppie: 
she  would  never  recover  from  the  repulsion  the  story  of 
his  earlier  marriage  would  create,  told  to  her  now,  after  that 
long  concealment.  And  the  child,  too,  he  thought,  must 
become  an  'object  of  repulsion:  the  very  sight  of  her 
would  be  painful.  The  snock  to  Nancyia  mingled  pride 
and  ignorance  of  the  world's  evil  might  even  be  too  much 
for  her  delicate  frame.  Since  he  had  married  her  with 
that  secret  on  his  heart,  he  must  keep  it  there  to  the  last. 
Whatever  else  he  did,  he  could  not  make  an  irreparable 
breach  between  himself  and  this  long-loved  wife. 

Meanwhile,  why  could  he  not  make  up  his  mind  to  the 
absence  of  children  from  a  hearth  brightened  by  such  a 
wife?  Why  did  his  mind  fly  uneasily  to  that  void,  as  if  it 
were  the  sole  reason  why  life  was  not  thoroughly  joyous  to 
him?  I  suppose  it  is  the  way  with  all  men  and  women  who 
reach  middle  age  without  the  clear  perception  that  life  never 
can  be  thoroughly  joyous:  under  the  vague  dullness  of  the 
graj  hours,  dissatisfaction  seek»a  definite  object,  and  finds 
it  in  the  privation  of  an  untried  good.  Dissatisfaction 
seated  musingly  on  a  childless  hearth,  thinks  with  envy  of 
the  father  whose  return  is  greeted  bj^  young  voices,  seated 
at  the  meal  where  the  littte  heads  rise  one  above  another 
like  nursery  plants,  it  sees  a  black  care  hovering  behind 
every  one  of  them,  and  thinks  the  impulses  by  which 
men  abandon  freedom,  and  seek  for  ties,  are  surely 
nothing  but  a  brief  madness.  In  Godfrey's  case  there 
were  further  reasons  why  his  thoughts  should  be  continu- 
ally solicited  by  this  one  point  in  his  lot:  his  conscience. 
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never  thoroughly  easy  about  Eppie,  now  gave  his  childless 
home  the  aspect  of  a  retribution;  and  as  the  time  passed 
on,  under  Nancy's  refusal  to  adopt  her,  any  retrieval  of 
his  error  became  more  and  more  difficult. 

On  this  Sunday  afternoon  it  was  already  four  years 
since  there  had  been  any  allusion  to  the  subject  between 
them,  and  Nancy  supposed  that  it  was  forever  buried. 

"I  wonder  if  he'll  mind  it  less  or  more  as  he  gets 
older,''  she  thought;  *^I'm  afraid  more.  Aged  people  feel 
the  miss  of  children:  what  would  father  do  without  Pris- 
cilla?  And  if  I  die,  Godfrey  will  be  very  lonely — not 
holding  together  with  his  brothers  much.  But  1  won't 
be  over-anxious,  and  trying  to  make  things  out  before- 
hand: I  must  do  my  best  for  the  present." 

With  that  last  thought  Nancy  roused  herself  from  her 
reverie,  and  turned  her  eyes  again  toward  the  forsaken 
page.  It  had  been  forsaken  longer  than  she  imagined, 
for  she  was  presently  surprised  by  the  appearance  of  the 
servant  with  the  tea-things.  It  was,  in  fact,  a  little 
before  the  usual  time  for  tea;  but  Jane  had  her  reasons. 

''Is  your  master  come  into  the  yard,  Jane?" 

"No  'm,  he  isn't,"  said  Jane,  with  a  slight  emphasis,  of 
which,  however,  her  mistress  took  no  notice. 

"I  don't  know  whether  you've  seen  'em,  'm,"  continued 
Jane,  after  a  pause,  ''but  there's  folks  making  haste  all 
one  way,  afore  the  front  window.  I  doubt  something's 
happened.  _  There's  niver  a  man  to  be  seen  i'  the  yard, 
else  I'd  send  and  see.  I've  been  up  into  the  top  alj^ic,  but 
there's  no  seeing  anything  for  trees.  I  hope  nobody's 
hurt,  that's  all.'^ 

"  Oh,  no,  I  dare  say  there's  nothing  much  the  matter," 
said  Nancy.  "It's  perhaps  Mr.  Snell's  bull  got  out  again, 
as  he  did  before." 

"  I  wish  he  mayn't  gore  anybody  then,  that's  all,"  said 
Jane,  not  altogether  despising  a  hypothesis  which  covered 
a  few  imaginary  calamities. 

"That  girl  is  always  terrifying  me,"  thought  Nancy; 
^'I  wish  uodfrey  would  come  in." 

She  went  to  the  front  window  and  looked  as  far  as  she 
could  see  along  the  road,  with  an  uneasiness  which  she 
felt  to  be  childish,  for  there  were  now  no  such  signs  of 
excitement  as  Jane  had  spoken  of,  and  Godfrey  would  not 
be  likely  to  return  by  the  village  road,  but  by  the  fields. 
She  continued  to  stand,  however,  looking  at  the  placid 
churchyard  with  the  long  shadows  of   the  gravestones 
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across  the  bright  green  hillocks,  and  at  the  glowing 
autumn  colors  of  the  rectory  trees  beyond.  Before  ^ch 
calm  external  beauty  the  presence  of  a  vague  fear  is  more 
distinctly  felt — like  a  raven  flapping  its  slow  wing  across 
the  sunny  air.  Nancy  wished  more  and  more  that  God- 
frey would  come  in. 


CHAPTER   XVIII. 


Some  one  opened  the  door  at  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
and  Nancy  felt  that  it  was  her  husband.  She  turned  from 
the  window  with  gladness  in  her  eyes,  for  the  wife^s  chief 
dread  was  stilled. 

^*Dear,  Fm  so  thankful  you^re  come/^  she  said,  going 
toward  him.     ''I  began  to  get " 

She  paused  abruptly,  for  Godfrey  was  laying  down  his 
hat  with  trembling  hands,  and  turned  toward  her  with  a 
pale  face  and  a  strange  unanswering  glance,  as  if  he  saw 
her  indeed,  but  saw  her  as  part  of  a  scene  invisible  to  her- 
self. She^  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm,  not  daring  to  speak 
again;  but  he  left  the  touch  unnoticed,  and  threw  himself 
into  his  chair. 

Jane  was  already  at  the  door  with  the  hissing  um. 
"Tell  her  to  keep  away,  will  you?"  said  Godfrey;  and 
when  the  door  was  closed  again  he  exerted  himself  to 
speak  more  distinctly. 

"  Sit  down,  Nancy — there, ^^  he  said,  pointing  to  a  chair 
opposite  him.  "I  came  back  as  soon  as  I  could,  to 
hinder  anybody^s  telling  you  but  me.  Fve  had  a  great 
shock — ^but  I  care  most  about  the  shock  it'll  be  to  you.'' 

"It  isn't  father  and  Priscilla?"  said  Nancy,  with 
quivering  lips,  clasping  her  hands  together  tightly  on  her 
lap. 

"No,  it's  nobody  living,"  said  Godfrey,  unequal  to  the 
considerate  skill  with  which  he  would  have  wished  to 
make  his  revelation.  "It's  Dunstan — my  brother  Duns- 
tan,  that  we  lost  sight  of  sixteen  years  ago.  We've  found 
him — found  his  body — his  skeleton." 

The  deep  dread  Godfrey's  look  had  created  in  Nancy 
made  her  feel  these  words  a  relief.  She  sat  in  comparative 
calmness  to  hear  what  dse  he  had  to  tell.     He  went  on: 

"  The  Stone-pit  has  gone  dry  suddenly— from  the  drtuu-* 
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ing,  I  suppose;  and  there  he  lies — lias  lain  for  sixteen 
years,  wedged  between  two  great  stones.  There^s  his 
watch  and  seals,  and  there^s  my  gold  handled  hunting- 
whip,  with  my  name  on;  he  took  it  away,  without  my 
knowing,  the  day  he  went  hunting  on  Wildfire,  the  last 
,  time  he  was  seen/^ 

Godfrey  paused:  it  was  not  so  easy  to  say  what  came 
next.  "  jOo  you  think  he  drowned  himself?  '^  said  Nancy, 
almost  wondering  that  her  husband  should  be  so  deeply 
shaken  by  what  had  happened  all  those  years  ago  to  an 
unloved  brother,  of  whom  worse  things  had  been  augured. 

"No,  he  fell  in,^^  said  Godfrey,  in  a  low  but  distinct 
voice,  as  if  he  felt  some  deep  meaning  in  the  fact. 
Presently  he  added:  "Dunstan  was  the  man  that  robbed 
Silas  Marner.^' 

The  blood  rushed  to  Nancy^s  face  and  neck  at  this 
surprise  and  shame,  for  she  had  been  bred  up  to  regard 
even  a  distant  kinship  with  crime  as  a  dishonor. 

^*0,  Godfrey!'^  she  said,  with  compassion  in  her  tone, 
for  she  had  immediately  reflected  that  the  dishonor  must 
be  felt  still  more  keenly  by  her  husband. 

*^ There  was  the  money  in  the  pit,^^  he  continued — "all 
the  weaver^s  money.  Everything's  been  gathered  up,  and 
theVre  taking  the  skeleton  to  the  Kainbow.  But  I  came 
back  to  tell  you:  there  was  no  hindering  it;  you  must 
know.^^ 

He  was  silent,  looking  on  the  ground  for  two  long 
minutes.  Nancy  would  have  said  some  words  of  comfort 
under  this  disgrace,  but  she  refrained,  from  an  instinctive 
sense  that  there  was  something  behind — ^that  Godfrey  had 
something  else  to  tell  her.  Presently  he  lifted  his  eyes  to 
her  face,  and  kept  them  fixed  on  her,  as  he  said — 

"Everything  comes  to  light,  Nancy,  sooner  or  later. 
When  God  Almighty  wills  it,  our  secrets  are  found  out. 
Vyb  lived  with  a  secret  on  my  mind,  but  I'll  keep  it  from 
you  no  longer.  I  wouldn't  have  you  know  it  by  somebody 
else,  and  not  by  me^I  wouldn't  have  you  find  it  out  after 
Fm  dead.  Fll  tell  you  now.  It's  been  'I  will'  and  'I 
won't'  with  me  all  my  life — I'll  make  sure  of  myself  now." 

NancVs  utmost  dread  had  returned.  The  eyes  of  the 
husband  and  wife  met  with  awe  in  them,  as  at  a  crisis 
which  suspended  affection. 

"Nancy,"  said  Godfrey,  slowly,  "when  I  married  you, 
I  hid  something  from  you — something  I  ought  to  nave 
told  you.    That  woman  Mamer  found  dead  in  the  enow—' 
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Eppie's  mother — that  wretched  woman — waa  my  wife: 
Eppie  is  my  child/' 

He  paused,  dreading  the  effect  of  his  confession.  But 
Nancy  sat  ^quite  still,  only  that  her  eyes  dropped  and 
ceased  to  meet  his.  She  was  pale  and  quiet  as  a  meditative 
statue,  clasping  her  hands  on  her  lap. 

"  You^ll  never  think  the  same  of  me  again,^'  said  Godfrey, 
after  a  little  while,  with  some  tremor  in  his  voice. 

She  was  silent. 

"I  oughtn't  to  have  left  the  child  unowned:  I  oughtn^t 
to  have  kept  it  from  you.  But  I  couldn^t  bear  to  give  you 
up,  Nancy.  I  was  led  away  into  marrying  her — I  suffeix'd 
for  it.'' 

Still  Nancy  was  silent,  looking  down;  and  he  almost 
expected  that  she  would  presently  get  up  and  say  she 
would  go  to  her  father's.  How  could  she  have  any  mercy 
for  faults  that  must  seem  so  black  to  her,  with  her  simple, 
severe  notions? 

But  at  last  she  lifted  up  her  eyes  to  his  again  and  spoke. 
There  was  no  indignation  in  her  voice — only  deep  regret. 

"Godfrey,  if  you  had  but  told  me  this  six  years  ago,  we 
could  have  done  some  of  our  duty  by  the  child.  Do  you 
think  I'd  have  refused  to  take  her  in,  if  I'd  known  she 
was  yours?" 

At  that  moment  Godfrey  felt  all  the  bitterness  of  an 
error  that  was  not  simply  futile,  but  had  defeated  its  own 
end.  He  had  not  measured  this  wife  with  whom  he  had 
lived  so  long.     But  she  spoke  again,  with  more  agitation. 

"  And — 0,  Godfrey — if  we'd  had  her  from  the  first,  if 

Sou'd  taken  to  her  as  you  ought,  she'd  have  loved  me  for 
er  mother — and  you'd  have  been  happier  with  me:  1  could 
better  have  bore  my  little  baby  dying,  and  our  life  might 
have  been  more  like  what  we  used  to  think  it  'ud  be." 

The  tears  fell,  and  Nancy  ceased  to  speak. 

"  But  you  wouldn't  have  married  me  then,  Nancy,  if  I'd 
told  you,"  said  Godfrey,  urged,  in  the  bitterness  of  his  self- 
reproach,  to  prove  to  himself  that  his  conduct  had  not  been 
utter  folly.  "  You  may  think  you  would  now,  but  you 
wouldn't  then.  With  your  pride  and  your  father's,  you'd 
have  hated  having  anything  to  do  with  me  after  the  talk 
there'd  haive  been." 

"  I  can't  say  what  I  should  have  done  about  that,  God- 
frey. I  should  never  have  married  anybody  else.  But  I 
wasn't  worth  doing  wrong  for — nothing  is  m  this  world. 
Nothing  is  so  good  ae  it  se^ms  befprehwd — npt  even  our 
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marrying  wasn't,  you  see/'  There  was  a  faint  sad  smile  on 
Nancy's  face  as  she  said  the  last  words. 

"  I'm  a  worse  man  than  you  thought  I  was,  Nancy,"  said 
Godfrey,  rather  tremulously.     *^  Can  you  forgive  me  ever ?  " 

**  The  wrong  to  me  is  but  little,  Godfrey:  you've  made  it 
up  to  me — ^you've  been  good  to  me  for  fifteen  years.  It's 
another  you  did  the  wrong  to;  and  I  doubt  it  can  never  be 
all  made  up  for." 

"  But  we  can  take  Eppie  now,"  said  Godfrey.  ^'  I  won't 
mind  the  world 'knowing  at  last.  I'll  be  pl^in  and  open 
for  the  rest  o'  my  life." 

"  It'll  be  different  coming  to  us,  now  she's  grown  up," 
said  Nancy,  shaking  her  head  sadly.  "  But  it's  your  duty 
to  acknowledge  her  and  provide  lor  her;  and  I'll  do  my 
part  by  her,  and  pray  to  God  Almighty  to  make  her  love 
me." 

*^  Then  we'll  go  together  to  Sijas  Marner's  this  very  night, 
as  soou  as  eyerj^hiug's  quiet  at  the  Stone-pits." 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


Between  eight  and  nine  o'clock  that  evening,  Eppie 
and  Silas  were  seated  alone  in  the  cottage.  After  the 
great  excitement  the  weaver  had  undergone  from  the  events 
of  the  afternoon,  he  had  felt  a  longing  for  this  quietude, 
and  had  even  begged  Mrs.  Winthrop  and  Aaron,  who  had 
naturally  lingered  behind  every  one  else,  to  leave  him  alone 
with  his  child.  The  excitement  had  not  passed  away:  it 
had  only  reached  that  stage  when  the  keenness  of  the 
susceptibility  makes  external  stimulus  intolerable — when 
there  is  no  sense  of  weariness,  but  rather  an  intensity  of 
inward  life,  under  which  sleep  is  an  impossibility.  Any 
one  who  has  watched  such  moments  in  other  men  remem- 
bers the  brightness  of  the  eyes  and  the  strange  definiteness 
that  comes  over  coarse  features  from  that  transient  in- 
fluence. It  is  as  if  a  new  fineness  of  ear  for  all  spiritual 
voices  had  sent  wonder-working  vibrations  through  the 
heavy  mortal  frame — as  if  ^^  beauty  born  of  murmuring 
sound  "  had  passed  into  the  face  of  the  listener. 

Silas's  face  showed  that  sort  of  transfiguration,  as  he  sat 
in  his  arm-chair  and  looked  at  Eppie.  She  had  drawn  her 
own  chair  toward  his  knees,  and  leaned  forward,  holding 
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both  his  hands^  while  she  looked  up  at  him.  On  the  table 
near  them,  lit  by  a  candle,  lay  the  recovered  gold — ^the  old 
long-loved  gold,  ranged  in  orderly  heaps,  as  Silas  used  to 
range  it  in  the  days  when  it  was  his  only  joy.  He  had 
been  telling  her  how  he  used  to  count  it  every  night,  and 
how  his  soul  was  utterly  desolate  till  she  was  sent  to  him. 

'^  At  first,  I'd  a  sort  o*  feeling  come  across  me  now  and 
then,*'  he  was  saying,  in  a  subdued  tone,  ^^as  if  you  might 
be  changed  into  the  gold  again;  for  sometimes,  turn  my 
head  which  way  I  would,  I  seemed  to  see*the  gold;  and  1 
thought  I  should  be  glad  if  I  could  feel  it,  and  find  it  was 
come  back.  But  that  didn^t  last  long.  After  a  bit,  I 
should  have  thought  it  was  a  curse  come  again,  if  it  had 
drove  you  from  me,  for  I'd  got  to  feel  the  need  o'  your 
looks  and  your  voice  ahd  the  touch  o'  your  little  fingers. 
You  didn't  know  then,  Eppie,  when  you  were  such  a  little 
un — ^you  didn't  know  what  your  old  father  Silas  felt  for 
you.'^ 

"  But  I  know  now,  father,"  said  Eppie.  '*  If  it  hadn't 
been  for  you,  they'd  have  taken  me  to  the  workhouse,  and 
there'd  have  been  nobody  to  love  me." 

"  Eh,  my  precious  child,  the  blessing  was  mine.  If  you 
hadn't  been  sent  to  save  me,  I  should  ha'  gone  to  the  grave 
in  my  misery.  The  money  was  taken  away  from  me  in 
time;  and  you  see  it's  been  kept — kept  till  it  was  wanted 
for  you.     It's  wonderful — our  life  is  wonderful." 

Sil6is  sat  in  silence  a  few  minutes,  looking  at  the  money. 
"It  takes  no  hold  of  me  now,"  he  said,  ponderingly — 
'*the  money  doesn't.  I  wonder  if  it  ever  could  again — I 
doubt  it  miffht,  if  I  lost  you,  Eppie.  I  might  come  to 
think  I  was  forsaken  again,  and  lose  the  feeling  that  God 
was  good  to  me." 

At  that  moment  there  was  a  knocking  at  the  door;  and 
Eppie  was  obliged  to  rise  without  answering  Silas.  Beau- 
tiful she  looked,  with  the  tenderness  of  gathering  tears  in 
her  eyes,  and  a  slight  flush  on  her  cheeks,  as  she  stepped 
to  open  the  door.  The  flush  deepened  when  she  saw  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Godfrey  Cass.  She  made  her  little  rustic  curtsy, 
and  hold  the  door  wide  for  them  to  enter. 

*'  We're  disturbing  you  very  late,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs. 
Cass,  taking  Eppio's  nand  and  looking  in  her  face  with  an 
expression  of  anxious  interest  and  admiration.  Nancy 
herself  was  pale  and  tremulous. 

Eppie,  after  placing  chairs  fqr  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cass,  went 
to  stand  a^nst  Silas,  opi>osite  to  them. 
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"Well,  Mamer/'  said  Godfrey,  trying  to  speak  with 
perfect  firmness,  "  it's  a  great  comfort  to  me  to  see  you 
with  your  money  again,  that  youVe  been  deprived  of  so 
many  years.  It  was  one  of  my  family  did  you  the  wrong — 
the  more  grief  to  me — ^and  I  feel  bound  to  make  up  to  you 
for  it  in  every  way.  Whatever  I  can  do  for  you  will  be 
nothing  but  paying  a  debt,  even  if  I  looked  no  further 
than  the  robbery.  But  there  are  other  things  I'm 
beholden — shall  be  beholden  to  you  for,  Mamer.'^ 

Godfrey  checked  himself.  It  had  been  agreed  between 
him  and  his  wife  that  the  subject  of  his  fatherhood  should 
be  approached  very  carefully,  and  that,  if  possible,  the 
disclosure  should  be  reserved,  for  the  future,  so  that  it 
might  be  made  to  Eppie  gradually.  Nancy  had  urged  this, 
because  she  felt  strongly  the  painful  light  in  which  Eppie 
must  inevitably  see  the  relation  between  her  father  and 
mother. 

Silas^  always  ill  at  ease  when  Tie  was  being  spoken  to  by 
•*  betters,''  such  as  Mr.  Cass — tall,  powerful,  florid  men, 
seen  chiefly  on  horseback  —  answered  with  some  con- 
straint— 

"  Sir,  I've  a  deal  to  thank  you  for  a'ready.  As  for  the 
robbery,  I  count  it  no  loss  to  me.  And  if  I  did,  you 
couldn't  help  it:  you  aren't  answerable  for  it." 

**  Yon  may  look  at  it  in  that  way,  Marner,  but  I  never 
can;  and  I  hope  you'll  let  me  act  according  to  my  own 
feeling  of  what's  just.  I  know  you're  easily  contented: 
you've  been  a  hard-working  man  all  your  life. 

**  Yes,  sir,  yes,"  said  Marner,  meditatively.  "  I  should 
ha'  been  bad  off  without  my  work:  it  was  what  I  held  by 
when  everythinff  else  was  gone  from  me." 

"Ah,"  said  Godfrey,  applying  Marner's  words  simply  to 
his  bodily  wants,  "  it  was  a  good  trade  for  you  in  this 
country,  because  there's  been  a  great  deal  of  linen-weaving 
to  be  done.  But  you're  getting  rather  past  such  close 
work,  Marner:  it's  time  you  laid  by  and  had  some  rest. 
You  look  a  good  deal  pulled  down,  though  you're  not  an 
old  man,  ate  you?" 

"  Fifty-five,  as  near  as  I  can  say,  sir,"  said  Silas. 

'*  Oh,  why,  you  may  live  thirty  years  longer — ^look  at 
old  Macey!  And  that  money  on  the  table,  after  all,  is  but 
little.  It  won't  go  far  either  way — whether  it's  put  out  to 
interest,  or  you  were  to  live  on  it  as  long  as  it  would  last: 
it  wouldn't  go  far  if  you'd  nobody  to  keep  but  yourself, 
imd  you've  had  two  to  keep  for  a  good  many  years  uoWt^' 
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"Eh,  sir/^  said  Silas,  unaffected  by  anything  Godfrey 
was  saying,  "  Tm  in  no  fear  o'  want.  We  shall  do  very 
well — Eppie  and  me  'ull  do  well  enough.  There's  few 
working-folks  llave  got  so  much  laid  by  as  that.  I  don't 
know  what  it  is  to  gentlefolks,  but  I  look  upon  it  as  a 
deal — almost  too  much.  And  as  for  us,  it's  little  we 
want." 

"  Only  the  garden,  father,"  said  Eppie,  blushing  up  to 
the  ears  the  moment  after. 

^*You  love  a  garden,  do  you,  my  dear?"  said  Nancy, 
thinking  that  this  turn  in  the  point  of  view  might  help 
her  husband.  "We  should  agree  in  that:  I  give  a  deal  of 
time  to  the  garden." 

"  Ah,  there's  plenty  of  gardening  at  the  Eed  House/' 
said  Godfrey,  surprised  at  the  difficulty  he  found  in 
approaching  a  proposition  which  had  seemed  so  easy  to 
him  in  the  distance.  "  You've  done  a  good  part  by  Eppie, 
Marner,  for  sixteen  years.  It  'ud  be  a  great  comfort  to 
you  to  see  her  well  provided  for,  wouldn't  it?  She  looks 
blooming  and  healthy,  but  not  fit  for  any  hardships:  she 
doesn't  look  like  a  strapping  girl  come  of  working  parents. 
You'd  like  to  see  her  taken  care  of  by  those  who  can  leave 
her  well  off,  and  make  a  lady  of  her;  she's  more  fit  for  it 
than  for  a  rough  life,  such  as  she  might  come  to  have  in  a 
few  years'  time." 

A  slight  flush  came  over  Marner's  face,  and  disappeared, 
like  a  passing  gleam.  Eppie  was  simply  wondering  Mr. 
Cass  should  talk  so  about  things  that  seemed  to  have  noth- 
ing to  do  with  reality,  but  Silas  was  hurt  and  uneasy. 

'^I  don't  take  your  meaning,  sir,"  he  answered,  not 
having  words  at  command  to  express  the  mingled  feelings 
with  which  he  had  heard  Mr.  Cass's  words. 

^^Well,  my  meaning  is  this,  Marner,"  said  Godfrey, 
determined  to  come  to  the  point.  '*  Mrs.  Cass  and  I,  you 
know,  have  no  children — nobody  to  be  the  better  for  our 
good  home  and  everything  else  we  have — more  than  enough 
for  ourselves.  And  we  should  like  to  have  somebody  in 
the  place  of  a  daughter  to  us — we  should  like  to  have 
Eppie,  and  treat  her  in  every  way  as  our  own  child.  It  'ud 
be  a  great  comfort  to  you  in  your  old  age,  I  hope,  to  see 
her  fortune  made  in  that  way,  after  you've  been  at  the 
trouble  of  bringing  her  up  so  well.  And  it's  right  you 
should  have  every  reward  for  that.  And  Eppie,  I'm  sure, 
will  always  love  you  and  be  grateful  to  you:  she'd  come 
and  see  you  very  oft       .;;ul  we  should  all  be  on  the  look- 
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out  to  do  everything  we  could  toward  making  you  com- 
fortable.;' 

A  plain  man  like  Godfrey  Cass^  speaking  under  some 
embarrassment,  necessarily  blunders  on  words  that  are 
coarser  than  his  intentions,  and  that  are  likely  to  fall  grat- 
ingly on  susceptible  feelings.  While  he  had  been  speaking, 
Eppie  had  quietly  passed  her  arm  behind  Silases  head,  and 
letner  hand  rest  against  it  caressingly:  she  felt  him  trem- 
bling violently.  He  was  silent  for  some  moments  when  Mr. 
Cass  had  ended — powerless  under  the  conflict  of  emotions, 
all  alike  painful.  Eppie's  heart  was  swelling  at  the  sense 
that  her  father  was  in  distress;  and  she  was  just  going  to 
lean  down  and  speai  to  him,  when  one  struggling  dread 
at  last  gained  the  mastery  over  every  other  in  Silas,  and  he 
said,  faintly — 

"  Eppie,  my  child,  speak.  I  won't  stand  in  your  way. 
Thank  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cass.'' 

-  Eppie  took  her  hand  from  her  father's  head,  and  came 
forward  a  step.  Her  cheeks  were  flushed,  but  not  with 
shyness  this  time,  the  sense  that  her  father  was  in  doubt 
and  suffering  banished  that  sort  of  self -consciousness.  She 
dropped  a  low  curtsy,  first  to  Mrs.  Cass  and  then  to  Mr. 
Cass,  and  said — 

*^  Thank  you,  ma'am — ^thank  you,  sir.  But  I  can't  leave 
my  father,  nor  own  anybody  nearer  than  him.  And  I 
don't  want  to  be  a  lady — ^thank  you  all  the  same "  (here 
Eppie  dropped  another  curtsy.)  ^^I  couldn't  give  up  the 
folks  I've  been  used  to." 

Eppie's  lip  began  to  tremble  a  little  at  the  last  words. 
She  retreated  to  her  father's  chair  again,  and  held  him 
round  the  neck:  while  Silas,  with  a  subdued  sob,  put  up 
his  hand  to  grasp  hers. 

The  tears  were  in  Nancy's  eyes,  but  her  sympathy  with 
Eppie  was,  naturally,  divided  with  distress  on  her  hus- 
band's account.  She  dared  not  speak,  wondering  what 
was  going  on  in  her  husband's  mind. 

Godfrey  felt  an  irritation  inevitable  to  almost  all  of  us 
when  we  encounter  an  unexpected  obstacle.  He  had  been 
full  of  his  own  penitence  and  resolution  to  retrieve  his 
error  as  far  as  the  time  was  left  to  him;  he  was  possessed- 
with  all-important  feelings,  that  were  to  lead  to  a  prede- 
termined course  of  action  which  he  had  fixed  on  as  the 
right,  and  he  was  not  prepared  to  enter  with  lively  appre- 
ciation into  other  people's  feelings  counteracting  his  virtu- 
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ous  resolves.  The  agitation  with  which  he  spoke  again 
was  not  quite  unmixed  with  anger. 

"But  rve  a  claim  on  you,  Eppie — ^the  strongest  of  all 
claims.  It^s  my  duty,  Mamer,  to  own  Eppie  as  my  child, 
and  provide  for  her.  She^s  mj  own  child:  her  mother 
was  my  wife.  Fve  a  natural  claim  on  her  that  must  stand 
before  every  other.  ^' 

Eppie  had  given  a  violent  start,  and  turned  quite  pale. 
Silas,  on  the  contrary,  who  had  been  relieved,  by  Eppie^s 
answer,  from  the  dread  lest  his  mind  should  be  in  opposi- 
tion to  hers,  felt  the  spirit  of  resistance  in  him  set  free, 
not  without  a  touch  of  parental  fierceness.  '*  Then,  sir,'' 
he  answered,  with  an  accent  of  bitterness  that  had  been 
silent  in  him  since  the  memorable  day  when  his  youthful 
hope  had  perished — "then,  sir,  why  didn't  you  say  so 
sixteen  year  ago,  and  claim  her  before  I'd  come  to  love 
het,  i'stead  o'  coming  to  take  her  from  me  now,  when  you 
might  as  well  take  the  heart  out  o'  my  body?  God  cave 
her  to  me  because  you  turned  your  back  upon  her,  and  He 
looks  upon  her  as  mine:  you've  no  right  to  her!  When  a 
man  turns  a  blessing  from  his  door,  it  falls  to  them  as  take 
it  in." 

"  I  know  that,  Mamer.  I  was  wrong.  I've  repented  of 
my  conduct  in  that  matter,"  said  Go(3rey,  who  could  not 
help  feeling  the  edge  of  Silas's  words. 

"I'm  glad  to  hear  it,  sir,"  said  Mamer,  with  gather- 
ing excitement;  "but  repentance  doesn't  alter  what's  been 
going  on  for  sixteen  year.  Your  coming  now  and  saying 
*  I'm  her  father '  doesn't  alter  the  feelings  inside  us.  It's 
me  she's  been  calling  her  father  ever  since  she  could  say 
the  word." 

"  But  I  think  you  might  look  at  the  thing  more  reason- 
ably, Mamer,"  said  Godfrey,  unexpectedly  awed  by  the 
weaver's  direct  trath-speaking.  "  It  isn't  as  if  she  was  to 
be  taken  quite  away  from  you,  so  that  you'd  never  see  her 
again.  She'll  be  very  near  you,  and  come  to  see  you  very 
often.     She'll  feel  just  the  same  toward  you." 

"  Just  the  same?"  said  Marner,  more  bitterly  than  ever. 
"  How'll  she  feel  just  the  same  for  me  as  she  does  now, 
when  we  eat  o'  the  same  bit,  and  drink  o'  the  same  cup, 
and  think  o'  the  same  things  from  one  day's  end  to  another? 
Just  the  same?  that's  idle  talk.     You'd  cut  us  i'  two." 

Godfrey,  unqualified  by  experience  to  discern  the  preg- 
nancy of  Marner's  simple  words,  felt  rather  angry  again. 
It  seemed  to  him  that  tlie  weaver  was  very  selfish  (a  judg- 
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ment  readily  passed  by  those  who  have  never  tested  their 
own  power  of  sacrifice)  to  oppose  what  was  undoubtedly 
for  Eppie^s  welfare;  and  he  felt  himself  called  upon,  for 
her  sake,  to  assert  his  authority. 

"  I  should  have  thought,  Marner/'  he  said,  severely — "  I 
should  have  thought  your  affection  for  Eppie  would  make 
you  rejoice  in  what  was  for  her  good,  even  if  it  did  call 
upon  you  to  give  up  something.  You  ought  to  remember 
your  own  lifers  uncertain,  and  she^s  at  an  age  now  when  her 
lot  may  soon  be  fixed  in  a  way  verv  different  from  what  it 
would  be  in  her  father's  home:  she  may  marry  some  low 
working-man,  and  then,  whatever  I  might  do  for  her,  I 
couldn't  make  her  well-off.  You're  putting  vourself  in  the 
way  of  her  welfare;  and  though  Fm  sorry  to  liurt  you  after 
what  youVe  done,  and  what  I've  left  undone,  I  feel  now  it's 
my  duty  to  insist  on  taking  care  of  my  own  daughter.  I 
want  to  do  my  duty." 

It  would  be  difficult  to  say  whether  it  were  Silas  or 
Eppie  that  was  more  deeply  stirred  by  this  last  speech  of 
Godfrey's.  Thought  had  been  very  busy  in  Eppie  as  she 
listened  to  the\contest  between  her  old  long-loved  father 
and  this  new  unfamiliar  father  who  had  suddenly  come  to 
fill  the  place  of  that  black  featureless  shadow  which  had 
held  the  ring  and  placed  it  on  her  mother's  finger.  Her 
imagination  had  darted  backward  in  conjectures,  and  for- 
ward in  previsions,  of  what  this  revealed  fatherhood 
implied;  and  there  were  words  in  Godfrey's  last  speech 
which  helped  to  make  the  previsions  especially  definite. 
Not  that  these  thoughts,  either  of  past  or  future,  deter- 
mined her  resolution — that  was  determined  by  the  feelings 
which  vibrated  to  every  word  Silas  had  uttered;  but  they 
raised,  even  apart  from  these  feelings,  a  repulsion  toward 
the  offered  lot  and  the  newly-revealed  father. 

Silas,  on  the  other  hand,  was  again  stricken  in  conscience, 
and  alarmed  lest  Godfrey's  accusation  should  be  true — ^lest 
he  should  be  raising  his  own  will  as  an  obstacle  to  Eppie's 
good.  For  many  moments  he  was  mute,  struggling  for  the 
self-conquest  necessary  to  the  uttering  of  the  difficult 
words.     They  came  out  tremulously. 

'^  I'll  say  no  more.  Let  it  be  as  you  will.  Speak  to  the 
child.     I'll  hinder  nothing." 

Even  Nancy,  with  all  the  acute  sensibility  of  her  own 
affections,  shared  her  husband's  view,  that  Mamer  was  not 
justifiable  in  his  wish  to  retain  Eppie,  after  her  real  father 
tad  avowed  himself.     She  felt  that  it  was  a  very  hard  trial 
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for  the  poor  weaver,  but  her  code  allowed  no  question  that 
a  father  by  blood  must  have  a  claim  above  that  of  any 
foster-father.  Besides,  Nancy  used  all  her  life  to  plenteous 
circumstances  and  the  privileges  of  *^  respectability,"  could 
not  enter  into  the  pleasures  which  early  nurture  and  habit 
connect  with  all  the  little  aims  and  efforts  of  the  poor  who 
are  born  poor:  to  her  mind,  Eppie,  in  being  restored  to 
her  birthright,  was  entering  on  a  too  lonff  withheld  but 
unquestionable  good.  Hence  she  heard  Silases  last  words 
with  relief,  and  thought,  as  Godfrey  did,  that  their  wish 
was  achieved. 

"  Eppie,  my  dear,"  said  Godfrey,  looking  at  his  daugh- 
ter, not  without  some  embarrassment,  under  the  sense 
that  she  was  old  enough  to  judge  him,  "it^U  always  be 
our  wish  that  you  should  show  your  love  and  gratitude  to 
one  who^s  been  a  father  to  you  so  many  years,  and  we  shall 
want  to  help  you  to  make  him  comfortable  in  every  way. 
But  we  hope  you^l  come  to  love  us  as  well;  and  though  I 
haven't  been  what  a  father  should  ha^  been  to  you  all  these 
years,  I  wish  to  do  the  utmost  in  my  power  for  you  for  the 
rest  of  my  life,  and  provide  for  you  as  my  only  child.  And 
you^l  have  the  best  of  mothers  in  my  wife — that^U  be  a 
blessing  you  haven^t  known  since  you  were  old  enough  to 
know  it. 

"My  dear,  you^l  be  a  treasure  to  me,"  said  Nancy,  in 
her  gentle  voice.  "  We  shall  want  for  nothing  when  wa 
have  our  daughter." 

Eppie  did  not  come  forward  and  curtsy,  as  she  had  done 
before.  She  held  Silas's  hand  in  hers,  and  grasped  it 
firmly — it  was  a  weaver's  hand,  with  a  palm  and  finger- 
tips that  were  sensitive  to  such  pressure — while  she  spoke 
with  colder  decision  than  before. 

"Thank  you,  ma^am — thank  you,  sir,  for  your  offers — 
they're  very  great,  and  far  above  my  wish.  For  I  should 
have  no  delight  i^  life  any  more  if  I  was  forced  to  go  away 
from  my  father,  and  knew  he  was  sitting  at  home,  a-think- 
ing  of  me  and  feeling  lone.  We've  been  used  to  be  happy 
together  every  day,  and  I  can^t  think  o^  no  happiness  witn- 
out  him.  And  he  says  he'd  nobody  i^  the  world  till  I  was 
sent  to  him,  and  he'd  have  nothing  when  I  was  gone.  And 
he's  took  care  of  me  and  loved  me  from  the  first,  and  111 
cleave  to  him  as  long  as  he  lives,  and  nobody  shall  ever 
come  between  him  and  me." 

^^But  you  must  make  sure,  Eppie,"  said  Silas,  in  a  low 
voice — "you  must  make  sure  as  you  won^t  ever  be  sorry. 
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because  youVe  made  your  choice  to  stay  among  poor  folks, 
and  with  poor  clothes  and  things,  when  you  mignt  ha*  had 
everything  o*  the  best." 

His  sensitiveness  on  this  point  had  increased  as  he 
listened  to  Eppie^s  words  of  faithful  affection. 

'^  I  can  never  be  sorry,  father/*  said  Eppie.  '^  I  shouldn't 
know  what  to  think  on  or  to  wish  for  with  fine  things 
about  me,  as  I  haven't  been  used  to.  And  it  'ud  be  poor 
work  for  me  to  put  on  things,  and  ride  in  a  gig,  and  sit  in 
a  place  at  churcn,  as  *ud  make  them  as  I'm  fond  of  think 
me  unfitting  company  for  *em.  What  could  /  care  for 
then?*' 

Nancy  looked  at  Godfrey  with  a  pained  questioning 
glance.  But  his  eye^  were  fixed  on  the  floor,  where  he 
was  moving  the  end  of  his  stick,  as  if  he  were  pondering 
on  something  absently.  She  thought  there  was  a  word 
which  might  perhaps  come  better  from  her  lips  than  from 
his. 

^^  What  you  say  is  natural,  my  dear  child — it*s  natural 
you  should  cling  to  those  who've  brought  you  up,"  she 
said  mildly;  *^but  there's  a  duty  you  owe  to  your  lawful 
father.  There's  perhaps  something  to  be  given  up  on 
more  sides  than  one.  v^Then  your  father  opens  his  home 
to  you,  I  think  it's  right  you  shouldn't  turn  your  back  on 
it.'* 

*^  I  can't  feel  as  I*ve  got  any  father  but  one,**  said  Eppie, 
impetuously,  while  the  tears  gathered.  "I*ve  always 
thought  of  a  little  home  where  he*d  sit  i*  the  comer,  and 
I  should  fend  and  do  everything  for  him:  I  can*t  think  o* 
no  other  home.  I  wasn*t  brought  up  to  be  a  lady,  and  I 
can't  turn  my  mind  to  it.  I  like  the  working-folks, 
and  their  victuals,  and  their  ways  And,"  she  ended 
passionately,  while  the  tears  fell,  "I'm  promised  to  marry 
a  working-man,  as  '11  live  with  father,  and  help  me  to  take 
care  of  him." 

Godfrey  looked  up  at  Nancy  with  a  flushed  face  and 
smarting  dilated  eyes.  This  frustration  of  a  purpose 
toward  which  he  had  set  out  under  the  exalted  conscious- 
ness that  he  was  about  to  compensate  in  some  degree  for 
the  greatest  demerit  of  his  life,  made  him  feel  the  air  of 
the  room  stifling. 

''Let  us  go,"  he  said  in  an  under-tone. 

**  We  won't  talk  of  this  anj  longer  now,"  said  Nancy, 
rising.     "We're  your  well- wishers,  my  dear — and  yours 
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too,  Marner.     We  shall  come  and  see  you  again.     It's 
getting  late  now/' 

In  this  way  she  covered  her  husband^s  abrupt  departure, 
for  Godfrey  had  gone  straight  to  the  door,  unable  to  say 
more. 


CHAPTEE  XX. 


Nancy  and  Godfrey  walked  home  under  the  starlight  in 
silence.  When  they  entered  the  oaken  parlor,  Godfrey 
threw  himself  into  his  chair,  while  Nancy  laid  down  her 
bonnet  and  shawl,  and  stood  on  the  hearth  near  her  hus- 
band, unwilling  to  leave  him  even  for  a  few  minutes,  and 
yet  fearing  to  utter  any  word  lest  it  might  jar  on  his  feel- 
ing. At  last  Godfrey  turned  his  head  toward  her,  and 
their  eyes  met,  dwelling  in  that  meeting  without  any  move- 
ment on  either  side.  That  quiet  mutual  gaze  of  a  trusting 
husband  and  wife  is  like  the  first  moment  of  rest  or  refuge 
from  a  ^reat  weariness  or  a  great  danger — not  to  be  inter- 
fered with  iJy  speech  or  action  which  would  distract  the 
sensations  from  the  fresh  enjoyment  of  repose. 

But  presently  he  put  out  his  hand,  and  as  Nancy  placed 
hers  within  it,  he  drew  her  toward  him,  and  said — 

^^ That's  ended!'' 

She  bent  to  kiss  him,  and  then  said,  as  she  stood  by  his 
side,  "Yes,  I'm  afraid  we  must  give  up  the  hope  of  having 
her  for  a  daughter.  It  wouldn't  be  right  to  want  to  force 
her  to  come  to  us  against  her  will.  We  can't  alter  her 
bringing  up  and  what's  come  of  it." 

"No,"  said  Godfrey,  with  a  keen  decisiveness  of  tone,  in 
contrast  with  his  usually  careless  and  unemphatic  speech — 
"there's  debts  we  can't  pay  like  money  debts,  by  paying 
extra  for  the  years  that  have  slipped  by.  While  I've  been 
putting  off  and  putting  off,  the  trees  have  been  growing — 
it's  too  late  now.  Marner  was  in  the  right  in  what  he 
said  about  a  man's  turning  away  a  blessing  from  his  door: 
it  falls  to  somebody  else.  I  wanted  to  pass  for  childless 
once,  Nancy — I  shall  pass  for  childless  now  against  my 
wish." 

Nancy  did  not  speak  immediately,  but  after  a  little  while 
she  asked — "You  won't  make  it  known,  then,  about 
Eppie's  being  your  daughter?" 

"No:   where  would    be  the  good    to  anybody? — only 
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harm.  I  must  do  what  I  can  for  her  in  the  state  of  life 
she  chooses.  I  must  see  who  it  is  she  is  thinking  of 
marrying.*' 

**  If  it  won't  do  any  good  to  make  the  thing  known/* 
said  Nancy,  who  thought  she  might  now  allow  herself  the 
relief  of  entertaining  a  feeling  which  she  had  tried  to 
silence  before,  "  I  should  be  very  thankful  for  father  and 
Priscilla  never  to  be  troubled  with  knowing  what  was  done 
in  the  past,  more  than  about  Dunsey,  it  can't  be  helped, 
their  knowing  that." 

*^  I  shall  put  it  in  my  will — I  think  I  shall  put  it  in 
my  will.  I  shouldn't  like  to  leave  anything  to  be  found 
out  like  this  about  Dunsey,"  said  Godfrey,  meditatively. 
"But  I  can't  see  anything  but  difficulties  that  'ud  come 
from  telling  it  now.  I  must  do  what  I  can  to  make  her 
happy  in  her  own  way.  I've  a  notion,"  he  added,  after  a 
moment's  pause,  "  it's  Aaron  Winthrop  she  meant  she  was 
engaged  to.  I  remember  seeing  him  with  her  and  Marner 
goiuff  away  from  church." 

*^  Well,  he's  very  sober  and  industrious,"  said  Nancy, 
trying  to  view  the  matter  as  cheerfully  as  possible. 

Godfrey  fell  into  thoughtffilness  again.  Presently  he 
looked  up  at  Nancy  sorrowfully,  and  said — 

"She's  a  very  pretty  nice  girl,  isn't  she,  Nancy?" 

'*  Yes,  dear;  and  with  just  your  hair  and  eyes:  I  won- 
dered it  had  never  struck  me  before." 

"  I  think  she  took  a  dislike  to  me  at  the  thought  of  my 
being  her  father:  I  could  see  a  change  in  her  manner  after 
that." 

"She  couldn't  bear  to  think  of  not  looking  on  Marner 
as  her  father,"  said  Nancy,  not  wishing  to  confi;'m  her 
husband's  painful  impression. 

"  She  thmks  I  did  wrong  by  her  mother  as  well  as  by 
her.  She  thinks  me  worse  than  I  am.  But  she  must 
think  it:  she  can  never  know  all.  It's  part  of  my  punish- 
ment, Nancy,  for  my  daughter  to  dislike  me.  I  should 
never  have  got  into  that  trouble  if  I'd  been  true  to  you — 
if  I  hadn't  been  a  fool.  I'd  no  right  to  expect  anything 
but  evil  could  come  of  that  marriage — and  when  I  shirked 
doing  a  father's  part  too." 

Nancy  was  silent:  her  spirit  of  rectitude  would  not  let 
her  try  to  soften  the  edge  of  what  she  felt  to  be  a  just 
compunction.  He  spoke  again  after  a  little  while,  but 
the  tone  was  rather  changed:  there  was  tenderness  mingled 
with  the  previous  self-reproach. 
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"And  I  got  you,  Nancy,  in  spite  of  all;  and  yet  I\e 
been  grumbling  and  uneasy  because  I  hadn^t  something 
else — ^as  if  I  deserved  it/* 

"YouVe  never  been  wanting  to  me,  Godfrey,"  said 
Nancy,  with  quiet  sincerity.  "My  only  trouble  would  be 
gone  if  you  resigned  yourself  to  the  lot  that's  been  given 
us/* 

"  Well,  perhaps  it  isn't  too  late  to  mend  a  bit  there. 
Though  it  is  too  late  to  mend  some  things,  say  what  they 
will." 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


The  next  morning,  when  Silas  and  Eppie  were  seated  at 
their  breakfast,  he  said  to  her — 

"Eppie,  there's  a  thing  I've  had  on  my  mind  to  do  this 
two  year,  and  now  the  money's  been  brought  back  to  us, 
we  can  do  it.  I've  been  turning  it  over  and  over  in  the 
night,  and  I  think  we'll  set  out  to-morrow,  while  the  fine 
days  last.  We'll  leave  the  house  and  everything  for  your 
godmother  to  take  care  on,  and  we'll  make  a  little  bundle 
o'  things  and  set  out.*' 

"Where  to  go,  daddy?"  said  Eppie,  in  much  surprise. 

"To  my  old  countiy — to  the  town  where  I  was  bom — 
up  Lantern  Yard.  I  want  to  see  Mr.  Paston,  the  minister: 
something  may  ha'  come  out  to  make  'em  know  I  was 
innicent  o'  the  robbery.  And  Mr.  Paston  was  a  man  with 
a  deal  o'  light — I  want  to  speak  to  him  about  the  drawing 
o'  the  lots.  And  I  should  like  to  talk  to  him  about  the 
religion  o'  this  country-side,  for  I  partly  think  he  doesn't 
know  on  it." 

Eppie  was  very  joyful,  for  there  was  the  prospect  not 
only  of  wonder  and  delight  at  seeing  a  strange  country, 
but  also  of  coming  back  to  tell  Aaron  all  about  it.  Aaron 
was  so  much  wiser  than,  she  was  about  most  things — it 
would  be  rather  pleasant  to  have  this  little  advantage  over 
him.  Mrs.Winthrop^  though  possessed  with  a  dim  fear  of 
dangers  attendant  on  so  long  a  journey,  and  requiring 
many  assurances  that  it  would  not  take  them  out  of  the 
region  of  carriers'  carts  and  slow  wagons,  was  never- 
theless well  pleased  that  Silas  should  revisit  his  own 
country,  and  find  out  if  he  had  been  cleared  from  that 
false  accusation. 
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'*  YouM  be  easier  in  your  mind  for  the  rest  o'  your  life. 
Master  Marner/^  said  Dolly — **  that  you  would.  And  if 
there^s  any  light  to  be  got  up  the  Yard  as  you  talk  on, 
weVe  need  of  it  i*  this  world,  and  I^d  be  glad  on  it  myself, 
if  you  could  bring  it  back/^ 

So  on  the  fourth  day  from  that  time,  Silas  and  Eppie, 
in  their  Sunday  clothes,  with  a  small  bundle  tied  in  a  blue 
linen  handkerchief,  were  making  their  way  through  the 
streets  of  a  great  manufacturing  town.  Silas,  bewildered 
by  the  changes  thirty  years  had  brought  over  his  native 
place  had  stopped  several  persons  in  succession  to  ask  them 
the  name  of  this  town,  that  he  might  be  sure  he  was  not 
under  a  mistake  about  it. 

*'Ask  for  Lantern  Yard,  father — ask  this  gentleman 
with  the  tassels  on  his  shoulders  a-standing  at  the  shop 
door;  he  isn^t  in  a  hurry  like  the  rest,^'  said  Eppie,  in 
some  distress  at  her  f ather^s  bewilderment,  and  ill  at  ease, 
besides,  amidst  the  noise,  the  movement,  and  the  multi- 
tude of  strange  indifferent  faces. 

**Eh,  my  child,  he  won^t  know  anything  about  it,^'  said 
Silas;  "gentlefolks  didn^t  ever  go  up  the  Yard.  But 
happen  somebody  can  tell  me  which  is  the  way  to  Prison 
Street,  where  the  jail  is.  I  know  the  way  out  o^  that  as 
if  I'd  seen  it  yesterday.^' 

With  some  difSculty,  after  many  turnings  and  new 
inquiries,  they  reached  Prison  Street;  and  the  grim  walls 
of  the  jail,  the  first  object  that  answered  to  any  image  in 
Silas's  memory,  cheered  him  with  the  certitude,  which  no 
assurance  of  the  town's  name  had  hitherto  given  him, 
that  he  was  in  his  native  place. 

*^Ah,"  he  said,  drawing  a  long  breath,  "  there's  the  jail, 
Eppie;  that's  just  the  same:  I  aren't  afraid  now.  It's  the 
third  turning  on  the  left  hand  from  the  jail  doors — that's 
the  way  we  must  go." 

*'0,  what  a  dark  ugly  place!"  said  Eppie.  "How  it 
hides  the  sky!  It's  worse  tnan  the  Workhouse.  I'm  fflad 
you  don't  live  in  this  town  now,  father.  Is  Lantern  Yard 
like  this  street?" 

'*My  precious  child,"  said  Silas,  smiling,  "it  isn't  a  big 
street  like  this.  I  never  was  easy  i'  this  street  myself,  but 
I  was  fond  o'  Lantern  Yard.  The  shops  here  are  all 
altered,  I  think  —  I  can't  make  'em  out;  but  I  shall  know 
the  turning,  because  it's  the  third." 

'*  Here  it  is,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  satisfaction,  as  they 
came  to  a  narrow  alley.     "And  then  we  must  go  to  the 
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left  affain,  and  then  straight  forward  a  bit,  up  Shoe  Lane: 
and  then  we  shall  be  at  the  entry  next  to  the  overhanging 
window,  where  there^s  the  nick  in  the  road  for  the  water 
to  run.     Eh,  I  can  see  it  all/' 

"0  father,  I/m  like  as  if  I  was  stifled, '*  said  Eppie. 
V  "  I  couldn't  ha'  thought  as  any  folks  lived  i'  this  way,  so 
close  together.  How  pretty  the  Stone-pits  'uU  look  when 
we  get  back!" 

"It  looks  comical  to  me,  child,  now — and  smells  bad. 
I  can't  think  as  it  usened  to  smell  so." 

Here  and  there  a  sallow,  begrimed  face  looked  out  from 
a  gloomy  doorway  at  the  strangers,  and  increased  Eppie's 
uneasiness,  so  that  it  was  a  longed-for  relief  when  they 
issued  from  the  alleys  into  Shoe  Lane,  where  there  was  a 
broader  strip  of  sky. 

**Dear  heart!"  said  Silas,  "why,  there's  people  coming 
out  o'  the  Yard  as  if  they'd  been  to  chapel  at  this  time 
o'  day — a  weekday  noon!" 

Suddenly  he  started  and  stood  still  with  a  look  of  dis- 
tressed amazement,  that  alarmed  Eppie.  They  were 
before  an  opening  in  front  of  a  large  factory,  from  which 
men  and  women  were  streaming  for  their  midday  meal. 

"Father,"  said  Eppie,  clasping  his  arm,  "what's  the 
matter?" 

But  she  had  to  speak  again  and  again  before  Silas  could 
answer  her. 

"It's  gone,  child,"  he  said,  at  last,  in  strong  agitation  — 
"  Lantern  Yard's  gone.  It  must  ha'  been  here,  because 
here's  the  house  withHhe  o'erhanffing  window — I  know 
that— it's  just  the  same;  but  therve  made  this  new 
opening;  and  see  that  big  factory!  It's  all  gone — chapel 
and  all." 

"  Come  into  that  little  brush-shop  and  sit  down,  father — 
they'll  let  you  sit  down,"  said  Eppie,  always  on  the  watch 
lest  one  of  her  father's  strange  attacks  should  come  on. 
"Perhaps  the  people  can  tell  you  all  about  it." 

But  neither  from  the  brush-maker,  who  had  come  to 
Shoe  Lane  only  ten  years  ago,  when  the  factory  was 
already  built,  nor  from  any  other  source  within  his 
reach,  could  Silas  learn  anything  of  the  old  Lantern 
Yard  friends,  or  of  Mr.  Paston  the  minister. 

"The  old  place  is  all  swep'  away,"  Silas  said  to  Dolly 
Winthrop  on  the  night  of  his  return  —  "the  little  grave- 
yard and  everything.  The  old  home's  gone;  I've  no  home 
out  this  now.     I  shall  never  know  whether  they  got  at  the 
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truth  o^  the  robbery,  nor  whether  Mr.  Fasten  could  ha* 
ffiven  me  any  light  about  the  drawing  o'  the  lots.  It's 
dark  to  me,  Mrs.  Winthrop,  that  is*;  I  doubt  it^l  be  dark 
to  the  last."' 

^'  Well,  yes.  Master  Mamer,"  said  Dolly,  who  sat  with  a 
placid  listening  face,  now  bordered  by  gray  hairs;  *^I 
doubt  it  may.  It's  the  will  o'  Them  above  as  a  many 
things  should  be  dark  to  us;  but  there's  some  things  as 
I've  never  felt  i'  the  dark  about,  and  they're  mostly  what 
comes  i'  the  day's  work.  You  were  hard  done  by  that 
once,  Master  Marner,  and  it  seems  as  you'll  never  know 
the  rights  of  it;  but  that  doesn't  hinder  there  being  a 
rights.  Master  Marner,  for  all  it's  dark  to  you  and  me.'' 

"No,"  said  Silas,  ^^no;  that  doesn't  hinder.  Since  the 
time  the  child  was  sent  to  me  and  I've  come  to  love  her  as 
myself,  I've  had  light  enough  to  trusten  by;  and  now  she 
says  shell  never  leave  me,  I  think  I  shall  trusten  till  I 
die." 


CONCLUSION. 


There  was  one  time  of  the  year  which  was  held  in 
Raveloe  to  be  especially  suitable  for  a  wedding.  It  was 
when  the  great  lilacs  and  laburnums  in  the  old-fashioned 
gardens  showed  their  golden  and  purple  wealth  above  the 
lichen-tinted  walls,  and  when  there  were  calves  still  young 
enough  to  want  bucketfuls  of  fragrant  milk.  People  were 
not  so  busy  then  as  they  must  become  when  the  full 
cheese-makmg  and  the  mowing  had  set  in;  and  besides, 
it  was  a  time  when  a  light  bridal  dress  could  be  worn  with 
comfort  and  seen  to  advantage. 

Happily  the  sunshine  fell  more  warmly  than  usual  on 
the  mac  tufts  the  morning  that  Eppie  was  married,  for 
her  dress  was  a  very  light  one.  She  had  often  thought, 
though  with  a  feeling  of  renunciation,  that  the  perfection 
of  a  wedding-dress  would  be  a  white  cotton,  with  the 
tiniest  pink  sprig  at  wide  intervals;  so  that  when  Mrs. 
Godfrey  Cass  begged  to  provide  one,  and  asked  Eppie 
to  choose  what  it  should  be,  previous  meditation  had 
enabled  her  to  give  a  decided  answer  at  once. 

Seen  at  a  little  distance  as  she  walked  across  the  church- 
yard and  down  the  village,  she  seemed  to  be  attired  in  pure 
white,  and  her  hair  looked  like  the  dash  of  gold  on  a  lily. 
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One  hand  was  on  her  husband^s  arm,  and  with  the  other 
she  clasped  the  hand  of  her  father  Silas. 

**You  won^t  be  giving  me  away,  father/' she  had  said 
before  they  went  to  church;  "you'll  only  be  taking  Aaron 
to  be  a  son  to  you.'' 

"  Dolly  Winthrop  walked  behind  with  her  husband;  and 
there  ended  the  little  bridal  procession.  ^ 

There  were  many  eyes  to  look  at  it,  and  Miss  Priscilla 
Lammeter  was  glad  that  she  and  her  father  had  happened 
to  drive  up  to  the  door  of  the  Eed  House  just  in  time  to 
see  this  pretty  sight.  They  had  come  to  keep  Nancy 
company  to-day,  because  Mr.  Cass  had  had  to  go  away  to 
Lytherley,  for  special  reasons.  That  seemed  to  be  a  pity, 
for  otherwise  he  might  have  gone,  as  Mr.  Crackenthorp 
and  Mr.  Osgood  certainly  would,  to  look  on  at  the  wedding 
feast  which  he  had  ordered  at  the  Rainbow,  naturally  feel- 
ing a  great  interest  in  the  weaver  who  had  been  wronged 
by  one  of  his  own  family. 

"  I  could  ha'  wished  Nancy  had  had  the  luck  to  find  a 
child  like  that  and  bring  her  up,"  said  Priscilla  to  her 
father,  as  they  sat  in  the  gig;  "I  should  ha^  had  some- 
thing young  to  think  of  then,  besides  the  lambs  and  the 
calves." 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  yes,'^  said  Mr.  Lammeter;  "  one  feels 
that  as  one  gets  older.  Things  look  dim  to  old  folks: 
they'd  need  have  some  young  eyes  about  ^em,  to  let  'em 
know  the  world's  the  same  as  it  used  to  be.'^ 

Nancy  came  out  now  to  welcome  her  father  and  sister; 
and  the  wedding  group  had  passed  on  beyond  the  Eed 
House  to  the  humbler  part  of  the  village. 

Dolly  Winthrop  was  the  first  to  divine  that  old  Mr. 
Macey,  who  had  been  set  in  his  arm-chair  outside  his  own 
door,  would  expect  some  special  notice  as  they  passed, 
since  he  was  too  old  to  be  at  the  wedding  feast. 

"  Mr.  MaceVs  looking  for  a  word  from  us,"  said  Dolly; 
"he'll  be  hurt  if  we  pass  him  and  say  nothing — ^and  him 
so  racked  with  rheumatiz." 

So  they  turned  aside  to  shake  hands  with  the  old  man. 
He  had  looked  forward  to  the  occasion,  and  had  his  pre- 
meditated speech. 

"Well,  Master  Marner,"he  said,  in  a  voice  that  quavered 
a  good  deal,  "  I've  lived  to  see  my  words  come  true.  I 
was  the  first  to  say  there  was  no  harm  in  you,  though  your 
looks  might  be  again'  you;  and  I  was  the  first  to  say  vpu'd 
get  your  money  back.     And  it's  nothing  but  rightful  as 
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yon  should.  And  Pd  ha^  said  the  *Amens/and  willinff, 
at  the  holy  matrimony;  but  Tookev^s  done  it  a  good  while 
now,  and  i  hope  youal  have  none  the  worse  luck/' 

In  the  open  yard  before  the  Kainbow  the  party  of  guests 
were  already  assembled,  though  it  was  still  nearly  an  hour 
before  the  appointed  feast  time.  But  by  this  means  they 
could  not  only  en;joy  the  slow  advent  of  their  pleasure;  they 
had  also  ami)le  leisure  to  talk  of  Silas  Marner's  strange  his- 
tory, and  arrive  by  due  de^ees  at  the  conclusion  that  he  had 
brought  a  blessing  on  himself  by  acting  like  a  father  to  a 
lone  motherless  child.  Even  the  farrier  did  not  negative 
this  sentiment;  on  the  contrary,  he  took  it  up  as  pecul 
iarly  his  own,  and  invited  any  hardy  person  present  to 
contradict  him.  But  he  met  with  no  contradiction;  and 
all  differences  among  the  company  were  merged  in  a 
general  agreement  with  Mr.  SnelFs  sentiment,  that  when 
a  man  had  deserved  his  good  luck,  it  was  the  part  of  his 
neighbors  to  wish  him  joy. 

As  the  bridal  group  approached,  a  hearty  cheer  was 
raised  in  the  Eambow  yard;  and  Ben  Winthrop,  whose 
jokes  had  retained  their  acceptable  flavor,  found  it  agree- 
able to  turn  in  there  and  receive  congratulations;  not  re- 
quiring the  proposed  interval  of  quiet  at  the  Stone-pits 
before  joining  the  company. 

Eppie  had  a  larger  garden  than  she  had  ever  expected 
there  now;  and  in  other  ways  there  had  been  alterations  at 
the  expense  of  Mr.  Cass,  the  landlord,  to  suit  Silas's  larger 
family.  For  he  and  Eppie  had  declared  that  they  would 
rather  stay  at  the  Stone-pits  than  go  to  any  new  home. 
The  garden  was  fenced  with  stones  on  two  sides,  but  in 
front  there  was  an  open  fence,  through  which  the  flowers 
shone  with  answering  gladness,  as  the  four  united  people 
came  within  sight  of  them. 

'^0  father,''  said  Eppie,  "what  a  pretty  home  ours  is  I 
I  think  nobody  could  be  happier  than  we  are." 
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Give  me  no  light,  great  Heaven,  but  such  as  turns 

To  energy  of  human  f ellowsWp ; 

No  powers  beyond  the  growing  heritage 

That  makes  completer  manhood. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


The  time  of  my  end  approaches.  I  have  lately  been 
mh ject  to  a,tt3,ckB  of  angina  pectoris;  and  in  the  ordinary 
course  of  things,  my  physician  tells  me,  I  may  fairly  hope 
that  my  lift?  will  not  be  protracted  many  months.  Unless, 
then,  I  am  cursed  with  an  exceptional  physical  constitu- 
tion, as  I  am  cursed  with  an  exceptional  mental  character, 
I  shall  not  much  longer  groan  under  the  wearisome  burden 
of  this  earthly  existence.  If  it  were  to  be  otherwise — if  I 
were  to  live  on  to  the  age  most  men  desire  and  provide 
for — I  should,  for  once,  have  known  whether  the  miseries 
of  delusive  expectation  can  outweigh  the  miseries  of  true 
prevision.  For  I  foresee  when  I  shall  die,  and  everything 
that  will  happen  in  my  last  moments. 

Just  a  month  from  this  day,  on  the  twentieth  of  Sep- 
tember, 1850, 1  shall  be  sitting  m  this  chair,  in  this  study, 
at  ten  o'clock  at  night,  longing  to  die,  weary  of  incessant 
insight  and  foresight,  without  delusions  and  without  hope. 
Just  as  I  am  watching  a  tongue  of  blue  flame  rising  in  the 
fire,  and  my  lamp  is  burning  low,  the  horrible  contraction 
will  begin  at  my  chest.  I  shall  only  have  time  to  reach 
the  bell  and  null  it  violently,  before  the  sense  of  suffocation 
will  come,  ifo  one  will  answer  my  bell.  I  know  why. 
My  two  servants  are  lovers,  and  will  have  quarreled.  My 
housekeeper  will  have  rushed  out  of  the  house,  in  a  fury, 
two  hours  before,  hoping  that  Perry  will  believe  she 
has  gone  to  drown  herself.  Perry  is  alarmed  at  last, 
and  IS  gone  out  after  her.  The  little  scullery-maid  is 
asleep  on  a  bench:  she  never  answers  the  bell;  it  does  not 
wake  her.  The  sense  of  suffocation  increases:  my  lamp 
goes  out  with  a  horrible  stench:  I  make  a  great  effort  and 
snatch  at  the  bell  again.  I  long  for  life,  and  there  is  no 
help.  I  thirsted  for  the  unknown:  the  thirst  is  gone.  0 
God,  let  me  stay  with  the  known,  and  be  weary  of  it:  I  am 
content.  Agony  of  pain  and  suffocation — and  all  the 
while  the  earth,  the  fields,  the  pebbly  brook  at  the  bottom 
n  177 


178  THE  LIFTED  VEIL. 

« 

of  the  rookery,  the  fresh  scent  after  the  rain,  the  light  of 
the  morning  through  my  chamber  window^  the  warmth  of 
the.  hearth  after  the  frosty  air — ^will  darkness  close  over 
them  forever? 

Darkness — darkness — ^no  pain — ^nothing  but  darkness: 
but  I  am  passing  on  and  on  through  the  darkless:  my 
thought  stays  in  the  darkness,  but  ^ways  with  a  sense  of 
moving  onward 

Before  that  time  comes,  I  wish  to  use  my  last  hours 
of  ease  and  strength  in  telling  the  strange  story  of  my 
experience.  I  have  never  fully  unbosomed  myself  to 
any  human  being;  I  have  never  been  encouraged  to  trust 
much  in  the  sympathy  of  niy  fellow-men.  But  we  have 
all  a  chance  of  meeting  with  some  pity,  some  tenderness, 
some  charity  when  we  are  dead;  it  is  tne  living  only  who  can- 
not be  forgiven — the  living  only  from  whom  men^s  indul- 
gence and  reverence  are  held  on,  like  the  rain  by  the  hard 
^ast  wind.  While  the  heart  beats,  bruise  it — it  is  your  onlv 
opportunity;  while  the  eye  can  still  turn  toward  you  with 
moist,  timid  entreaty,  freeze  it  with  an  icy,  unanswering 
gaze;  while  the  ear,  that  delicate  messenger  to  the  inmost 
sanctuary  of  the  soul,  can  still  take  in  the  tones  of  kind- 
ness, put  it  off  with  hard  civility,  or  sneering  compliment, 
or  envious  affectation  of  indifference;  while  the  creative 
brain  can  still  throb  with  the  sense  of  injustice,  with  the 
yearning  for  brotherly  recognition — ^make  haste — oppress 
it  with  your  ill-considered  judgments,  your  trivial  com- 

Earisons,  your  careless  misrepresentations!  The  heart  will 
y-and-by  be  still — uM  scBva  indignatio  ulterius  cor  lacer- 
are  nequitj  *  thiB  eye  will  cease  to  entreat;  the  ear  will  be 
deaf;  the  brain  will  have  ceased  from  all  wants  as  well  as 
from  all  work.  Then  your  charitable  speeches  may  find 
vent;  then  you  may  remember  and  pity  the  toil  and  the 
struggle  and  the  failure;  then  you  may  give  due  honor  to 
the  work  achieved;  then  you  may  fiiid  extenuation  for 
errors,  and  may  consent  to  bury  them. 

That  is  a  trivial  schoolboy  text;  why  do  I  dwell  on  it? 
It  has  little  reference  to  me,  for  I  shall  leave  no  works 
behind  me  for  men  to  honor.  I  have  no  near  relatives  who 
will  make  up,  by  weeping  over  my  grave,  for  the  wounds 
they  inflicted  on  me  when  I  was  among  them.  It  is  only 
the  story  of  my  life  that  will  perhaps  win  a  little  more 
sympathy  from  straujgers  when  I  am  dead,  than  I  ever 
believed  it  would  obtain  from  my  friends  while  I  was  living. 

♦  Inscription  on  Swift's  tombstone. 
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My  childhood  perhaps  seems  happier  to  me  than  it  really 
was,  by  contrast  with  all  the  after-years.  For  then  the 
curtain  of  the  future  was  as  impenetrable  to  me  as  to 
other  children:  I  had  all  their  delight  in  the  present  hour, 
their  sweet  indefinite  hopes  for  the  morrow;  and  I  had  a 
tender  mother:  even  now,  after  the  dreary  lapse  of  long 
years,  a  slight  trace  of  sensation  accompanies  the  remem- 
brance of  her  caress  as  she  held  me  on  her  knee — her  arms 
round  my  little  body,  her  cheek  pressed  against  mine.  I 
had  a  complaint  of  the  eyes  that  made  me  blind  for  a  little 
while,  and  she  kept  me  on  her  knee  from  morning  till 
night.  That  unequaled  love  soon  vanished  out  of  my 
life,  and  even  to  my  childish  consciousness  it  was  as  if 
that  life  had  become  more  chill.  I  rode  my  little 
white  pony  with  the  groom  by  my  side  as  before,  but 
there  were  no  loving  eyes  looking  at  me  as  I 
mounted,  no  glad  arms  open  to  me  when  I  came  back. 
Perhaps  I  missed  my  motner^s  love  more  than  most  chil- 
dren of  seven  or  eight  would  have  done,  to  whom  the 
other  pleasures  of  life  remained  as  before; "  for  I  was 
certainly  a  very  sensitive  child.  I  remember  still  the 
mingled  trepidation  and  delicious  excitement  with  which 
I  was  affected  by  the  tramping  of  the  horses  on  the  pave- 
ment in  the  echoing  stables,  by  the  loud  resonance  of 
the  grooms^  voices,  by  the  booming  bark  of  the  dogs 
as  my  father^s  carriage  thundered  under  the  archway  of 
the  courtyard,  by  the  din  of  the  gong  as  it  gave  notice  of 
luncheon  and  dinner.  The  measured  tramp  of  soldiery 
which  I  sometimes  heard — for  my  father's  house  lay  near  a 
county  town  where  there  were  large  barracks — made  me 
sob  and  tremble;  and  yet  when  they  were  gone  past,  I 
longed  for  them  to  come  back  again. 

I  fancy  my  father  thought  me  an  odd  child,  and  had 
little  fondness  for  me;  though  he  was  very  careful  in  ful- 
filling what  he  regarded  as  a  parent's  duties.  But  he  was 
already  past  the  middle  of  life,  and  I  was  not  his  only  son. 
My  mother  had  been  his  second  wife,  and  he  was  five-and- 
f orty  when  he  married  her.  He  was  a  firm,  unbendinff, 
intensely  orderly  man,  in  root  and  stem  a  banker,  but  with 
a  flourishing  graft  of  the  active  landholder,  aspiring  to 
county  influence:  one  of  those  people  who  are  always  like 
themselves  from  day  to  day,  who  are  uninfluenced  by  the 
weather,  and  neither  know  melancholy  nor  high  spirits. 
I  held  him  in  great  awe,  and  appeared  more  timid  and  sen- 
sitive in  his  presence  than  at  otner  times;  a  circumstance 
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which,  perhaps,  helped  to  confirm  him  in  the  intention  to 
educate  me  on  a  different  plan  from  the  prescriptive  one 
with  which  he  had  complied  m  the  case  of  my  elder  brother, 
already  a  tall  youth  at  Eton.  My  brother  was  to  be  his 
representative  and  successor;  he  must  go  to  Eton  and 
Oxford,  for  the  sake  of  making  connections,  of  course: 
my  father  was  not  a  man  to  underrate  the  bearing  of  Latin 
satirists  or  Greek  dramatists  on  the  attainment  of  an  aris- 
tocratic position.  But,  intrinsically,  he  had  slight  esteem 
for  ^^  those  dead  but  sceptred  spirits  *';  having  qualified  him- 
self for  forming  an  independent  opinion  by  reading  Pot- 
ter's ^^^schylus,"  and  dipping  into  Francis's  '^  Horace.''  To 
this  negative  view  he  added  a  positive  one,  derived  from  a 
recent  connection  with  mining  speculations;  namely,  that 
a  scientific  education  was  the  really  useful  training  for  a 
younger  son.  Moreover,  it  was  clear  that  a  shy,  sensitive: 
boy  like  me  was  not  fit  to  encounter  the  rough  experience 
of  a  public  school.  Mr.  Letherall  had  said  so  very  decid- 
edly. Mr.  Letherall  was  a  large  man  in  spectacles,  who' 
one  day  took  my  small  head  between  his  large  hands,  and 
pressed  it  here  and  there  in  an  exploratory,  suspicious  man- 
ner — then  placed  each  of  his  great  thumbs  on  my  temples, 
and  pushed  me  a  little  way  from  him,  and  stared  at  me 
with  glittering  spectacles. "  The  contemplation  appeared 
to  displease  him,  for  he  frowned  sternly,  and  said  to  my 
father,  drawing  his  thumbs  across  my  eyebrows — 

*'The  deficiency  is  there,  sir — there;  and  here,"  he 
added,  touching  the  upper  sides  of  my  head,  ^^here  is  the 
excess.  That  must  be  brought  out,  sir,  and  this  must  be 
laid  to  sleep." 

I  was  in  a  state  of  tremor,  partly  at  the  vague  idea  that 
I  was  the  object  of  reprobation,  partly  in  the  agitation  of 
my  first  hatred — hatred  of  this  big,  spectacled  man,  who 
pulled  my  head  about  as  if  he  wanted  to  buy  and  cheapen  it. 

I  am  not  aware  how  much  Mr.  Letherall  had  to  do  with 
the  system  afterward  adopted  toward  me,  but  it  was  pres- 
ently clear  that  private  tutors,  natural  history,  science,  and 
the  modern  languages,  were  the  appliances  by  which  the 
defects  of  my  organization  were  to  be  remedied.  I  was 
very  stupid  about  machines,  so  I  was  to  be  greatly  occupied 
with  them;  I  had  no  memory  for  classification,  so  it  was 
particularly  necessary  that  I  should  study  systematic  zool- 
ogy and  botany;  I  was  hungry  for  human  deeds  and  human 
emotions,  so  I  was  to  be  plentifully  crammed  with  the 
mechanical  powers,  the  elementary  bodies,  and  the  phe- 
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nomena  of  electricity  and  magnetism.  A  better-constituted' 
boy  would  certainly  have  profited  under  my  intelligent 
tutors,  with  their  scientific  apparatus;  and  would,  doubt- 
less, have  found  the  phenomena  of  electricity  and  magnet- 
ism as  fascinating  as  I  was,  every  Thursday,  assured  they 
were.  As  it  was,  I  could  have  paired  off,  for  ignorance  of 
whatever  was  taught  me,  with  the  worst  Latin  scholar  that 
was  ever  turned  out  of  a  classical  academy.  I  read  Plu- 
tarch, and  Shakespeare,  and  Don  Quixote  by  the  sly,  and 
supplied  myself  in  that  way  with  wandering  thoughts, 
while  my  tutor  was  assuring  me  that  ^^  an  improved  man, 
as  distinguished  from  an  ignorant  one,  was  a  man  who 
knew  the  reason  why  water  ran  down-hill.^'  I  had  no 
desire  to  be  this  improved  man;  I  was  glad  of  the  running 
water;  I  could  watch  it  and  listen  to  it  gurgling  among 
the  pebbles,  and  bathing  the  bright  green  water-plants,  by 
the  hour  together.  I  did  not  want  to  know  why  it  ran;  1 
had  perfect  confidence  that  there  were  good  reasons  for 
what  was  so  very  beautiful. 

There  is  no  need  to  dwell  on  this  part  of  my  life.  I  have 
said  enough  to  indicate  that  my  nature  was  of  the  sensi- 
tive, unpractical  order,  and  that  it  grew  up  in  an  uncon- 
fenial  medium,  which  could  never  foster  it  into  happy, 
ealthy  development.  When  I  was  sixteen  I  was  sent  to 
Geneva  to  complete  my  'course  of  education;  and  the 
change  was  a  very  happy  one  to  me,  for  the  first  sight  of 
the  Alps,  with  the  setting  sun  on  them,  as  we  descended 
the  Jura,  seemed  to  me  like  an  entrance  into  heaven;  and 
the  three  years  of  my  life  there  were  spent  in  a  perpetual 
sense  of  exaltation,  as  if  from  a  draught  of  delicious  wine, 
at  the  presence  of  Nature  in  all  her  awful  loveliness.  You 
will  think,  perhaps,  that  I  must  have  been  a  poet,  from 
this  early  sensibility  to  Nature.  But  my  lot  was  not  so 
happy  as  that.  A  poet  pours  forth  his  song  and  believes 
in  the  listening  ear  and  answering  soul,  to  which  his  song 
will  be  floated  sooner  or  later.  But  the  poet^s  sensibility 
without  his  voice — the  poet's  sensibility  that  finds  no  vent 
but  in  silent  tears  on  the  sunny  bank,  when  the  noonday 
light  sparkles  on  the  water,  or  in  an  inward  shudder  at 
the  sound  of  harsh  human  tones,  the  sight  of  a  cold  human 
eye  —  this  dumb  passion  brings  with  it  a  fatal  solitude  of 
soul  in  the  society  oi  one's  fellow-men.  My  least  solitary 
moments  were  those  in  which  I  pushed  off  in  my  boat,  at 
evening,  toward  the  center  of  the  lake;  it  seemed  to  me  that 
the  sky,  and  the  glowing  mountain-tops,  and  the  wide  blu9 
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•water,  surrounded  me  with  a  cherishing  loye  such  as  no 
human  face  had  shed  on  me  since  my  mother^s  love  had 
vanished  out  of  my  life.  I  used  to  do  as  Jean  Jacques 
did  —  lie  down  in  my  boat  and  let  it  glide  where  it  would, 
while  I  looked  up  at  the  departing  glow  leaving  one 
mountain-top  after  the  other,  as  if  the  prophet's  chariot  of 
fire  were  passing  over  them  on  its  way  to  the  home  of  light. 
Then  when  the  white  summits  were  all  sad  and  corpse-like, 
I  had  to  push  homeward,  for  I  was  under  careful  surveil- 
lance, and  was  allowed  no  late  wanderings.  This  dispo- 
sition of  mine  was  not  favorable  to  the  formation  of 
intimate  friendships  among  the  numerous  youths  of  my 
own  age  who  are  always  to  be  found  studying  at  Geneva. 
Yet  I  made  one  such  friendship;  and,  singularly  enough,  it 
was  with  a  youth  whose  intellectual  tendencies  were  the 
very  reverse  of  my  own.  I  shall  call  him  Charles  Meunier; 
his  real  surname — an  English  one,  for  he  was  of  English 
extraction — having  since  become  celebrated.  He  was  an 
orphan,  who  lived  on  a  miserable  pittance  while  he  pursued 
the  medical  studies  for  which  he  had  a  special  genius. 
Strange!  that  with  my  vague  mind,  susceptible  and  unob- 
servant, hating  inquiry  and  given  up  to  contemplation,  I 
should  have  been  drawn  toward  a  youth  whose  strongest 
passion  was  science.  But  the  bond  was  not  an  intellectual 
one;  it  came  from  a  source  that  can  happily  blend  the  stupid 
with  the  brilliant,  the  dreamy  with  the  practical:  it  came 
from  community  of  feeling.  Charles  was  poor  and  ugly, 
derided  by  Genevese  flramiW5,  and  not  acceptable  in  drawing- 
rooms.  I  saw  that  he  was  isolated,  as  I  was,  though  from 
a  different  cause,  and,  stimulated  by  a  sympathetic  resent- 
ment, I  made  timid  advances  toward  him.  It  is  enough  to 
say  that  there  sprang  up  as  much  comradeship  between  us 
as  our  different  habits  would  allow;  and  in  Charles's  rare 
holidays  we  went  up  the  Saleve  together,  or  took  the  boat 
to  Vevay,  while  I  listened  dreamily  to  the  monologues  in 
which  he  unfolded  his  bold  conceptions  of  future  experi- 
ment and  discovery.  I  mingled  them  confusedly  in  my 
thought  with  glimpses  of  blue  water  and  delicate  floating 
cloud,  with  the  notes  of  birds  and  the  distant  glitter  of  the 
glacier.  He  knew  quite  well  that  my  mind  was  half  absent, 
yet  he  liked  to  talk  to  me  in  this  way;,for  don't  we  talk  of 
our  tiopes  and  our  projects  even  to  dogs  and  birds,  when 
they  love  us?  I  have  mentioned  this  one  friendship  because 
of  its  connection  with  a  strange  and  terrible  scene  which  I 
§hall  have  to  narrate  in  my  subsequent  life. 
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This  happier  life  at  Geneva  was  put  an  end  to  by  a  severe  • 
illness,  which  is  partly  a  blank  to  me,  partly  a  time  of  dimly- 
remembered  suffering,  yjith  the  presence  of  my  father  by 
my  bed  from  time  to  time.  Then  came  the  languid  monot- 
ony of  convalescence,  the  days  gradually  breaking  into 
variety  and  distinctness  as  mv  strength  enabled  me  to  take 
longer  and  longer  drives.  On  one  of  these  more  vividly  . 
remembered  days,  my  father  said  to  me,  as  he  sat  beside 
my  sofa — 

"  When  you  are  quite  well  enough  to  travel,  Latimer,  I 
shall  take  you  home  with  me.  The  journey  will  amuse  you 
and  do  you  good,  for  I  shall  go  through  the  Tyrol  and  Aus- 
tria, and  you  will  see  many  new  places.  Our  neighbors,  the 
Filmores,  are  come;  Alfred  will  join  us  at  Basle,  and  we 
shall  all  go  together  to  Vienna,  and  back  by  Pra^e ^ 

My  father  was'  called  away  before  he  had  finished  his 
sentence,  and  he  left  my  mind  resting  on  the  word  Prague, 
with  a  strange  sense  that  a  new  and  wondrous  scene  was 
breaking  upon  me:  a  city  under  the  broad  sunshine;  that 
seemed  to  me  as  if  it  were  the  summer  sunshine  of  a  long- 
past  century  arrested  in  its  course — ^unrefreshed  for  ages 
by  the  dews  of  night,  or  the  rushing  rain-cloud;  scorching 
the  dusty,  weary,  time-eaten  grandeur  of  a  people  doomed 
to  live  on  in  the  stale  repetition  of  memories,  like  deposed 
and  linperannuated  kings  in  their  regal  gold -inwoven 
tatters.  The  city  looked  so  thirsty  that  the  broad  river 
seemed  to  me  a  sheet  of  metal;  and  the  blackened  statues, 
as  I  passed  under  their  blank  gaze,  along  the  unending 
bridge,  with  their  ancient  garments  and  their  saintly 
crowns,  seemed  to  me  the  real  inhabitants  and  owners  of 
this  place,  while  the  busy,  trivial  men  and  women,  hurry- 
ing to  and  fro,  were  a  swarm  of  ephemeral  visitants  infest- 
inff  it  for  a  day.  It  is  such  grim,  stony  beings  as  these, 
I  thought,  who  are  the  fathers  of  ancient  faded  children, 
in  those  tanned  time-fretted  dwellings  that  crowd  the 
steep  before  me;  who  pay  their  court  in  the  worn  and 
crumbling  pomp  of  the  palace  which  stretches  its  monoto- 
nous length  on  the  height;  who  worship  wearily  in  the 
stifling  air  of  the  churches,  urged  by  no  fear  or  hope,  but 
compelled  by  their  doom  to  be  ever  old  and  undying,  to 
live  on  in  the  rigidity  of  habit,  as  they  live  on  in  perpetual 
midday,  without  the  repose  of  night  or  the  new  birth  of 
morning. 

A  stunning  clang  of  metal  suddenly  thrilled  through 
me^  and  I  beqame  conscious  of  the  objects  in  my  room 
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again:  one  of  the  fire-irons  had  fallen  as  Pierre  opened  the 
door  to  bring  me  my  draught.  My  heart  was  palpitating 
vjolentlyy  and  I  begged  Pierre  to  leaye  my  draught  beside 
me:  I  would  take  it  presently. 

As  soon  as  I  was  alone  again,  I  began  to  ask  myself 
whether  I  had  been  sleeping.  Was  this  a  dream — this 
wonderfully  distinct  vision — minute  in  its  distinctness 
down  to  a  patch  of  rainbow  light  on  the  pavement,  trans- 
mitted through  a  colored  lamp  in  the  shape  of  a  star — of  a 
strange  city,  quite  unfamiliar  to  my  imaginatiofi?  I  had 
seen  no  picture  of  Prague:  it  lay  in  my  mind  as  a  mere 
name,  with  vaguely-remembered  historical  associations — 
ill-defined  memories  of  imperial  grandeur  and  religious 
wars. 

Nothing  of  this  sort  had  ever  occurred  in  my  dreaming 
experience  before,  for  I  had  often  been  humiliated  because 
my  dreams  were  only  saved  from  being  utterly  disjointed  and 
commonplace  by  the  frequent  terrors  of  nightmare.  But  I 
could  not  believe  that  I  had  been  asleep,  for  I  remembered 
distinctly  the  gradual  breakin^-in  of  the  vision  upon  me, 
like  the  new  images  in  a  dissolving  view,  or  the  growing  dis- 
tinctness of  the  landscape  as  the  sun  lifts  up  the  veil  of  the 
morning  mist.  And  while  I  was  conscious  of  this  incipient 
vision,  I  was  also  conscious  that  Pierre  came  to  tell  my  father 
Mr.  Filmore  was  waiting  for  him,  and  that  my  father 
hurried  out  of  the  room.  S"o,  it  was  not  a  dream ;  was  it — the 
thought  was  full  of  tremulous  exultation — was  it  the  poet's 
nature  in  me,  hitherto  only  a  troubled,  yearning  sensibility, 
now  manifesting  itself  suddenly  as  spontaneous  creation? 
Surely  it  was  in  this  way  that  Homer  saw  the  plain  of 
Troy,  that  Dante  saw  the  abodes  of  the  departed,  that 
Milton  saw  the  earthward  flight  of  the  Tempter.  Was  it 
that  my  illness  had  wrought  some  happy  cliange  in  my 
organization — given  a  firmer  tension  to  my  nerves — carried 
off  some  dull  obstruction?  I  had  often  read  of  such 
effects — in  works  of  fiction  at  least.  Nay;  in  genuine 
biographies  I  had  read  of  the  subtilizing  or  exalting 
influence  of  some  diseases  on  the  mental  powers.  Did  not 
Novalis  feel  his  inspiration  intensified  under  the  progress 
of  consumption? 

When  my  mind  had  dwelt  for  some  time  on  this  blissful 
idea,  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  might  perhaps  test  it  by  an 
exertion  of  my  will.  The  vision  had  begun  when  my 
father  was  speaking  of  our  going  to  Prague.  I  did  not  for 
a  moment  believe  it  was  jfi^lly  a  representation  of  that 
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city;  I  believed — I  hoped  it  was  a  picture  that  my  newly- 
liberated  genius  had  painted  in  fiery  haste,  with  the  colors 
snatched  from  lazy  memory.  Suppose  I  were  to  fix  n^ 
mind  on  some  other  place — ^Venice,  for  example,  which 
was  far  more  familiar  to  my  imagination  than  Prague; 
perhaps  the  same  sort  of  result  would  follow.  I  con- 
centrated my  thoughts  on  Venice;  I  stimulated  my  imag- 
ination with  poetic  memories,  and  strove  to  feel  myself 
present  in  Venice,  as  I  had  felt  myself  present  in  Prague. 
But  in  vain.  I  was  only  coloring  the  Canaletto  engravings 
that  hung  in  my  old  bedroom  at  home;  the  picture  was  a 
shifting  one,  my  mind  wandering  uncertainly  in  search  of 
more  vivid  images;  I  could  see  no  accident  of  form  or 
shadow  without  conscious  labor  after  the  necessary  condi- 
tions. It  was  all  prosaic  effort,  .not  rapt  passivity,  such  as 
'I  had  experienced  half  an  hour  before.  I  was  discouraged; 
but  I  remembered  that  inspiration  was  fitful. 

For  several  days  I  was  in  a  state  of  excited  expectation, 
watching  for  a  recurrence  of  my  new  gift.  I  sent  my 
thoughts  ranging  over  my  world  of  knowledge,  in  the  hope 
that  they  would  find  some  object  which  would  send  a 
reawakening  vibration  through  my  slumbering  genius. 
But  no;  mj  world  remained  as  dim  as  ever,  and  that  flash 
of  strange  light  refused  to  come  again,  though  I  watched 
for  it  with  palpitating  eagerness. 

My  father  accompanied  me  every  day  in  a  drive,  and  a 
gradually  lengthening  walk  as  my  powers  of  walking 
increased;  and  one  evening  he  had  agreed  to  come  and 
fetch  me  at  twelve  the  next  day,  that  we  might  go  together 
to  select  a  musical  box,  and  other  purchases  rigorously 
demanded  of  a  rich  Englishman  visiting  Geneva.  He  was 
one  of  the  most  punctual  of  men  and  bankers,  and  I  was 
always  nervously  anxious  to  be  quite  ready  for  him  at  the 
appointed  time.  But,  to  my  surprise,  at  a  quarter  past 
twelve  he  had  not  appeared.  I  felt  all  the  impatience  of 
a  convalescent  who  has  nothing  particular  to  do,  and  who 
has  just  taken  a  tonic  in  the  prospect  of  immediate  exer- 
cise that  would  carry  off  the  stimulus. 

Unable  to  sit  still  and  reserve  my  strength,  I  walked  up 
and  down  the  room,  looking  out  on  the  current  of  the 
Ehone,  just  where  it  leaves  the  dark-blue  lake;  but  think- 
ing all  the  while  of  the  possible  causes  that  could  detain 
my  father. 

Suddenly  I  was  conscious  that  my  father  was  in  the 
room,  but  not  alone;  there  were  two  persons  with  him, 
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Strange!  I  had  h^ard  no  footstep,  I  had  not  seen  the 
door  open;  but  I  saw  nly  father,  and  at  his  right  hand  our 
neighbor  Mrs.  Filmore,  whom  I  remembered  very  well, 
though  I  had  not  seen  her  for  five  years.  She  was  a 
commonplace  middle-aged  woman,  in  silk  and  cashmere; 
but  the  lady  on  the  left  of  my  father  was  not  more  than 
twenty,  a  tall,  slim,  willowy  figure,  with  luxuriant  blonde 
hair,  arranged  in  cunning  braids  and  folds  that  looked 
almost  too  massive  for  the  slight  figure  and  the  small- 
featured,  thin-lipped  face  they  crowned.  But  the  face 
had  not  a  girlish  expression:  the  features  were  sharp,  the 
pale  gray  eyes  at  once  acute,  restless,  and  sarcastic.  They 
were  fixed  on  me  in  half-smiling  curiosity,  and  I  felt  a 
painful  sensation  as  if  a  sharp  wind  were  cutting  me.  • 
The  pale-green  dress,  and  the  green  leaves  that  seemed  to 
form  a  border  about  her  pale  blonde  hair,  made  me  think 
of  a  Water-Nixie — for  my  min^d  was  full  of  German 
lyrics,  and  this  pale,  fatal-eyed  woman,  with  the  green 
weeds,  looked  like  a  birth  from  some  cold  sedgy  stream, 
the  daughter  of  an  aged  river. 

"Well,  Latimer,  you  thought  me  long,^^  my  father 
said . 

But  while  the  last  word  was  in  my  ears,  the  whole  group 
vanished,  and  there  was  nothing  between  me  and  the 
Chinese  painted  folding-screen  that  stood  before  the  door 
I  was  cold  and  trembling;  I  could  only  totter  forward  and 
throw  myself  on  the  sofa.     This  strange  new  power  had 

manifested  itself  again .     But  teas  it  a  power?    Might 

it  not  rather  be  a  msease — a  sort  of  intermittent  delirium, 
concentrating  my  energy  of  brain  into  moments  of  un- 
healthy activity,  and  leaving  my  saner  hours  all  the  more 
barren?  I  felt  a  dizzy  sense  of  unreality  in  what  my  eye 
rested  on;  I  grasped  the  bell  convulsively,  like  one  trying 
to  free  himself  from  nightmare,  and  rang  it  twice.  Pierre 
came  with  a  look  of  alarm  in  his  face. 

"Monsieur  ne  se  trouve  pas  bien?'^  he  said,  anxiously. 

"I^m  tired  of  waiting,  Pierre, ^^  I  said,  as  distinctly  and 
emphatically  as  I  could,  like  a  man  determined  to  be  sober 
in  spite  of  wine;  "I'm  afraid  something  has  happened  to 
my  father — he's  usually  so  punctual.  Eun  to  the  H6tel 
des  Bergues  and  see  if  he  is  there.'' 

Pierre  left  the  room  at  once,  with  a  soothing  "Bien, 
Monsieur";  and  I  felt  the  better  for  this  scene  of  simple 
waking  prose.  Seeking  to  calm  myself  still  further,  I  went 
into  my  bedroom,  adjoining  the  salon,  and  opened  a  cas$ 
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of  eau-de-Colo^e;  took  out  a  bottle;  went  through  the 
process  of  taking  out  the  cork  very  neatly,  and  then 
rubbed  the  reviving  spirit  over  my  hands  and  foreheM, 
and  under  my  nostrils,  drawing  a  new  delight  from  the 
scent  because  I  had  procured  it  by  slow  details  of  labor, 
and  by  no  strange  sudden  madness.  Already  I  had  begun 
to  taste  something  of  the  horror  that  belongs  to  the  lot  of 
a  human  being  whose  nature  is  not  adjusted  to  simple 
human  conditions. 

Still  enjoying  thje  scent,  I  returned  to  the  saloriy  but  it 
was  not  unoccupied,  as  it  had  been  before  I  left  it.  In 
front  of  the  Chinese  foldinff-screen  there  was  my  father, 

with  Mrs.  Filmore  on  his  rignt  hand,  and  on  his  left 

the  slim  blonde-haired  girl,  with  the  keen  face  and  the 
keen  eyes  fixed  on  me  in  half-smiling  curiosity. 

^^  Well,  Latimer,  you  thought  me  long,^'  my  father 
said 

I  heard  no  more,  f.elt  no  more,  till  I  became  conscious 
that  I  was  lying  with  my  head  low  on  the  sofa,  Pierre 
and  my  father  by  my  side.  As  soon  as  I  was  thoroughly 
revived,  my  father  left  the  room,  and  presently  returned, 
saying— 

"IVe  been  to  tell  the  ladies  how  you  are,  Latimer. 
They  were  waiting  in  the  next  room.  We  shall  put  off  our 
shopping  expedition  to-day.^' 

Presently  lie  said,  "That  young  lady  is  Bertha  Grant, 
Mrs.  Filmore^s  orphan  niece.  Filmore  has  adopted  her, 
and  she  lives  with  them,  so  you  will  have  her  for  a  neigh- 
bor when  we  go  home — perhaps  for  a  near  relation;  for 
there  is  a  tenderness  between  her  and  Alfred,  I  suspect, 
and  I  should  be  gratified  by  the  match,  since  Filmore 
means  to  provide  for  her  in  every  way  as  if  she  were  his 
daughter.  It  had  not  occurred  to  me  that  you  knew 
notmng  about  her  living  with  the  Filmores.^' 

He  made  no  further  allusion  to  the  fact  of  my  having 
fainted  at  the  moment  of  seeing  her,  and  I  would  not  for 
the  world  have  told  him  the  reason:  I  shrank  from  the 
idea  of  disclosing  to  anyone  what  might  be  regarded  as  a 

Eitiable  peculianty,  most  of  all  from  betraying  it  to  my 
ither,  who  would  have  suspected  my  sanity  ever  after. 
I  do  not  mean  to  dwell  with  particularity  on  the  details 
of  my  experience.    I  have  described  these  two  cases  at 
length;  because  they  had  definite,  clearly  traceable  results 
in  my  after-lot. 

Shortly  after  this  last  occurrence— I  think  the  very  next 
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day — I  began  to  be  awnre  of  a  phase  in  my  abnormal 
sensibility,  to  which,  from  the  languid  and  slight  nature 
of  my  intercourse  with  others  since  my  illness,  I  had  not 
been  alive  before.  This  was  the  obtrusion  on  my  mind  of 
the  mental  process  going  forward  in  first  one  person,  and 
then  another,  with  whom  I  happened  to  be  in  contact:  the 
vagrant,  frivolous  ideas  and  emotions  of  some  uninteresting 
acquaintance — Mrs.  Filmore,  for  example — would  force 
themselves  on  mj  consciousness  like  an  importunate,  ill- 
played  musical  instrument,  or  the  loud  activity  of  an 
imprisoned  insect.  But  this  unpleasant  sensibility  was  fit- 
ful, and  left  me  moments  of  rest,  when  the  souls  of  my  com- 
panions were  once  more  shut  out  from  me,  and  I  felt  a  relief 
such  as  silence  brings  to  wearied  nerves.  I  might  have 
believed  this  importunate  insight  to  be  merely  a  diseased 
activity  of  the  imagination,  but  that  my  prevision  of  incal- 
culable words  and  actions  proved  it  to  have  a  fixed  relation 
to  the  mental  process  in  other  minds.  But  this  superadded 
consciousness,  wearying  and  annoying  enough  when  it  urged 
on  me  the  trivial  experience  of  indifferent  people  became 
an  intense  pain  and  grief  when  it  seemed  to  be  opening  to 
me  the  souls  of  those  who  were  in  a  close  relation  to  me — 
when  the  rational  talk,  the  graceful  attentions,  the  wittily- 
turned  phrases,  and  the  kindly  deeds,  which  used  to  make 
the  web  of  their  characters,  were  seen  as  if  thrust  asui^der 
hj  a  microscopic  vision,  that  showed  all  the  intermediate 
frivolities,  all  the  suppressed  egoism,  all  the  struggling 
chaos  of  puerilities,  meanness,  vague  capricious  memories, 
and  indolent  make-shift  thoughts,  from  which  human 
words  and  deeds  emerge  like  leaflets  covering  a  fermenting 
heap. 

At  Basle  we  were  joined  by  my  brother  Alfred,  now  a 
handsome  self-confident  man  of  six-and-twenty — a  thor- 
ough contrast  to  my  fragile,  nervous,  ineffectual  self.  I 
believe  I  was  held  to  have  a  sort  of  half -womanish,  half- 
ghostly  beauty;  for  the  portrait-painters,  who  are  thick  as 
weeds  at  Geneva,  had  often  asked  me  to  sit  to  them,  and  I 
had  been  the  model  of  a  dying  minstrel  in  a  fancy  picture. 
But  I  thoroughly  disliked  my  own  physique,  and  nothing 
but  the  belief  that  it  was  a  condition  of  poetic  genius 
would  have  reconciled  me  to  it.  That  brief  hope  was 
quite  fled,  and  I  saw  in  my  face  now  nothing  but  the 
stamp  of  a  morbid  organization,  framed  for  passive  suffer- 
ing— too  feeble  for  the  sublime  resistance  of  poetic  procluc- 
tiou.     Alfred,  from  whom  I  h^d  been  almost  constantly 


THE  LIFTED  VEIL.  189 

separated,  and  who,  in  his  present  stage  of  character  and 
appearance,  came  before  me  as  a  perfect  stranger,  was  bent 
on  being  extremely  friendly  and  brother-like  to  me.  He 
had  the  superficial  kindness  of  a  good-humored,  self- 
satisfied  nature,  that  fears  no  rivalry,  and  has  encountered 
no  contrarieties.  I  am  not  sure  that  my  disposition  was 
good  enough  for  me  to  have  been  quite  free  from  envy 
toward  him,  even  if  our  desires  had  not  clashed,*  and  if  I 
had  been  in  the  healthy  human  condition  which  admits  of. 
generous  confidence  and  charitable  construction.  There 
must  always  have  been  an  antipathy  between  our  natures. 
As  it  was,  he  became  in  a  few  weeks  an  object  of  intense 
hatred  to  me;  and  when  he  entered  the  room,  still  more 
when  he  spoke,  it  was  as  if  a  sensation  of  grating  metal 
had  set  my  teeth  on  edge.  My  diseased  consciousness  was 
more  intensely  and  continually  occupied  with  his  thoughts 
and  emotions  than  with  those  of  any  other  person  who 
came  in  my  way. "  I  was  perpetually  exasperated  with  the 
petty  promptings  of  his  conceit  and  his  love  of  patronage, 
with  nis  self-complacent  belief  in  Bertha  Grants  passion 
for  him,  with  his  half-pitying  contempt  for  me — seen  not 
in  the  ordinary  indications  of  intonation  and  phrase  and 
slight  action,  w^hich  an  acute  and  suspicious  mind  is  on  the 
watch  for,  but  in  all  their  naked  skinless  complication. 

For  we  were  rivals,  and  our  desires  clashed,  though 
he  was  not  aware  of  it.  I  hate  said  nothing  yet  of  the 
effect  Bertha  Grant  produced  in  me  on  a  nearer  acquaint- 
ance. That  effect  was  chiefly  determined  by  the  fact  that 
she  made  the  only  exception,  among  all  the  human  beings 
about  me,  to  my  unhappy  gift  of  insight.  About  Bertha 
I  was  always  in  a  state  of  uncertainty:  I  could  watch.the 
expression  of  her  face,  and  speculate  on  its  meaning;  I 
could  ask  for  her  opinion  with  the  real  interest  of  igno- 
rance; I  could  listen  for  her  words  and  watch  for  her  smile 
with  hope  and  fear:  she  had  for  me  the  fascination  of  an 
unraveled  destiny.  I  sav  it  was  this  fact  that  chiefly 
determined  the  strong  erfect  she  produced  on  me:  for,  in 
the  abstract,  no  womanly  character  could  seem  to  have  less 
affinity  for  that  of  a  shrinking,  romantic,  passionate 
youth  than  Bertha's.  She  was  keen,  sarcastic,  unimagina- 
tive, prematurely  cynical,  remaining  critical  and  unmoved 
in  the  most  impressive  scenes,  inclined  to  dissect  all  my 
favorite  poems,  and  especially  contemptuous  toward  the 
German  'lyrics  which  were  my  pet  literature  at  that  time. 
To  this  moment  I  am  unable  to  define  my  feeling  toward 
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her:  it  was  not  ordinary  boyish  admiration,  for  she  was  the 
very  opposite,  even  to  the  color  of  her  hair,  of  the  ideal 
woman  who  still  remained  to  me  the  type  of  loveliness; 
and  she  was  without  that  enthusiasm  for  the  great  and 
good,  which,  even  at  the  moment  of  her  strongest  domin- 
ion over  me,  I  should  have  declared  to  be  the  highest 
element  of  character.  But  there  is  no  tyranny  more  com- 
plete than  that  which  a  self-centred  negative  nature 
exercises  over  a  morbidly  sensitive  nature  perpetually 
craving  sympathy  and  support.  The  most  independent 
people  feel  the  effect  of  a  man's  silence  in  heightening 
their  value  for  his  opinion — ^feel  an  additional  triumph  in 
conquering  the  reverence  of  a  critic  habitually  captious 
and  satirical:  no  wonder,  then,  that  an  enthusiastic,  self- 
distrusting  youth  should  watch  and  wait  before  the  closed 
secret  of  a  sarcastic  woman's  face,  as  if  it  were  the  shrine 
of  the  doubtfully  benignant  deity  who  ruled  his  destiny. 
For  a  young  enthusiast  is  unable  to  imagine  the  total 
negation  in  another  mind  of  the  emotions  which  are 
stirring  his  own:  they  may  be  feeble,  latent,  inactive,  he 
thinks,  but  they  are  there — they  may  be  called  forth; 
sometimes,  in  moments  of  happy  hallucination,  he  believes 
they  may  be  there  in  all  the  greater  strength  because  he 
sees  no  outward  sign  of  them.  And  this  effect,  as  I  have 
intimated,  was  heightened  to  its  utmost  intensity  in  me, 
because  Bertha  was  the  only  being  who  remained  for  me 
in  the  mysterious  seclusion  of  soul  that  renders  such 
youthful  delusion  possible.  Doubtless  there  was  another 
sort  of  fascination  at  work — that  subtle  physical  attraction 
which  delights  in  cheating  our  psychological  predictions, 
an^  in  compelling  the  men  who  paint  sylphs  to  fall  in 
love  with  some  bonne  et  brave  femme,  heavy-heeled  and 
freckled. 

Bertha's  behavior  toward  me  was  such  as  to  encourage 
all  my  illusions,  to  heighten  my  boyish  passion,  and  make 
me  more  and  more  dependent  on  her  smiles.  Looking  back 
with  my  present  wretched  knowledge,  I  conclude  that  her 
vanity  and  love  of  power  were  intensely  gratified  by  the 
belief  that  I  had  fainted  on  first  seeing  her  purely  from  the 
strong  impression  her  person  had  produced  on  me.  The 
most  prosaic  woman  likes  to  believe  herself  the  object  of  a 
violent,  a  poetic  passion;  and  without  a  grain  of  romance 
in  her.  Bertha  nad  that  spirit  of  intrigue  which  gave 
piquancy  to  the  idea  that  the  brother  of  the  man  she 
meant  to  marry  was  dying  with  love  and  jealousy  for  her 
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sake.  That  she  meant  to  marry  my  brother,  was  what  at 
that  time  I  did  not  believe;  for  though  he  was  assiduous 
in  his  attentions  to  her,  and  I  knew  well  enough  that  both 
he  and  my  father  had  made  up  their  minds  to  this  result, 
there  was  not  yet  an  understood  engagement — there  had 
been  no  explicit  declaration;  and  Bertha  habitually,  while 
she  flirted  with  my  brother,  and  accepted  his  homage  in  a 
way  that  implied  to  him  a  thorough  recognition  of  its 
intention,  made  me  believe,  by  the  subtlest  looks  and 
phrases — feminine  nothings  which  could  never  be  quoted 
against  her — that  he  was  really  the  object  of  her  secret  ridi- 
cule; that  she  thought  him,  as  I  did,  a  coxcomb,  whom 
she  would  have  pleasure  in  disappointing.  Me  she  openly 
petted  in  my  brother^s  presence,  as  if  I  were  too  young 
and  sickly  ever  to  be  thought  of  as  a  lover;  and  that  was 
the  view  ne  took  of  me*  ^ut  I  believe  she  must  inwardly 
have  delighted  in  the  tremors  into  which  she  threw  me  by 
the  coaxing  way  in  which  she  patted  my  curls,  while  she 
laughed  at  my  quotations.  Such  caresses  were  always 
given  in  the  presence  of  our  friends;  for  when  we  were 
alone  together  she  affected  a  much  greater  di^ance  toward 
me,  and  now  and  then  took  the  opportunity,  by  words  or 
slight  actions,  to  stimulate  mv  foolish  timid  hope  that  she 
re^ly  preferred  me.  And  wny  should  she  not  follow  her 
inclination?  I  was  not  in  so  advantageous  a  position  as 
my  brother,  but  I  had  fortune,  I  was  not  a  year  younger 
than  she  was,  and  she  was  an  heiress,  who  would  soon  be 
of  age  to  decide  for  herself. 

The  fluctuations  of  hope  and  fear,  confined  to  this  one 
channel,  made  each  day  m  her  presence  a  delicious  tor- 
ment. There  was  one  deliberate  act  of  hers  which  espe- 
cially helped  to  intoxicate  me.  When  we  were  at  Vienna 
her  twentieth  birthday  occurred,  and  as  she  was  very  fond 
of  ornaments,  we  all  took  the  opportunity  of  the  spleiidid 

i'ewelers^  shops  in  that  Teutonic  Paris  to  purchase  her  a 
di-thday  present  of  jewelry.  Mine,  naturally,  was  the 
least  expensive;  it  was  an  opal  ring — the  opal  was  my 
favorite  stone,  because  it  seemed  to  blush  and  turn  pale  as 
if  it  had  a  soul.  I  told  Bertha  so  when  I  gave  it  her,  and 
said  that  it  was  an  emblem  of  the  poetic  nature,  changing 
with  the  changing  light  of  heaven  and  of  woman's 
eyes.  In  the  evening  she  appeared  elegantly  dressed,  and 
wearing  Conspicuously  all  the  birthday  pr«*ents  except 
mine.  I  looked  eagerly  at  her  fingers,  but  saw  no  opal.  I 
had  no  opportunity  of  noticing  this  to  her  during  the 
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evening;  but  the  next  day,  when  I  found  her  seated  near 
the  window  alone,  after  breakfast,  I  said,  '^  You  scorn  to 
wear  my  poor  opal.  I  should  have  remembered  that  you 
despised  poetic  natures,  and  should  have  given  you  coral 
or  turquoise,  or  some  other  opaque  unresponsive  stone." 
''Do  I  despise  it?"  she  answered, 'taking  hold  of  a  delicate 
gold  chain  which  she  always  wore  round  her  neck  and 
-drawing  out  the  end  from  her  bosom  with  my  ring  hang- 
ing to  it;  ''it  hurts  me  a  little,  I  can  tell  you,"  she  said, 
with  her  usual  dubious  smile,  "to  wear  it  in  that  secret 
place;  and  since  your  poetical  nature  is  so  stupid  as  to  pre- 
fer a  more  public  position,  I  shall  not  endure  the  pain  any 
longer." 

•  She  took  off  the  ring  from  the  chain  and  put  it  on  her 
finger,  smiling  still,  while  the  blood  rushed  to  my  cheeks*, 
and  I  could  not  trust  myself  to  say  a  word  of  entreaty  that 
she  would  keep  the  ring  where  it  was  before. 

I  was  completely  fooled  by  this,  and  for  two  days  shut 
myself  up  in  my  room  whenever  Bertha  was  absent,  that  I 
might  intoxicate  myself  afresh  with  the  thought  of  this 
scene  and  ail  it  implied. 

I  should  mention  that  during  these  two  months — which 
seemed  a  long  life  to  me  from  the  novelty  and  intensity  of 
the  pleasures  and  pains  I  underwent — my  diseased  partici- 
pation in  other  people^s  consciousness  continued  to  torment 
me;  now  it  was  my  father,  and  now  my  brother,  now  Mrs. 
Filmore  or  her  husband,  and  now  our  German  courier, 
whose  stream  of  thought  rushed  upon  me  like  a  ringing 
in  the  ears  not  to  be  got  rid  of,  though  it  allowed  my  own 
impulses  and  ideas  to  continue  their  uninterrupted  course. 
It  was  like  a  preternaturaily  heightened  sense  of  hearing, 
making  audible  to  one  a  roar  of  sound  where  others  find 
perfect  stillness.  The  weariness  and  disgust  of  this  invol- 
untary intrusion  into  other  souls  was  counteracted  only  by 
my  ignorance  of  Bertha,  and  my  growing  passion  for  her; 
a  passion  enormously  stimulated,  if  not  produced,  by  that 
ignorance.  She  was  my  oasis  of  mystery  in  the  dreary 
desert  of  knowledge.  I  had  never  allowed  my  diseased 
condition  to  betray  itself,  or  to  drive  me  into  any  unusual 
speech  or  action,  except  once,  when,  in  a  moment  of  pecul- 
iar bitterness  against  my  brother,.  I  had  forestalled  some 
words  which  I  knew  he  was  going  to  utter — a,  clever  obser- 
vation, which  he  had  prepared  beforehand.  HS  had  occa- 
sionally a  slightly-affected  hesitation  in  his  speech,  and 
when  lie  paused  an  instant  after  the  second  word,  my 
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impatience  and  jealousy  impelled  me  to  continue  the 
speech  for  him,  as  if  it  were  something  we  had  both  learned 
by  rote.  He  colored  and  looked  astonished,  as  well  as 
annoyed;  and  the  words  had  no  sooner  escaped  my  lips 
than  I  felt  a  shock  of  alarm  lest  such  an  anticipation  of 
words  —  very  far  from  being  words  of  course,  easy  to 
divine — should  have  betrayed  me  as  an  exceptional  being, 
a  sort  of  quiet  energumen,  whom  every  one.  Bertha,  above 
all,  would  shudder  at  and  avoid.  ,  But  I  magnified,  as 
usual,  the  impression  any  word  or  deed  of  mine  could  plro- 
duce  on  others;  for  no  one  gave  any  sign  of  having  noticed 
my  interruption  as  more  than  a  rudeness,  to  be  forgiven 
me  on  the  score  of  my  feeble  nervous  coudition. 

While  this  superadded  consciousness  of  the  actual  was 
almost  constant  with  me,  I  had  never  had  a  recurrence 
of  that  distinct  prevision  which  I  have  described  in  rela- 
tion to  my  first  interview  with  Bertha;  and  I  was  waiting 
with  eager  curiosity  to  know  whether  or  not  my  vision  of 
Prague  would  prove  to  have  been  an  instance  of  the  same 
kind.  A  few  days  after  the  incident  of  the  opal  ring,  we 
were  paying  one  of  our  frequent  visits  to  the  Lichtenberg 
Palace.  I  could  never  look  at  many  pictures  in  succession; 
for  pictures,  when  they  are  at  all  powerful,  afl^ect  me  so 
strongly  that  one  or  two  exhaust  all  my  capability  of  con- 
templation. This  morning  I  had  been  looking  at  Gior- 
gione's  picture  of  the.  cruel-eyed  womstti,  said  to  be  a 
likeness  of  Lucrezia  Borgia.  I  had  stood  long  alone 
before  it,  fascinated  by  the  terrible  reality  of  that  cun- 
ning, relentless  face,  till  I  felt  a  strange  poisoned  sensation, 
as  if  I  had  long  been  inhaling  a  fatal  odor,  and  was  just 
beginning  to  be  conscious  of  its  effects.  Perhaps  even 
then  I  should  not  have  moved  away,  if  the  rest  of  the 
party  had  not  returned  to  this  room,  and  announced  that 
they  were  going  to  the  Belvedere  Gallery  to  settle  a  bet 
which  had  arisen  between  my  brother  and  Mr.  Filmore 
about  a  portrait.  I  followed  them  dreamily,  and  was 
hardly  alive  to  what  occurred  till  they  had  all  gone  up  to 
the  gallery,  leaving  me  below;  for  I  refused  to  come 
within  signt  of  another  picture  that  day.  I  made  my  way 
to  the  Grand  Terrace,  since  it  was  agreed  that  we  should 
saunter  in  the  gardens  when  the  dispute  had  been  decided. 
I  had  been  sitting  here  a  short  space,  vaguely  conscious  of 
trim  gardens,  with  a  city  and  gjreen  hills  in  the  distance, 
when,  wishing  to  avoid  the  proximity  of  the  sentinel,  I  rose 
and  walked  down  the  broad  stone  steps,  intending  to  seat 
13 
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myself  farther  on  in  the  gardens.  Just  as  I  reached  the 
gravel  walk,  I  felt  an  arm  slipped  within  mine,  and  a  light 
h^nd  gently  pressing  my  wrist.  In  the  same  instant  a 
strange  intoxicating  numbness  passed  over  me,  like  the 
continuance  or  climax  of  the  sensation  I  was  still  feeling 
from  the  gaze  of  Lucrezia  Borgia.  The  gardens,  the  sum- 
mer sky,  the  consciousness  of  Bertha's  arm  bein^  within 
mine,  all  vanished,  and  I  seemed  to  be  suddenly  in  dark- 
ness, out  of  which  there  gradually  broke  a  dim  -firelight, 
and  I  felt  myself  sitting  in  my  father's  leather  chair  in  the 
library  at  home.  I  knew  the  fireplace — the  dogs  for  the. 
wood-fire — ^the  black  marble  chimney-piece  with  the  white 
marble  medallion  of  the  dying  Cleopatra  in  the  centre. 
Intense  and  hopeless  misery  was  pressing  on  my  soul;  the 
light  became  stronger,  for  Bertha  was  entering  with  a  can- 
dle in  her  hand — Bertha,  my  wife — with  cruel  eyes,  with 
green  jewels  and  green  leaves  on  her  white  ball-dress; 
every  hateful  thought  within  her  present  to  me ^^  Mad- 
man, idiot!  why  don't  you  kill  yourself,  then?"  It  was  a 
moment  of  hell.  I  saw  into  her  pitiless  soul — saw  its  bar- 
ren worldliness,  its  scorching  hate— and  felt  it  clothe  me 
round  like  an  air  I  was  obliged  to  breathe.  She  came 
with  her  candle  and  stood  over  me  with  a  bitter  smile  of 
contempt;  I  saw  the  ^reat  emerald  brooch  on  her  bosom, 
a  studded  serpent  with  diamond  eyes.  I  shuddered — I 
despised  this  woman  with  the  barren  soul  and  mean 
thoughts;  but  I  felt  helpless  before  her,  as  if  she  clutched 
mv  bleeding  heart,  and  would  clutch  it  till  the  last  drop  of 
life-blood  ebbed  away.  She  was  my  wife,  and  we  hated 
each  other.  Gradually  the  hearth,  the  dim  library,  the 
candle-light  disappeared — seemed  to  melt  away  into  a 
background  of  light,  the  green  serpent  with  the  diamond 
eyes  remaining  a  dark  image  on  the  retina.  Then  I  had  a 
sense  of  my  eyelids  quivering,  and  the  living  daylight 
broke  in  upon  me;  I  saw  gardens,  and  heard  voices;  I  was 
seated  on  the  steps  of  the  Belvedere  Terrace,  and  my 
friends  were  round  me. 

The  tumult  of  mind  into  which  I  was  thrown  by  this 
hideous  vision  made  me  ill  for  several  days,  and  prolonged 
our  stay  at  Vienna.  I  shuddered  with  horror  a-s  the  scene 
recurred  to  me;  and  it  recurred  constantly,  with  all  its 
minutiaB,  as  if  they  had  been  burned  into  my  memory;  and 
yet,  such  is  the  madness  of  the  human  heart  under  the 
influence  of  its  immediate  desires,  I  felt  a  wild  hell-brav- 
ing joy  that  Bertha  was  to  be  mine;  for  the  fulfillment  of 
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my  former  prevision  concerning  her  first  appearance  before 
me,  left  me  little  hope  that  this  last  hideous  glimpse  of  the 
future  was  the  mere  diseased  play  of  my  own  mind,  and 
had  no  relation  to  external  realities.  One  thing  alone  I 
looked  toward  as  a  possible  means  of  casting  doubt  on  my 
terrible  conviction — the  discovery  that  my  vision  of  Prague 
had  been  false — and  Prague  was  the  next  city  on  our  route. 

Meanwhile,  I  was  no  sooner  in  Bertha's  society  again, 
than  I  was  as  completely  under  her  sway  as  before.  What 
if  I  saw  into  the  neart  of  Bertha,  the  matured  woman — 
Bertha,  my  wife?  Bertha,  the  girl,  was  a  fascinating 
secret  to  me  still:  I  trembled  under  her  touch;  I  felt  the 
witchery  of  her  presence;  I  yearned  to  be  assured  of  her 
love.  The  fear  of  poison  is  feeble  against  the  sense  of 
thirst.  Nay,  I  was  just  as  jealous  of  my  brother  as  before — 
just  as  much  irritated  by  his  small  patronizing  ways;  for 
my  pride,  my  diseased  sensibility,  were  there  as  they  had 
always  been,  and  winced  as  inevitably  under  every  offense 
as  my  eye  winced  from  an  intruding  mote.  The  future, 
even  when  brought  within  the  compass  of  feeling  by  a 
vision  that  made  me  shudder,  had  still  no  more  than  the 
force  of  an  idea,  compared  with  the  force  of  present  emo- 
tion— of  my  love  for  Bertha,  of  my  dislike  and  jealousy 
toward  my  brother. 

It  is  an  old  story,  that  men  sell  themselves  to  the 
tempter,  and  sign  a  bond  with  their  blood,  because  it  is 
only  to  take  effect  at  a  distant  day;  then  rush  on  to  snatch 
the  cup  their  souls  thirst  after  with  an  impulse  not  the  less 
savage  becaulse  there  is  a  dark  shadow  beside  them  forever- 
more.  There  is  no  short  cut,  no  patent  tram-road,  to  wis- 
dom: after  all  the  centuries  of  invention,  the  souFs -path 
lies  through  the  thorny  wilderness  which  must  be  still 
trodden  in  solitude,  with  bleeding  feet,  with  sobs  for  help, 
as  it  was  trodden  by  them  of  old  time. 

My  mind  speculated  eagerly  on  the  means  by  which  I 
should  become  my  brother's  successful  rival,  for  I  was  still 
too  timid,  in  my  ignorance  of  Bertha's  actual  feeling,  to 
venture  on  any^step  that  would  urge  from  her  an  avowal  of 
it.  I  thought  I  should  gain  confidence  even  for  this,  if  my 
vision  of  Prague  proved  to  have  been  veracious;  and 
yet,  the  horror  of  that  certitude!  Behind  the  slim 
^rl  Bertha,  whose  words  and  looks  I  watched  for, 
whose  touch  was  bliss,  there  stood  continually  that 
Bertha  with  the  fuller  form,  the  harder  eyes,  the 
more  rigid  mouth,  —  with  the  barren  selfish  soul  laid 
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bare;  no  longer  a  fascinating  secret,  but  a  measured  fact, 
urging  itseM  perpetually  on  rny  unwilling  siffht.  Are  you 
unable  to  give  me  your  sympathy — ^you  who  read  this? 
Are  you  unable  to  imagine  this  double  consciousness  at 
work  within  me,  flowing  on  like  two  parallel  streams  which 
never  mingle  their  waters  and  blend  into  a  common  hue? 
Yet  you  must  have  known  something  of  the  presentiments 
that  spring  from  an  insight  at  war  with  passion;  and  my 
visions  were  only  like  presentiments  intensified  to  horror. 
You  have  known  the  powerlessness  of  ideas  before  the 
might  of  impulse;  and  my  visions,  when  once  they  had 
passed  into  memory,  were  mere  ideas — ^pale  shadows  that 
beckoned  in  vain,  while  my  hand  was  grasped  by  the 
living  and  the  loved. 

In  after-days  I  thought  with  bitter  regret  that  if  I  had 
foreseen  something  more  or  something  different — if  instead 
of  that  hideous  vision  which  poisoned  the  passion  it  could 
not  destroy,  or  if  even  along  with  it  I  could  have  had  a 
foreshadowing  of  that  moment  when  I  looked  on^my 
brother's  face  for  the  last  time,  some  softening  influence 
would  have  been  shed  over  my  feeling  toward  him :  pride 
and  hatred  would  surely  have  been  subdued  into  pity,  and 
the  record  of  those  hidden  sins  would  have  been  shortened. 
But  this  is  one  of  the  vain  thoughts  with  which  we  men 
flatter  ourselves.  We  try  to  believe  that  the  egoism  within 
ns  would  have  easily  been  melted,  and  that  it  was  only  the 
narrowness  of  our  knowledge  which  hemmed  in  our  gen- 
erosity, our  awe,  our  human  piety,  and  hindered  thena 
from  submerging  our  hard  indifference  to  the  sensations 
and  emotions  of  our  fellow.  Our  tenderness  and  self- 
renunciation  seem  strong  when  our  egoism  has  had  its 
day — when,  after  our  mean  striving  for  a  triumph  that  is 
to  be  another's  loss,  the  triumph  comes  suddenly,  and  we 
shudder  at  it,  because  it  is  held  out  by  the  chill  hand 
of  death. 

Our  arrival  in  Prague  happened  at  night,  and  I  was  glad 
of  this,  for  it  seemed  like  a  deferring  of  a  terribly  decisive 
moment,  to  be  in  the  city  for  hours  without  seeing  it.  As 
we  were  not  to  remain  long  in  Prague,  but  to  go  on  speed- 
ily to  Dresden,  it  was  proposed  that  we  should  drive  out 
the  next  morning  and  take  a  general  view  of  the  place,  as 
well  as  visit  some  of  its  specially  interesting  spots,  before 
the  heat  became  oppressive — for  we  were  in  August,  and 
the  season  was  hot  and  dry.  But  it  happened  that  the 
ladies  were  rather  late  at  their  morning  toilet,  and  to  my 
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father's  politely-repressed  but  perceptible  annoyance,  we 
were  not  in  the  carriage  till  the  morning  was  far  advanced. 
I  thought  with  a  sense  of  relief,  as  we  entered  the  Jews' 
quarter,  where  we  were  to  visit  the  old  synagogue,  that  we 
should  be  kept  in  this  flat;  shut-up  part  of  the  city,  until 
we  should  all  be  too  tired  and  too  warm  to  go  farther,  and 
so  we  should  return  without  seeing  more  than  the  streets 
through  which  we  had  already  passed.  That  would  give 
me  another  day's  suspense — suspense,  the  only  form  in 
which  a  fearful  spirit  knows  the  solace  of  hope.  But,  as  I 
stood  under  the  blackened,  groined  arches  of  that  old  syna- 
gogue, made  dimly  visible  by  the  seven  thin  candles  in  the 
sacred  lamp,  while  our  Jewish  cicerone  reached  down  the 
Book  of  the  Law,  and  read  to  us  in  its  ancient  tongue, — I 
felt  a  shuddering  impression  that  this  strange  building, 
with  its  shrunken  lights,  this  surviving  withered  remnant 
of  mediaeval  Judaism,  was  of  a  piece  with  my  vision. 
Those  darkened  dusty  Christian  samts,  with  their  loftier 
arches  and  their  larger  candles,  needed  the  consolatory 
scorn  with  which  they  might  point  to  a  more  shriveled 
death-in-life  than  their  own. 

As  I  expected,  when  we  left  the  Jews'  quarter  the  elders 
of  our  party  wished  to  return  to  the  hotel.  But  now, 
instead  of  rejoicing  in  this,  as  I  had  done  beforehand,  I 
felt  a  sudden  overpowering  impulse  to  go  on  at  once  to 
the  bridge,  and  put  an  end  to  the  suspense  I  had  been 
wishing  to  protract.  I  declared,  with  unusual  decision, 
that  I  would  get  out  of  the  carriage  and  walk  on  alone; 
they  might  return  without  me.  My  father,  thinking  this 
merely  a  sample  of  my  usual  ^'  poetic  nonsense,"  objected 
that  I  should  only  do  myself  harm  by  walking  in  the  heat; 
but  when  I  persisted,  he  said  angrilv  that  I  might  follow 
my  own  absurd-  devices,  but  that  Schmidt  (our  courier) 
must  go  with  me.  I  assented  to  this,  and  set  off  with 
Schmidt  toward  the  bridge.  I  had  no  sooner  passed  from 
under  the  archway  of  the  grand  old  gate  leading  on  to  the 
bridge  than  a  trembling  seized  me,  and  I  turned  cold 
under  the  midday  sun;  yet  I  went  on;  I  was  in  searcli  of 
something — a  small  detail  which  I  remembered  with  special 
intensity  as  part  of  my  vision.  There  it  was — the  patch 
of  rainbow  liffht  on  the  pavement  transmitted  through  a 
lamp  in  the  shape  of  a  star. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

Before  the  autumn  was  at  an  end,  and  while  the  brown 
leaves  still  stood  thick  on  the  beeches  in  our  park,  my 
brother  and  Bertha  were  engaged  to  each  other,  and  it 
was  understood  that  their  marriage  was  to  take  place  early 
in  the  next  spring.  In  spite  of  the  certainty  I  had  felt 
from  that  moment  on  the  bridge  at  Prague,  that  Bertha 
would  one  day  be  my  wife,  my  constitutional  timidity  and 
distrust  had  continued  to  benumb  me,  and  the  words  in 
wiich  I  had  sometimes  premeditated  a  confession  of  my 
love  had  died  away  unuttered.  The  same  conflict  had 
gone  on  within  me  as  before — the  longing  for  an  assurance 
of  love  from  Bertha^s  lips,  the  dread  lest  a  word  of  con- 
tempt and  denial  should  fall  upon  me  like  a  corrosive  acid. 
What  was  the  conviction  of  a  distant  necessity  to  me?  I 
trembled  under  a  present  glance,  I  hungered  after  a  present 
joy,  I  was  clogged  and  chilled  by  a  present  fear.  And  so 
the  days  passed  on:  I  witnessed  Bertha^s  engagement  and 
heard  her  marriage  discussed  as  if  I  were  under  a  conscious 
nightmare — knowing  it  was  a  dream  that  would  vanish, 
but  feeling  stifled  under  the  grasp  of  hard  -  clutching 
fingers. 

When  I  was  not  in  Bertha's  presence — and  I  was  with 
her  very  often,  for  she  continued  to  treat  me  with  a  play- 
ful patronage  that  wakened  no  jealousy  in  my  brother — I 
spent  my  time  chiefly  in  wandering,  in  strolling,  or  taking 
long  rides  while  the  daylight  lasted,  and  then  shutting 
myself  up  with  my  unread  books;  for  books  had  lost  the 
power  of  chaining  my  attention.  My  self-consciousness 
was  heightened  to  that  pitch  of  intensity  in  which  our  own 
emotions  take  the  form  of  a  drama  which  urges  itself 
imperatively  on  our  contemplation,  and  we  begin  to  weep, 
less  under  the  sense  of  our  suffering  than  at  the  thought 
of  it.  I  felt  a  sort  of  pitying  anguish  over  the  pathos  of 
my  own  lot:  the  lot  of  a  being  finely  organized  for  pain, 
but  with  hardly  any  fibers  that  responded  to  pleasure — ^to 
whom  the  idea  of  future  evil  robbed  the  present  of  its  joy, 
and  for  whom  the  idea  of  future  good  did  not  still  the 
uneasiness  of  a  present  yearning  or  a  present  dread.  I 
went  dumbly  through  that  stage  of  the  poet's  suffering,  in 
which  he  feels  the  delicious  pang  of  utterance,  and  makes 
an  image  of  hid  sorrows. 
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I  was  left  entirely  without  remonstrance  concerning  this 
dreamy  wayward  life:  I  knew  my  father's  thought  about 
me:  "That  lad  will  ne^er  be  good  for  anything  in  life:  he 
may  waste  his  years  in  an  insignificant  way  on  the  income 
that  falls  to  him:  I  shall  not  trouble  myself  about  a  career 
for  him." 

One  mild  morning  in  the  beginning  of  November,  it 
happened  that  I  was  standing  outside  the  portico  patting 
lazy  old  Caesar,  a  Newfoundland  almost  blind  with  age,  the 
only  dog  that  ever  took  any  notice  of  me — for  the  very 
dogs  shunned  me,  and  fawned  on  the  happier  people  about 
me — when  the  groom  brought  up  my  brother's  horse  which 
was  to  carry  him  to  the  hunt,  and  my  brother  himself 
appeared  at  the  door,  florid,  broad-chested,  and  self-com- 
placent, feeling  what  a  good-natured  fellow  he  was  not  to 
behave  insolently  to  us  all  on  the  strength  of  his  great 


Latimer,  old  boy,''  he  said  to  me  in  a  tone  of  compas- 
sionate cordiality,  "  what  a  pity  it  is  you  don't  have  a  run 
with  the  hounds  now  and  then!  The  finest  thing  in  the 
world  for  low  spirits!" 

"Low  spirits!"  I  thought  bitterly,  as  he  rode  away; 
^*that  is  the  sort  of  phrase  with  which  coarse,  narrow 
natures  like  yours  think  to  describe  experience  of  which 
you  can  know  no  more  than  your  horse  knows.  It  is  to 
such  as  you  that  the  good  of  this  world  falls:  ready  dull- 
Qgss,  healthy  selfishness,  good-tempered  conceit — these  are 
We  keys  to  happiness." 

The  quick  thought  came  that  my  selfishness  was  even 
stronger  than  his — it  was  only  a  suffering  selfishness  instead 
of  an  enjoying  one.  But  then,  again,  my  exasperating 
insight  into  Alfred's  self-complacent  soul,  his  freedom 
from  all  the  doubts  and  fears,  the  unsatisfied  yearnings, 
the  exquisite  tortures  of  sensitiveness,  that  had  made  the 
web  of  my  life,  seemed  to  absolve  me  from  all  bonds  toward 
him.  This  man  needed  no  pity,  no  love;  those  fine  influ- 
ences would  have  been  as  little  felt  by  him  as  the  delicate 
white  mist  is  felt  by  the  rock  it  caresses.  There  was  no 
evil  in  store  for  Mm :  if  he  was  not  to  marry  Bertha,  it 
would  be  because  he  had  found  a  lot  pleasanter  to  himself. 

Mr.  Filmore's  house  lay  not  more  than  half  a  mile 
beyond  our  own  gates,  and  whenever  I  knew  my  brother 
was  gone  in  another  direction,  I  went  there  for  the  chance 
of  finding  Bertha  at  home.  Later  on  in  the  day  I  walked 
thither.    By  a  rare  accident  she  was  alone,  and  we  walked 
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out  in  the  grounds  together,  for  she  seldom  went  on  fqot 
beyond  the  trimly-swept  gravel-walks.  I  remember  what 
a  beautiful  sylph  she  looked  to  me  as  the  low  Novem- 
ber sun  shone  on  her  blonde  hair,  and  she  tripped  along 
teasing  me  with  her  usual  light  banter,  to  which  1  listened 
half  fondly,  half  moodily;  it  was  all  the  sign  Bertha's 
mysterious  inner  self  ever  made  to  me.  To-day  perhaps 
the  moodiness  predominated,  for  I  had  not  yet  shaken  off 
the  access  of  jealous  hate  which  my  brother  had  raised  in 
me  by  his  parting  patronage.  Suddenly  I  interrupted  and 
startled  her  by  saying,  almost  fiercely,  "Bertha,  now  can 
you  love  Alfred?" 

She  looked  at  me  with  surprise  for  a  moment,  but  soon 
her  light  smile  came  again,  and  she  answered  sarcastically, 
"Why  do  you  suppose  I  love  him?^' 

"How  can  you  ask  that.  Bertha?^' 

"What!  your  wisdom  thinks  I  must  love  the  man  Fm 

foing  to  marry?  The  most  unpleasant  thing  in  the  world, 
should  quarrel  with  him;  I  should  be  jealous  of  him;  our 
menage  would  be  conducted  in  a  very  ill-bred  manner.  A 
little  quiet  contempt  contributes  greatly  to  the  elegance  of 
life." 

"Bertha,  that  is  not  your  real  feeling.  Why  do  you 
delight  in  trying  to  deceive  me  by  inventmg  such  cynical 
speeches?" 

"I  need  never  take  the  trouble  of  invention  in  order  to 
deceive  you,  my  small  Tasso" — (that  was  the  mockii 
name  she  usually  gave  me).    "  The  easiest  way  to  deceive 
poet  is  to  tell  him  the  truth.  *' 

She  was  testing  the  validity  of  her  epigram  in  a  daring 
way,  and  for  a  moment  the  shadow  of  my  vision — the 
Bertha  whose  soul  was  no  secret  to  me — ^passed  between 
me  and  the  radiant  girl,  the  playful  sylph  whose  feelings 
were  a  fascinating  mystery.  I  suppose  I  must  have  shud- 
dered, or  betrayed  in  some  other  way  my  momentary  chill 
of  horror. 

"Tasso!"  she  said,  seizing  my  wrist,  and  peeping  round 
into  my  face,  "  are  you  really  beginning  to  discern  what  a 
heartless  girl  I  am  ?  Why,  you  are  not  half  the  poet  I 
thought  you  were;  you  are  actually  capable  of  believing 
the  truth  about  me. 

The  shadow  passed  from  between  us,  and  was  no  longer 
the  object  nearest  to  me.  The  girl  whose  light  fingers 
grasped  me,  whose  elfish,  charming  face  looked  into  mine — 
who,  I  thought,  was  betraying  an  interest  in  my  feelings 
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that  she  would  not .  have  directly  avowed, — this  warm- 
breathing  presence  again  possessed  my  senses  and  imagina- 
tion like  a  returning  syren  melody  which  had  been  over- 
powered for  an  instant  by  the  roar  of  threatening  waves. 
It  was  a  moment  as  delicious  to  me  as  the  waking  up  to  a 
consciousness  of  youth  aftei^a  dream  of  middle  age.  I 
forgot  everything  but  my  passion,  and  said  with  swimming 
eyes — 

"Bertha,  shall  you  love  me  when  we  are  first  married? 
I  wouldn^t  mind  if  you  really  loved  me  only  for  a  little 
while." 

Her  look  of  astonishment,  as  she  loosed  my  hand  and 
started  away  from  me  recalled  me  to  a  sense  of  my  strange, 
my  criminal  indiscretion. 

"Forgive  me,"  I  said,  hurriedly,  as  soon  as  I  could 
speak  again;  "I  did  not  know  what  I  was  saying." 

"Ah,  Tasso's  mad  fit  has  come  on,  I  see,"  she  answered, 
quietly,  for  she  had  recovered  herself  sooner  than  I  had. 
"Let  him  go  home  and  keep  his  head  cool.  I  must  go  in, 
for  the  sun  is  setting." 

I  left  her — ^full  of  indignation  against  myself.  I  had  let 
slip  words,  which,  if  she  reflected  on  them,  tnight  rouse 
in  her  a  suspicion  of  my  abnormal  mental  condition — ^a 
suspicion  which  of  all  things  I  dreaded.  And  besides 
that,  I  was  ashamed  of  the  apparent  baseness  I  liad  com- 
mitted in  uttering  them  to  my  brother^s  betrothed  wife. 
I  wandered  home  slowly,  entering  our  park  through  a 
private  gate  instead  of  by  the  lodges.  As  I  approached 
the  house,  I  saw  a  man  dashing  off  at  full  speed  from  the 
stable-yard  across  the  park.  Had  any  accident  happened 
at  home?  No;  perhaps  it  was  only  one  of  my  father^  per- 
emptory business  errands  that  required  this  headlong 
haste.  Nevertheless  I  quickened  my  pace  without  any 
distinct  motive,  and  was  soon  at  the  house.  I  will  not 
dwell  on  the  scene  I  found  there.  My  brother  was  dead — 
had  been  pitched  from  his  horse,  and  killed  on  the  spot  by 
a  concussion  of  the  brain. 

I  went  up  to  the  room  where  he  lay,  and  where  my 
father  was  seated  beside  him  with  a  look  of  rigid  despair* 
I  had  shunned  my  father  more  than  any  one  since  our 
return  home,  for  the  radical  antipathy  between  our  natures 
made  my  insight  into  his  inner  self  a  constant  affliction  to 
me.  But  now,  as  I  went  up  to  him,  and  stood  beside  him 
in  sad  silence,  I  felt  the  presence  of  a  new  element  that 
blended  us  as  we  had  never  been  blent  before.     My  father 
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had  been  one  of  the  most  successful  men  in  the  money- 
getting  world,  he  had  had  no  sentimental  sufferings,  no  ill- 
ness. The  heaviest  trouble  that  had  befallen  him  was  the 
death  of  his  first  wife.  But  he  married  my  mother  soon 
after  and  I  remember  he  seemed  exactly  the  same,  to  my 
keen  childish  observation,  the  week  after  her  death  as 
before.  But  now,  at  last,  a  sorrow  had  come — the  sorrow 
of  old  age,  which  suffers  the  more  from  the  crushing  of  its 
pride  and  its  hopes,  in  proportion  as  the  pride  and  hope 
are  narrow  and  prosaic.  His  son  was  to  have  been  mar- 
ried soon — would  probably  have  stood  for  the  borough  at 
the  next  election.  That  son^s  existence  was  the  best 
motive  that  could  be  alleged  for  makmg  new  purchases  of 
land  every  year  to  round  off  the  estate.  It  is  a  dreary 
thing  to  live  on  doing  the  same  things  year  after  year, 
without  knowing  whv  we  do  them.  Perhaps  the  tragedy 
of  disappointed  youth  and  passion  is  less  piteous  than  the 
tragedy  of  disappointed  age  and  worldliness. 

As  I  saw  into  the  desolation  of  my  father's  heart,  I  felt 
a  movement  of  deep  pity  toward  him,  which  was  the 
beginning  of  a  new  affection  —  an  affection  that  grew  and 
strengthened  in  spite  of  the  strange  bitterness  with  which 
he  regarded  me  in  the  first  month  or  two  after  my  brother's 
death.  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  softening  influence  of 
my  compassion  for  him — the  first  deep  compassion  I  had 
ever  felt — I  should  have  been  stung  by  the  perception  that 
my  father  transferred  the  inheritance  of  an  eldest  son  to 
me  with  a  mortified  sense  that  fate  had  compelled  him  to 
the  unwelcome  course  of  caring  for  me  as  an  important 
being.  It  was  only  in  spite  of  himself  that  he  began  to 
think  of  me  with  anxious  regard.  There  is  hardly  any 
neglected  child  for  whom  death  has  made  vacant  a  more 
favored  place,  who  will  not  understand  what  I  mean. 

Gradually,  however,  my  new  deference  to  his  wishes, 
the  effect  of  that  patience  which  was  born  of  my  pity  for 
him,  won  upon  his  affection,  and  he  began  to  please  him- 
self with  the  endeavor  to  make  me  fill  my  brotner's  place 
as  fully  as  my  feebler  personality  would  admit.  I  saw 
that  the  prospect  which  by-and-by  presented  itself  of  my 
becoming  Bertha^s  husband  was  welcome  to  him,  and  he 
even  contemplated  in  my  case  what  he  had  not  intended 
in  my  brother's — that  his  son  and  daughter-in-law  should 
make  one  household  with  him.  My  softened  feeling 
toward  my  father  made  this  tlie  happiest  time  I  had 
known  since  childhood;  —  these  last  months  in  whJch  I 
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retained  the  delicious  illusion  of  loving  Bertha,  of  longing 
and  doubting  and  hoping  that  she  might  love  me.  She 
bfehaved  witn  a  certain  new  consciousness  and  distance 
toward  me  after  my  brother's  death;  and  I  too  was  under 
a  double  constraint — ^that  of  delicacy  toward  my  brother's 
memory,  and  of  anxiety  as  to  the  impression  my  abrupt 
words  had  left  on  her  mind.  But  the  additional  screen 
this  mutual  reserve  erected  between  us  only  brought  me 
more  completely  under  her  power:  no  matter  how  empty 
the  adytum,  so  that  the  veil  be  thick  enough.  So  absolute 
is  our  soul's  need  of  something  hioden  and  uncertain  for 
the  maintenance  of  that  doubt  and  hope  and  effort  which 
are  the  breath  of  its  life,  that  if  the  whole  future  were 
laid  bare  to  us  beyond  to-day,  the  interest  of  all  mankind 
would  be  bent  on  the  hours  that  lie  between;  we  should 
pant  after  the  uncertainties  of  our  one  morning  and  our 
one  afternoon;  we  should  rush  fiercely  to  the  Exchange 
for  our  last  possibility  of  speculation,  of  success,  of  dis- 
appointment; we  should  have  a  glut  of  political  prophets 
foretelling  a  crisis  or  a  no-crisis  within  the  only  twenty- 
four  hours  left  open  to  prophecy.  Conceive  the  condition 
of  the  human  mind  if  all  propositions  whatsoever  were 
self-evident  except  one,  which  was  to  become  self-evident 
at  the  close  of  a  summer's  day,  but  in  the  meantime  miffht 
be  the  subject  of  question,  of  hypothesis,  of  debate.  Art 
and  philosophy,  literature  and  science,  would  fasten  like 
bees  on  that  one  proposition  which  had  the  honey  of 
probability  in  it,  and  be  the  more  eager  because  their 
enjoyment  would  end  with  sunset.  Our  impulses,  our 
spiritual  activities,  no  more  adjust  themselves  to  the  idea 
of  their  future  nullity,  than  the  beating  of  our  heart,  or 
the  irritability  of  our  muscles. 

Bertha,  the  slim,  fair-haired  girl,  whose  present  thoughts 
and  emotions  were  an  eni^a  to  me  amidst  the  fatiguing 
obviousness  of  the  other  minds  around  me,  was  as  absorbing 
to  me  as  a  single  unknown  to-day — as  a  single  hypothetic 
proposition  to  remain  problematic  till  sunset;  and  all  the 
cramped,  hemmed-in  belief  and  disbelief,  trust  and  dis- 
trust, of  my  nature,  welled  out  in  this  one  narrow  channel. 

And  she  made  me  believe  that  she  loved  me.  Without 
ever  quitting  her  tone  of  badinage  and  playful  superiority, 
she  intoxicated  me  with  the  sense  that  I  was  necessary  to 
her,  that  she  was  never  at  ease  unless  I  was  near  her,  sub- 
mitting to  her  playful  tyranny.  It  costs  a  woman  so  little 
effort  to  besot  us  in  this  way!    A  half -repressed  word,  a 
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moment's  unexpected  silence,  even  an  easy  fit  of  petulance 
on  our  account,  will  serve  us  as  hashish  for  a  long  while. 
Out  of  the  subtlest  web  of  scarcely  perceptible  signs,  she 
set  me  weaving  the  fancy  that  she  had  always  uncon- 
sciously loved  me  better  than  Alfred,  but  that,  with  the 
ignorant  fluttered  sensibility  of  a  young  girl,  she  had  been 
imposed  on  by  the  charm  that  lay  for  her  in  the  distinc- 
tion of  being  admired  and  chosen  by  a  man  who  made  so 
brilliant  a  figure  in  the  world  as  my  brother.  She  satirized 
herself  in  a  very  grace:5til  way  for  her  vanity  and  ambition. 
What  was  it  to  me  that  I  had  the  light  of  my  wretched 
prevision  on  the  fact  that  now  it  was  I  who  possessed  at 
least  all  but  the  personal  part  of  my  brother's  advantages? 
Our  sweet  illusions  are  half  of  them  conscious  illusions, 
like  effects  of  color  that  we  know  to  be  made  up  of  tinsel, 
broken  glass,  and  rags. 

We  were  married  eighteen  months  after  Alfred's  death, 
one  cold,  clear  morning  in  April,  when  there  came  hail 
and  sunshine  both  together;  and  Bertha,  in  her  white  silk 
and  pale-green  leaves,  and  the  pale  hues  of  her  hair  and 
face,  looked  like  the  spirit  of  the  morning.  My  father 
was  happier  than  he  nad  thought  of  being  again:  my 
marriage,  he  felt  sure,  would  complete  the  desirable  modi- 
fication of  mv  character,  and  make  me  practical  and 
worldly  enough  to  take  my  place  in  society  among  sane 
men.  For  he  delighted  in  bertha's  tact  and  acuteness, 
and  felt  sure  she  would  be  mistress  of  me,  and  make  me 
what  she  chose:  I  was  only  twenty-one,  and  madly  in  love 
with  her.  Poor  father!  He  kept  that  hope  a  little  while 
after  our  first  year  of  marriage,  and  it  was  not  quite 
extinct  when  paralysis  came  and  saved  him  from  utter 
disappointment. 

I  shall  hurry  through  the  rest  of  my  story,  not  dwelling 
so  much  as  I  have  hitherto  done  on  my  inward  experience. 
When  people  are  well  known  to  each  other,  they  talk 
rather  of  what  befalls  them  externally,  leaving  their  feel- 
ings and  sentiments  to  be  inferred. 

We  lived  in  a  round  of  visits  for  some  time  after  our 
return  home,  giving  sj)lendid  dinner-parties,  and  making 
a  sensation  in  our  neighborhood  by  the  new  luster  of 
our  equipage,  for  my  father  had  reserved  this  display 
of  his  increased  wealth  for  the  period  of  his  son's  mar- 
riage; and  we  gave  our  acquaintances  liberal  opportunity 
for  remarking  that  it  was  a  pity  I  made  so  poor  a  figure  as 
an  heir  and  a  bridegroom.     The  nervous  fatigue  of  this 
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existence,  the  insincerities  and  platitudes  which  I  had'  to 
live  through  twice  over — through  my  inner  and  outward 
sense — would  have  been  maddening  to  me,  if  I  had  not 
had  that  sort  of  intoxicated  callousness  which  came  from 
the  delights  of  a  first  passion.  A  bride  and  bridegroom, 
surrounded  by  all  the  appliances  of  wealth,  hurried 
through  the  daj;  by  the  whirl  of  society,  filling  their  soli- 
tary moments  with  hastily-snatched  caresses,  are  prepared 
for  their  future  life  together  as  the  novice  is  prepared  for 
the  cloister — by  experiencing  its  utmost  contrast. 

Through  all  these  crowded  excited  months,  Bertha^s 
inward  self  remained  shrouded  from  me,  and  I  still  read 
her  thoughts  only  through  the  language  of  her  lips  and 
demeanor:  I  had  still  the  human  interest  of  wondering 
whether  what  I  did  and  said  pleased  her,  of  longing  to 
hear  a  word  of  affection,  of  giving  a  delicious  exaggeration 
of  meaning  to  her  smile.  But  I  was  conscious  of  a  grow- 
ing difference  in  her  manner  toward  me;  sometimes  strong 
enough  to  be  called  haughty  coldness,  cutting  and  chilling 
me  as  the  hail  had  done  that  came  across  the  sunshine  on 
our  marriage  morning;  sometimes  only  perceptible  in  the 
dexterous  avoidance  of  a  tete-a-tete  walk  or  dmner  to 
which  I  had  been  looking  forward.  I  had  been  deeply 
pained  by^his — had  even  felt  a  sort  of  crushing  of  the 
heart,  from  the  sense  that  my  brief  day  of  happiness  was 
near  its  setting;  but  still  I  remained  dependent  on  Bertha, 
eager  for  the  last  rays  of  a  bliss  that  would  soon  be  gone 
forever,  hoping  and  watching  for  some  after-glow  more 
"beautiful  from  the  impending  night.  • 

I  remember — how  should  I  not  remember? — the  time 
when  that  dependence  and  hope  utterly  left  me,  when  the 
sadness  I  had  felt  in  Bertha^s  growing  estrangement 
became  a  joy  that  I  looked  back  upon  with  longing,  as  a 
man  might  look  back  on  the  last  pains  in  a  paralyzed 
limb.  It  was  just  after  the  close  of  my  father^s  last 
illness,  which  had  necessarily  withdrawn  us  from  society 
and  thrown  us  more  upon  each  other.  It  was  the  evening 
of  my  father's  death.  On  that  evening  the  veil  which 
had  snrouded  Bertha's  soul  from  me — had  made  me  find 
in  her  alone  among  my  fellow-beings  the  blessed  possibility 
of  mystery,  and  doubt,  and  expectation — was  first  with- 
drawn. Perhaps  it  was  the  first  day  since  the  beginning 
of  my  passion  for  her,  in  which  that  passion  was  com- 
pletely neutralized  by  the  presence  of  an  absorbing  feeling 
of  another  kind.     1  had  been  watching  by  my  father's 
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deathbed:  I  had  been  witnessing  the  last  fitful  yearning 
glance  his  soul  had  cast  back  on  the  spent  inheritance  of 
life — the  last  faint  consciousness  of  love  he  had  gathered 
from  the  pressure  of  my  hand.  What  are  all  our  personal 
loves  when  we  have  been  sharing  in  that  supreme  agony? 
In  the  first  moments  when  we  come  away  from  the  pres- 
ence of  death,  every  other  relation  to  the  living  is  merged, 
to  our  feeling,  in  the  great  relation  of  a  common  nature 
and  a  common  destiny. 

,  In  that  state  of  mind  I  joined  Bertha  in  her  private 
sitting-room.  She  was  seated  in  a  leaning  posture  on  a 
settee,  with  her  back  toward  the  door;  the  great  rich  coils 
of  her  pale  blonde  hair  surmounting  her  small  neck,  visi- 
ble above  the  back  of  the  settee.  I  remember,  as  I  closed 
the  door  behind  me,  a  cold  tremulousness  seizing  me,  and 
a  vague  sense  of  being  hated  and  lonely — ^vague  and  strong, 
like  a  presentiment.  I  know  how  I  looked  at  that  moment, 
for  I  saw  myself  in  Bertha's  thought  as  she  lifted  her  cut- 
ting gray  eyes  and  looked  at  me:  a  miserable  ghost-seer, 
surrounded  by  phantoms  in  the  noonday,  trembling  under 
a  breeze  when  the  leaves  were  still,  without  appetite  for 
the  cominon  objects  of  human  desire,  but  pining  after  the 
moonbeams.  We  were  front  to  front  with  each  other,  and 
judged  each  other.  The  terrible  moment  of  complete 
illumination  had  come  to  me,  and  I  saw  that  the  dark- 
ness had  hidden  no  landscape  from  me,  but  only  a  blank 
prosaic  wall:  from  that  evening  forth,  through  the  sicken- 
ing years  which  followed,  I  saw  all  round  the  narrow  room 
of  this  Voman^s  soul — saw  petty  artifice  and  mere  negation 
where  I  had  delighted  to  believe  in  coy  sensibilities  and  in 
wit  at  war  with  latent  feeling — saw  the  light  floating  vani- 
ties of  the  girl  defining  themselves  into  the  systematic 
coquetry,  the  scheming  selfishness,  of  the  woman — saw 
repulsion  and  antipathy  harden  into  cruel  hatred,  giving 
pain  only  for  the  sake  of  wreaking  itself. 

For  Bertha,  too,  after  her  kind,  felt  the  bitterness  of 
disillusion.  She  had  believed  that" my  wild  poet's  passion 
for  her  would  make  me  her  slave;  and  that,  being  her 
slave,  I  should  execute  her  will  in  all  things.  With  the 
essential  shallowness  of  a  negative,  unimaginative  nature, 
she  was  unable  to  conceive  the  fact  that  sensibilities  were 
anything  else  than  weaknesses.  She  had  thought  my  weak- 
nesses would  put  me  in  her  power,  and  she  found  them 
unmanageable  forces.  Our  positions  were  reversed.  Before 
marriage  she  had  completely  mastered  my  imagination,  for 
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she  was  a  secret  to  me;  and  I  created  the  unknown  thought 
before  whicE  I  trembled  as  if  it  were- hers.  But  now  that 
her  soul  was  laid  open  to  me,  now  that  I  was  compelled  to 
share  the  privacy  of  her  motives,  to  follow  all  the  petty 
devices  that  preceded  her  words  and  acts,  she  found  her- 
self powerless  with  me,  except  to  produce  in  me  the  chill 
shudder  of  repulsion — ^powerless,  because  I  could  be  acted 
on  by  no  lever  within  her  reach.  I  was  dead  to  worldly 
ambitions,  to  social  vanities,  to  all  the  incentives  within 
the  compass  of  her  narrow  imagination,  and  I  lived  under 
influences  utterly  invisible  to  her. 

She  was  really  pitiable  to  have  such  a  husband,  and  so 
all  the  world  thought.  A  graceful,  brilliant  woman,  like 
Bertha,  who  smiled  on  morning  callers,  made  a  figure  in 
ball-rooms,  and  was  capable  of  that  light  repartee  which, 
from  such  a  woman,  is  accepted  as  wit,  was  secure  of  car- 
rying off  all  sympathy  from  a  husband  who  was  sickly^ 
abstracted,  and,  as  some  suspected,  crack-brained.  Even 
the  servants  in  our  house  gave  her  the  balance  of  their 
regard  and  pity.  For  there  were  no  audible  quarrels  be- 
tween us;  our  alienation,  our  repulsion  from  each  other, 
lay  within  the  silence  of  our  own  hearts;  and  if  the  mis- 
tress went  out  a  great  deal,  and  seemed  to  dislike  the 
master's  society,  was  it  not  natural,  poor  thing?  The 
master  was  odd.  I  was  kind  and  just  to  my  dependents, 
but  I  excited  in  them  a  shrinking,  half-contemptuous 
pity;  for  this  class  of  men  and  women  are  but  slightly 
determined  in  their  estimate  of  others  by  general  consider- 
ations, or  even  experience,  of  character.  They  judge  of 
persons  as  they  judge  of  coins,  and  value  those  who  pass 
current  at  a  high  rate. 

After  a  time  I  interfered  so  little  with  Bertha's  habits, 
that  it  might  seem  wonderful  how  her  hatred  toward  me 
could  grow  so  intense  and  active  as  it  did.  But  she  had 
begun  to  suspect,  by  some  involuntary  betrayals  of  mine, 
that  there  was  an  abnormal  power  of  penetration  in  me — 
that  fitfully,  at  least,  I  was  strangely  cognizant  of  her 
thoughts  and  intentions,  and  she  began  to  be  haunted  by  a 
terror  of  me,  which  alternated  every  now  and  then  with 
defiance.  -  She  meditated  continually  how  the  incubus 
could  be  shaken  off  her  life — how  she  could  be  freed  from 
this  hateful  bond  to  a  being  whom  she  at  once  despised  as 
an  imbecile,  and  dreaded  as  an  inquisitor.  For  a  long 
while  she  lived  in  the  hope  that  my  evident  wretchedness 
would  drive  me  to  the  commission  of  suicide;  but  suicide 
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was  not  in  my  nature.  I  waB  too  completely  swayed  by  the 
sense  that  I  was  in  the  grasp  of  unknown  forces,  to  bdieve 
in  my  power  of  self -release.  Toward  my  own  destiny  I  had 
become  entirely  passive;  for  my  one  ardent  desire  had  spent 
itself,  and  impulse  no  longer  predominated  over  knowl- 
edge. ,  For  this  reason  I  never  thought  of  taking  any 
steps  toward  a  complete  separation,  which  would  have 
made  our  alienation  evident  to  the  world.  Why  should  I 
rush  for  help  to  a  new  course,  when  I  was  only  suffering 
from  the  conseq[uences  of  a  deed  which  had  been  the  act  of 
my  intensest  will?  That  would  have  been  the  logic  of  one 
who  had  desires  to  gratify,  and  I  had  no  desires.  But 
Bertha  and  I  lived  more  and  mpre  aloof  from  each  other. 
The  rich  find  it  easy  to  live  married  and  apart. 

That  course  of  our  life  which  I  have  indicated  in  a  few 
sentences  filled  the  space  of  years.  So  much  misery — so 
slow  and  hiedous  a  growth  of  hatred  and  sin,  may  be  com- 
pressed into  a  sentence!  And  men  judge  of  each  other^s 
lives  through  this  summary  medium.  They  epitomize  the 
experience  of  their  fellow-mortal,  and  pronounce  judg- 
ment on  him  in  neat  syntax,  and  feel  themselves  wise  and 
virtuous — conquerors  over  the  temptations  they  define  in 
well-selected  predicates.  Seven  years  of  wretchedness 
glide  glibly  over  the  lips  of  the  man  who  has  never  counted 
them  out  in  moments  of  chill  disappointment,  of  head  and 
heart  throbbings,  of  dread  and  vain  wrestling,  of  remorse 
and  despair.  We  learn  words  by  rote,  but  not  their  mean- 
ing; that  must  be  paid  for  with  our  life-blood,  and  printed 
in  the  subtle  fibres  of  our  nerves. 

But  I  will  hasten  to  finish  my  story.  Brevity  is  justified 
at  once  to  those  who  readily  understand,  and  to  those  who 
will  never  understand. 

Some  years  after  my  f ather^s  death,  I  was  sitting  by  the 
dim  firelight  in  my  library  one  January  evening — sitting 
in  the  leather  chair  that  used  to  be  my  father's — when 
Bertha  appeared  at  the  door,  with  a  candle  in  her  hand, 
and  advanced  toward  me.  I  knew  the  ball-dress  she  had 
on  —  the  white  ball-dress,  with  the  green  jewels,  shone 
upon  by  the  light  of  the  wax  candle  which  lit  up  the 
medallion  of  the  dying  Cleopatta  on  the  maatelpiece. 
Why  did  she  come  to  me  before  going  out?  I  had  not 
seen  her  in  the  library,  which  was  my  habitual  place,  for 
months.  Why  did  she  stand  before  me  with  the  candle 
in  her  hand,  with  her  cruel  conteniptuous  eyes  fixed  on 
me,  and  the  glittering  serpent,  like  a  familiar  demon,  on 
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her  breast.  For  a  moment  I  thought  this  fulfillment  of 
my  vision  at  Vienna  marked  some  dreadful  crisis  in  my 
fate,  but  I  saw  nothing  in  Bertha^s  mind,  as  she  stood 
before  me,  except  scorn  for  the  look  of  overwhelming  mis- 
ery with  which  I  sat  before  her.  ^^Fool,  idiot,  why 

don^t  you  kill  yourself,  then?^^ — that  was  her  thought. 
But  at  length  her  thoughts  reverted  to  her  errand,  and  she 
spoke  aloud.     The  apparently  indifferent  nature  of  the 
errand  seemed  to  make  a  ridiculous  anticlimax  to  my  pre- , 
vision  and  my  agitation. 

*'  I  have  had  to  hire  a  new  maid.  Fletcher  is  going  to 
be  married,  and  she  wants  me  to  ask  you  to  let  her  hus- 
band have  the  public-house  and  farm  at  Molton.  I  wish 
him  to  have  it.  You  must  give  the  promise  now,  because 
Fletcher  is  going  to-morrow  morning — and  quickly,  because 
Fm  in  a  hurry." 

''Very  well;  you  may  promise  her,"  I  said,  indifferently, 
and  Bertha  swept  out  of  the  library. again. 

I  always  shrank  from  the  sight  of  a  new  person,  and  all 
the  more  when  it  was  a  person  whose  mental  life  was  likely 
to  weary  my  reluctant  insight  with  worldly  ignorant 
trivialities.  But  I  shrank  especially  from  the  sight  of  this 
new  maid,  because  her  advent  had  been  announced  to  me 
at  a  moment  to  which  I  could  not  cease  to  attach  some 
fatality:  I  had  a  vague  dread  that  I  should  find  her  mixed 
up  with  the  dreary  drama  of  my  life — that  some  new  sick- 
ening vision  would  reveal  her  to  me  as  an  evil  genius. 
When  at  last  I  did  unavoidably  meet  her,  the  vague  dread 
was  changed  into  definite  disgust.  She  was  a  tall,  wiry, 
dark-eyed  woman,  this  Mrs.  Archer,  with  a  face  handsome 
enough  to  give  her  coarse  hard  nature  the  odious  finish  of 
bold,  self-confident  coquetry.  That  was  enough  to  make 
me  avoid  her,  quite  apart  from  the  contemptuous  feeling 
with  which  she  contemplated  me.  I  seldom  saw  her;  but 
I  perceived  that  she  rapidly  became  a  favorite  with  her 
mistress,  and,  after  the  lapse  of  eight  or  nine  months,  I 
began  to  be  aware  that  there  had  arisen  in  Bertha's  mind 
toward  this  woman  a  mingled  feeling  of  fear  and  depend- 
ence, and  that  this  feeling  was  associated  with  ill-defined 
images  of  candle-light  scenes  in  her  dressing-room,  and 
the  locking-up  of  something  in  Bertha's  cabinet.  My 
interviews  with  my  wife  had  become  so  brief  and  so  rarely 
solitary,  that  I  had  no  opportunity  of  perceiving  these 
images  in  her  mind  with  more  definitcncsg.  The  recollec- 
tions of  the  past  become  contracted  in  the  rapidity  of 
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thought  till  they  sometimes  bear  hardly  a  more  distinct 
resemblance  to  the  external  reality  than  the  forms  of  an 
oriental  alphabet  to  the  objects  that  suggested  them. 

Besides,  for  the  last  year  or  more  a  modification  had 
been  going  forvvard  in  my  mental  condition,  and  was  grow-, 
ing  more  and  more  marked.  My  insight  into  the  minds  of 
those  around  me  was  becoming  dimmer  and  more  fitful, 
and  the  ideas  that  crowded  my  double  consciousness 
became  less  and  less  dependent  on  any  personal  contact. 
All  that  was  personal  in  me  seemed  to  be  suffering  a  grad- 
ual death,  soi;hat  I  was  losing  the  organ  through  which 
the  personal  agitations  and  projects  of  others  could  affect 
me.  But  along  with  this  relief  from  wearisome  insight, 
there  was  a  new  development  of  what  I  concluded — ^as  I 
have  since  found  rightly — to  be  a  prevision  of  external 
scenes.  It  was  as  if  the  relation  between  me  and  my  fel- 
low-men was  more  and  more  deadened,  and  my  relation  to 
what  we  call  the  inanimate  was  quickened  into  new  life. 
The  more  I  lived  apart  from  society,  and  in  proportion  as 
my  wretchedness  subsided  from  the  violent  throb  of  agon- 
ized passion  into  the  dullness  of  habitual  pain,  the  more 
frequent  and  vivid  became  such  visions  as  that  I  had  had 
of  Prague — of  strange  cities,  of  sandy  plains,  of  gigantic 
ruins,  of  midnight  skies  with  strange  bright  constellations, 
of  mountain  passes,  of  grassy  nooks  flecked  with  the  after- 
noon sunshine  through  the  boughs:  I  was  in  the  midst  of 
such  scenes,  and  in  all  of  them  one  presence  seemed  to 
weigh  on  me  in  all  these  mighty  shapes — the  presence  of 
something  unknown  and  pitiless.  For  continual  suffering 
had  annihilated  religious  faith  within  me:  to  the  utterly 
miserable — ^the  unloving  and  the  unloved — there  is  no 
religion  possible,  no  worship  but  a  worship  of  devils.  And 
beyond  all  these,  and  continually  recurring,  was  the  vision 
of  my  death — the  pangs,  the  suffocation,  the  last  struggle, 
when  life  would  be  grasped  at  in  vain. 

Things  were  in  this  state  near  the  end  of  the  seventh 
year.  I  had  become  entirely  free  from  insight,  from  my 
abnormal  cognizance  of  any  other  consciousness  than  my 
own,  and  instead  of  intruding  involuntarily  into  the  world 
of  other  minds,  was  living  continually  in  my  own  solitary 
future.  Bertha  was  aware  that  I  was  greatly  changed. 
To  my  surprise  she  had  of  late  seemed  to  seek  opportuni- 
ties 01  remaining  in  my  society,  and  had  cultivated  that 
kind  of  distant  yet  familiar  talk  which  is  customary  between 
a  husband  and  wife  who  live  in  polite  and  irrevocable  alien- 
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ation.  I  bore  this  with  languid  submission,  and  T^ithout 
feeling  enough'  interest  in  her  motives  to  be  roused  into 
keen  observation;  yet  I  could  not  help  perceiving  some- 
thing triumphant  and  excited  in  her  carriage  and  the 
expression  of  her  face — something  too  subtle  to  express 
itself  in  words  or  tones,  but  giving  one  the  idea  that  she 
lived  in  a  state  of  expectation  or  hopeful  suspense.  My 
chief  feeling  was  satisfaction  that  her  inner  self  was  once 
more  shut  out  from  me;  and  I  almost  revelled  for  the 
moment  in  the  absent  melancholy  that  made  me  answer 
her  at  cross  purposes,  and  betray  utter  ignorance  of  what 
she  had  been  saying.  I  rememoer  well  the  look  and  the 
smile  with  which  she  one  day  said,  after  a  mistake  of  this 
kind  on  my  part:  ^^I  used  to  think  you  were  a  clairvoyant, 
and  that  was  the  reason  why  you  were  so  bitter  against 
other  clairvoyants,  wanting  to  keep  your  monopoly;  but  I 
see  now  you  have  become  rather  duller  than  the  rest  of  the 
world. '^ 

I  said  nothing  in  reply.  It  occurred  to  me  that  her 
recent  obtrusion  of  herself  upon  me  might  have  been 
prompted  by  the  wish  to  test  my  power  of  detecting  some 
of  her  secrets;  but  I  let  the  thought  drop  again  at  once; 
her  motives  aiid  her  deeds  had  no  interest  for  me,  and 
whatever  pleasures  she  might  be  seeking,  I  had  no  wish  to 
balk  her.  There  was  still  pity  in  my  soul  for  every  living 
thing,  and  Bertha  was  living — was  surrounded  with  pos- 
sibilities of  misery. 

Just  at  this  time  there  occurred  an  event  which  roused 
me  Somewhat  from  my  inertia,  and  gave  me  an  interest  in 
the  passing  moment  that  I  had  thought  impossible  for  me. 
It  was  a  visit  from  Charles  Meunier,  who  had  written  me 
word  that  he  was  coming  to  England  for  relaxation  from 
too  strenuous  labor,  and  would  like  to  see  me.  Meunier 
had  now  a  European  reputation;  but  his  letter  to  me 
expressed  that  keen  remembrance  of  an  early  regard,  an 
early  debt  of  sympathy,  which  is  inseparable  from  nobility 
of  cnaracter;  and  I,  too,  felt  as  if  his  presence  would  be  to 
me  like  a  transient  resurrection  into  a  happier  pre-exist- 
ence. 

He  came,  and  as  far  as  possible,  I  renewed  our  old 
pleasure  of  making  We-a-tete  excursions,  though,  instead 
of  mountains  and  glaciers  and  the  wide  blue  lake,  we  had 
to  content  ourselves  with  mere  slopes  and  ponds  and  arti- 
ficial plantations.  The  years  had  changed  us  both,  but 
with  what  different  result!    Meunier  was  now  a  brilliant 
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figure  in  society,  to  whom  elegant  wom.en  pretended  to 
listen,  and  whose  acquaintance  was  boasted  of  by  noblemen 
ambitious  of  brains.  He  repressed  with  the  utmost  deli- 
cacy all  betrayal  of  the  shock  which  I  am  sure  he  must 
have  received  from  our  meeting,  or  of  a  desire  to  penetrate 
into  my  condition  and  circumstances,  and  sought  by  the 
utmost  exertion  of  his  charming  social  powers  to  make  our 
reunion  agreeable.  Bertha  was  much  struck  by  the  unex- 
pected f  acinations  of  a  visitor  who  she  had  expected  to  find 
presentable  only  on  the  score  of  his  celebrity,  and  put  forth 
all  her  coquetries  and  accomplishments.  Apparently  she 
succeeded  in  attracting  his  admiration,  for  his  manner 
toward  her  was  attentive  and  flattering.  The  effect  of  his 
presence  on  me  was  so  benignant,  especially  in  those 
renewals  of  our  old  tete-a-tete  wanderings,  when  he  poured 
forth  to  me  wonderful  narratives  of  his  professional  expe- 
rience, that  more  than  once,  when  his  talk  turned  on  the 
psychological  relations  of  disease,  the  thought  crossed  my 
mind  that,  if  his  stay  with  me  were  long  enough,  I  might 

f)ossibly  bring  myself  to  tell  this  man  the  secrets  of  my 
ot.  Might  there  not  lie  some  remedy  for  me,  too,  in  his 
science?  Might  there  not  at  least  lie  some  comprehension 
and  sympathy  ready  for  me  in  his  large  and  susceptible 
mind?  But  the  thought  only  flickered  feebly  now  and 
then,  and  died  out  before  it  could  become  a  wish.  The 
horror  I  had  of  again  breaking  in  on  the  privacy  of  another 
soul,  made  me,  by  an  itrational  instinct,  draw  the  shroud 
of  concealment  more  closely  around  my  own,  as  we  auto- 
matically perform  the  gesture  we  feel  to  be  wanting  in 
another. 

When  Meunier's  visit  was  approaching  its  conclusion, 
there  happened  an  event  which  caused  some  excitement  in 
our  household,  owing  to  the  surprisingly  strong  effect  it 
appeared  to  produce  on  Bertha— on  Bertha,  the  self-pos- 
sessed, who  usually  seemed  inaccessible  to  feminine  agita- 
tions, and  did  even  her  hate  in  a  self -restrained  hygienic 
manner.  This  event  was  the  sudden  severe  illness  of  her 
maid,  Mrs.  Archer.  I  have  reserved  to  this  moment  the 
mention  of  a  circumstance  which  had  forced  itself  on  my 
notice  shortly  before  Meunier^s  arrival,  namely,  that  there 
had  been  some  quarrel  between  Bertha  ana  this  maid, 
apparently  during  a  visit  to  a  distant  family,  in  which  she 
had  accompanied  her  mistress.  I  had  overheard  Archer 
speaking  in  a  tone  of  bitter  insolence,  which  I  should  have 
thought  an  adequate  reason  for  immediate  dismissal.     No 
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dismissal  followed;  on  the  contrary,  Bertha  seemed  to  be 
silently  putting  up  with  personal  inconveniences  from  the 
^  exhibitions  of  this  woman^s  temper.  I  was  the  more  aston- 
ished to  observe  that  her  illness  seemed  a  cause  of  strong 
solicitude  to  Bertha;  that  she  was  at  the  bedside  night  and 
day,  and  would  allow  no  one  else  to  oflSciate  as  head  nurse. 
It  happened  that  our  family  doctor  was  out  on  a  holiday, 
an  accident  which  made  Meunier's  presence  in  the  house 
doubly  welcome,  and  he  apparently  entered  into  the  case 
with  an  interest  which  seemed  so  much  stronger  than  the 
ordinary  professional  feeling,  that  one  day  when  he  had 
fallen  into  a  long  fit  of  silence  after  visiting  her,  I  said  to 
him — 

"Is  this  a  very  peculiar  case  of  disease,  Meunier?^' 

"  No,^^  he  answered,  it  is  an  attack  of  peritonitis,  which 
will  be  fatal,  but  which  does  not  differ  physically  from 
many  other  cases  that  have  come  under  my  observation. 
But  rll  tell  you  what  I  have  on  my  mind.  I  want  to  make 
an  experiment  on  this  woman,  if  you  will  give  me  permis- 
sion. It  can  do  her  no  harm — ^will  give  her  no  pain — ^for  I 
shall  not  make  it  until  life  is  extinct  to  all  purposes  of  sen- 
sation. I  want  to  try  the  effect  of  transfusing  blood  into 
her  arteries  after  the  heart  has  ceased  to  beat  for  some 
minutes.  I  have  tried  the  experiment  again  and  again 
with  animals  that  have  died  of  this  disease,  with  astound- 
ing results,  and  I  want  to  try  it  on  a  human  subject.  I 
have  the  small  tubes  necessary,  in  a  case  I  have  with  me, 
^nd  the  rest  of  the  apparatus  could  be  prepared  readily.  I 
should  use  my  own  olood — ^take  it  from  my  own  arm. 
This  woman  won't  live  through  the  night,  I'm  convinced, 
and  I  want  you  to  promise  me  your  assistance  in  making 
the  experiment.  I  can't  do  without  another  hand,  but  it 
would  perhaps  not  be  well  to  call  in  a  medical  assistant 
from  among  your  provincial  doctors.  A  disagreeable 
foolish  version  of  the  thing  might  get  abroad.'' 

"Have  you  spoken  to  my  wife  on  the  subject?"  I  said, 
"  because  she  appears  to  be  jjeculiarly  sensitive  about  this 
woman:  she  has  been  a  favorite  maia." 

'*  To  tell  you  the  truth,"  said  Meunier,  "  I  don't  want  her 
to  know  about  it.  There  are  always  insuperable  difficulties 
with  women  in  these  matters,  and  the  effect  on  the  sup- 
posed dead  body  may  be  startling.  You  and  I  will  sit  up 
together,  and  be  in  readiness.  When  certain  symptoms 
appear  I  shall  take  you  in,  and  at  the  right  moment  we 
Ijiust  manage  to  get  every  one  else  out  of  the  room." 


214  THE  LIFTED   VEIL, 

I  need  not  give  our  farther  conversation  on  the  subject. 
He  entered  very  fully  into  the  details,  and  overcame  my 
repulsion  from  them,  by  exciting  in  me  a  mingled  awe  and 
curiosity  concerning  the  possible  results  of  his  experiment. 

We  prepared  everything,  and  he  instructed  me  in  my 
part  as  assistant.  He  had  not  told  Bertha  of  his  absolute 
conviction  that  Archer  would  not  survive  through  the 
night,  and  endeavored  to  persuade  her  to  leave  the  patient 
and  take  a  night^s  rest.  But  she  was  obstinate,  suspecting 
the  fact  that  death  was  at  hand,  and  supposing  that  he 
wished  merely  to  save  her  nerves.  She  refused  to  leave  the 
sick-room.  Meunier  and  I  sat  up  together  in  the  library, 
he  making  frequent  visits  to  the  sick-room,  and  returning 
with  the  information  that  the  case  was  taking  precisely  the 
course  he  expected.  Once  he  said  to  me,  "  Can  you 
imagine  any  cause  of  ill  feeling  this  woman  has  against  her 
mistress,  who  is  so  devoted  to  her?*' 

"  I  think  there  was  some  misunderstanding  between  them 
before  her  illness.     Why  do  you  ask?'* 

*^  Because  I  have  observed  for  the  last  five  or  six  hours — 
since,  I  fancy,  she  has  lost  all  hope  of  recovery — there 
seems  a  strange  prompting  in  her  to  say  something  which 
pain  and  failing  strength  forbid  her  to  utter;  and  there  is 
a  logk  of  hideous  meaning  in  her  eyes,  which  she  turns  con- 
tinually toward  her  mistress.  In  this  disease  the  mind 
often  remains  singularly  clear  to  the  last." 
•  *'  I  am  not  surprised  at  an  indication  of  malevolent  feel- 
ing in  her,**  I  said.  "  She  is  a  woman  who  has  always 
inspired  me  with  distrust  and  dislike,  but  she  managed  to 
insinuate  herself  into  her  mistress's  favor.**  He  was  silent 
after  this,  looking  at  the  fire  with  an  air  of  absorption,  till 
he  went  up-stairs  again.  He  stayed  away  longer  than  usual, 
and  on  returning,  said  to  me  quietly,  '^  Come  now.** 

I  followed  him  to  the  chamber  where  death  was  hovering. 
The  dark  hangings  of  the  large  bed  made  a  background 
that  gave  a  strong  relief  to  .Bertha's  pale  face  as  I  entered. 
She  started  forward  as  she  saw  me  enter,  and  then  looked 
at  Meunier  with  an  expression  of  angry  inquiry;  but  he 
lifted  up  his  hand  as  if  to  impose  silence,  while  he  fixed 
his  glance  on  the  dying  woman  and  felt  her  pulse.  The 
face  was  pinched  and  ghastly,  a  cold  perspiration  was  on 
the  forehead,  and  the  eyelids  were  lowered  so  as  almost  to 
conceal  the  large  dark  eyes.  After  a  minute  or  two, 
Meunier  walked  round  to  the  other  side  of  the  bed 
where  Bertha  stood,   and  with  his  visual  air  of  gentle 
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politeness  toward  her  begged  her  to  leave  the  patient  under 
our  care — everything  should  be  done  for  her — she  was  no 
longer  in  a  state  to  be  conscious  of  an  affectionate  pres- 
ence. Bertha  was  hesitating,  apparently  almost  willinff  to 
believe  his  assurance  and  to  comply.  She  looked  round  at 
the  ghastly  dying  face,  as  if  to  read  the  confirmation 
of  that  assurance,  when  for  a  moment  the  lowered  eyelids 
were  raised  again,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  eyes  were  looking 
toward  Bertha,  but  blankly.  A  shudder  passed  through 
Bertha's  frame,  and  she  returned  to  her  station  near  the 
pillow,  tacitly  implying  that  she  would  not  leave  the 
room. 

The  eyelids  were  lifted  no.  more.  Once  I  looked  at 
Bertha  as  she  watched  the  face  of  the  dying  one.  She 
wore  a  rich  peignoir,  and  her  blonde  hair  was  half  covered 
by  a  lace  cap:  m  her  attire  she  was,  as  always,  an  elegant 
woman,  fit  to  figure  in  a  picture  of  modem  aristocratic 
life:  but  I  asked  myself  how  that  face  of  hers  could  ever 
have  seemed  to  me  the  face  of  a  woman  bom  of  woman, 
with  memories  of  childhood,  capable  of  pain,  needing  to 
be  fondled?  The  features  at  that  moment  seemed  so  pre- 
ternaturally  sharp,  the  eyes  were  so  hard  and  eager  —  she 
looked  like  a  cruel  immortal^  finding  her  spiritual  feast  in 
the  agonies  of  a  dying  race.  For  across  those  hard  feat- 
ures there  came  something  like  a  flash  when  the  last  hour 
had  been  breathed  out,  and  we  all  felt  that  the  dark  veil 
had  completely  fallen.  What  secret  waa  there  between 
Bertha  and  this  woman?  I  turned  my  eyes  from  her  with 
a  horrible  dread  lest  my  insight  should  return,  and  I 
should  be  obliged  to  see  wnat  hM.been  breeding  about  two 
nnloving  women's  hearts.  I  felt  that  Bertha  had  been 
watching  for  the  moment  of  death  as  the  sealing  of  her 
secret:  I  thanked  Heaven  it  could  remain  sealed  for  me. 

Meunier  said  quietly:  "  She  is  gone.''  He  then  gave  his 
arm  to  Bertha,  and  she  submitted  to  be  led  out  of  the 
room. 

I  suppose  it  was  at  her  order  that  two  female  attendants 
came  into  the  room,  and  dismissed  the  younger  one  who 
had  been  present  beforer  When  they  entered,  Meunier 
had  already  opened  the  artery  in  the  long,  thin  neck  that 
Hty  rigid  on  the  pillow,  and  I  dismissed  them,  ordering 
them  to  remain  at  a  distance  till  we  rang:  the  doctor, 
I  said,  had  an  operation  to  perform — he  was  not  sure 
about  the  death.  For  the  next  twenty  minutes  I  forgot 
everything  but  Meunier  and  the  experiment  in  which 
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he  was  so  absorbed,  that  I  think  his  senses  would  have 
been  closed  against  all  sounds  or  sights  which  had  no  rela- 
tion to  it.  It  was  my  task  at  first  to  keep  up  the  artificial 
respiration  in  the  body  after  the  transfusion  had  been 
effected,  but  presently  Meunier  relieved  me,  and  I  could 
see  the  wondrous  slow  return  of  life;  the  breast  began  to 
heave,  the  inspirations  became  stronger,  the  eyelids  quiv- 
ered, and  the  soul  seemed  to  have  returned  beneath  them. 
The  artificial  respiration  was  withdrawn :  still  the  breath- 
ing continued,  and  there  was  a  movement  of  the  lips. 

Just  then  I  heard  the  handle  of  the  door  moving:  I 
suppose  Bertha  had  heard  from  the  women  that  they  had 
been  dismissed:  probably  a  vague  fear  had  arisen  in  her 
mind,  for  she  entered  with  a  look  of  alarm.  She  came  to 
the  foot  of  the  bed  and  gave  a  stifled  cry. 

The  dead  woman's  eyes  were  wide  open,  and  met  hers  in 
full  recognition — the  recognition  of  hate.  With  a  sudden 
strong  effort,  the  hand  that  Bei'tha  had  thought  for  ever 
still  was  pointed  toward  her,  and  the  haggard  face  moved. 
The  gasping  eager  voice  said — 

^^  You  mean  to  poison  your  husband the  poison  is 

in  the  black  cabinet 1  got  it  for  you you  laughed 

at  me,  and  told  li^s  about  me  behind  my  back,  to  make  me 

disgusting because  you  were  jealous are  you  sorry 

now?'' 

The  lips  continued  to  murmur,  but  the  sounds  were  no 
longer  distinct.*  Soon  there  was  no  sound — only  a  slight 
movement :  the  flame  had  leaped  out,  and  was  being 
extinguished  the  faster.  The  wretched  woman's  heart- 
strings had  been  set  to  hatred  and  vengeance;  the  spirit  of 
life  had  swept  the  chords  for  an  instant,  and  was  gone 
again  for  ever.     Great  God!    Is  this  what  it  is  to  live 

again to  wake  up  with  our  unstilled  thirst  upon  us, 

with  our  unuttered  curses  rising  to  our  lips,  with  our 
muscles  ready  to  act  out  their  half -committed  sins? 

Bertha  stood  pale  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  quivering  and 
helpless,  despairing  of  devices,  like  a  cunning  animal 
whose  hiding-places  are  surrounded  by  swift-advancing 
flame.  Even  Meunier  looked  paralyzed;  life  for  that 
moment  ceased  to  be  a  scientific  problem  to  him.  As  for 
me,  this  scene  seemed  of  one  texture  with  the  rest  of  my 
existence:  horror  was  my  familiar,  and  this  new  revelation 
was  only  like  an  old  pain  recurring  with  new  circum- 
stances. 
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Since  then  Bertha  and  I  have  lived  apart — she  in  her 
own  neighborhood,  the  mistress  of  half  our  wealth,  I  as  a 
wanderer  in  foreign  countries,  until  I  came  to  this  Devon- 
shire nest  to  die.  Bertha  lives  pitied  and  admired;  for 
what  had  I  against  that  charming  woman,  whom  ever}^  one 
but  myself  could  have  been  happy  with?  There  had  been 
no  witness  of  the  scene  in  the  dying  room  except  Meunier, 
and  while  Meunier  lived  his  lips  were  sealed  by  a  promise 
to  me. 

Once  or  twice,  weary  of  wandering,  I  rested  in  a 
favorite  spot,  and  my  heart  went  out  toward  the  men 
and  women  and  children  whose  faces  were  becoming 
familiar  to  me:  but  I  was  driven  awa^  again  in  terror  at 
the  approach  of  my  old  insight — driven  away  to  live 
continually  with  the  one  Unknown  Presence  revealed 
and  yet  hidden  by  the  moving  curtain  of  the  earth  and 
sky.  Till  at  last  disease  took  hold  of  me  and  forced 
me  to  rest  here — ^forced  me  to  live  in  dependence  on  my 
servants.  And  then  the  curse  of  insight — of  my  double 
consciousness,  came  again,  and  has  never  left  me.  I  know 
all  their  narrow  thoughts,  their  feeble  regard,  their  half- 
wearied  pity. 

It  is  the  twentieth  of  September,  1850.  I  know  these 
figures  I  have  just  written,  as  if  they  were  a  long  familiar 
inscription.  I  have  seen  them  on  this  page  in  my  desk 
unnumbered  times,  when  the  scene  of  my  dying  struggle 
has  opened  upon  me. 
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"Trompeurs,  c'est  pour  vous  que  j'ecris, 
Attcndez  vous  ^  la  pareille." 

—La  Fontaine. 
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CHAPTEE  I. 


Among  the  many  fatalities  attending  the  bloom  of 

J^ounff  desire,  that  of  blindly  taking  to  the  confectionery 
ine  has  not,  perhaps,  been  sufficiently  considered.  How 
is  the  son  of  a  British  yeoman,  who  has  been  fed  princi- 
pally on  salt  pork  and  yeast  dumplings,  to  know  that  there 
is  satiety  for  the  human  stomach  even  in  a  paradise  of 
glass  jars  full  of  sugared  almonds  and  pink  lozenges,  and 
that  the  tedium  of  l&e  can  reach  a  pitch  where  plum-buns 
at  discretion  cease  to  offer  the  slightest  enticement?  Or 
how,  at  the  tender  age  when  a  confectioner  seems  to  him  a 
very  prince  whom  all  the  world  must  envy — who  breakfasts 
on  macaroons,  dines  on  marengs,  sups  on  twelfth-cake, 
and  fills  up  the  intermediate  hours  with  sugar-candy  or 
peppermint — how  is  he  to  foresee  the  day  of  sad  wisdom, 
when  he  will  discern  that  the  confectioner^s  calling  is  not 
socially  influential,  or  favorable  to  a  soaring  ambition?  I 
have  known  a  man  who  turned  out  to  have  a  metaphysical 
genius,  incautiously,  in  the  period  of  youthful  buoyancy, 
commence  his  career  as  a  dancing-master;  and  you  may 
imagine  the  use  that  was  made  of  this  initial  mistake  by 
opponents  who  felt  themselves  bound  to  warn  the  public 
against  his  doctrine  of  the  Inconceivable.  He  could  not 
give  up  his  dancing-lessons,  because  he  made  his  bread  by 
them,  and  metaphysics  would  not  have  found  him  in  so 
much  as  salt  to  his  bread.  It  was  really  the  same  with 
Mr.  David  Faux  and  the  confectionery  business.  His 
uncle,  the  butler  at  the  great  house  close  by  Brigford,  had 
made  a  pet  of  him  in  his  early  boyhood,  and  it  was  on  a 
visit  to  this  uncle  that  the  confectioners'  shops  in  that  bril- 
liant town  had,  on  a  single  day,  fired  his  tender  imagination. 
He  carried  home  the  pleasing  illusion  that  a  confectioner 
must  be  at  once  the  happiest  and  the  foremost  of  men,  since 
the  things  he  made  were  not  only  the  most  beautiful  to 
behold,  but  the  very  best  eating,  and  such  as  the  Lord 
Mayor  must  always  order  largely  for  his  private  recreation; 
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SO  that  when  his  father  declared  he  must  be  put  to  a 
trade,  David  chose  his  line  without  a  moment's  hesitation; 
and,  with  a  rashness  inspired  by  a  sweet  tooth,  wedded 
himself  irrevocably  to  confectionery.  Soon,  however,  the 
tooth  lost  its  relish  and  fell  into  blank  indifference;  and 
all  the  while  his  mind  expanded,  his  ambition  took  new 
shapes,  which  would  hardly  be  satisfied  within  the  sphere 
his  youthful  ardor  had  chosen.  But  what  was  he  to 
do?  He  was  a  young  man  of  much  mental  activity,  and 
above  all,  gifted  with  a  spirit  of  contrivance;  but  then, 
his  faculties  would  not  tell  with  gr6at  effect  in  any  other 
medium  than  that  of  candied  sugars,  conserves  and  "pastry. 
Say  what  you  will  about  the  identity  of  the  reasoning 
process  in  all  branches  of  thought,  or  about  the  advantage 
of  coming  to  subjects  with  a  fresh  mind,  the  adjustment 
of  butter  to  flour,  and  of  heat  to  pastry,  is  not  the  best 
preparation  for  the  office  of  prime  minister;  besides,  in  the 
present  imperfectly-organized  state  of  society,  there  are 
social  barriers.  David  could  invent  delightful  things  in 
the  way  of  drop-cakes,  and  he  had  the  widest  views  oi  the 
sugar  department;  but  in  other  directions  he  certainly  felt 
hampered  by  the  want  of  knowledge  and  practical  skill; 
and  the  world  is  so  inconveniently  constituted  that  the 
vague  consciousness  of  being  a  fine  fellow  is  no  guarantee 
of  success  in  any  line  of  business. 

This  difficulty  pressed  with  some  severity  on  Mr.  David 
Faux,  even  before  his  apprenticeship  was  ended.  His  soul 
swelled  with  an  impatient  sense  that  he  ought  to  become 
something  very  remarkable — that  it  was  quite  out  of  the 
question  for  him  to  put  up  with  a  narrow  lot  as  other  men 
did:  he  scorned  the  idea  that  he  could  accept  an  average. 
He  was  sure  there  was  nothing  average  about  him:  even 
such  a  person  as  Mrs.  Tibbits,  the  washerwoman,  perceived 
it,  and  probably  had  a  preference  for  his  linen.  At  that 
particular  period  he  was  weighing  out  gingerbread  nuts; 
but  such  an  anomaly  could  not  continue.  No  position 
could  be  suited  to  Mr.  David  Faux  that  was  not  in  the 
highest  degree  easy  to  the  flesh  and  flattering  to  the  spirit. 
If  he  had  fallen  on  the  present  times,  and  enjoyed  the 
advantages  of  a  Mechanics'  Institute,  he  would  certainly 
have  taken  to  literature  and  have  written  reviews;  but  his 
education  had  not  been  liberal.  He  had  read  some  novels 
from  the  adjoining  circulating  librarjr,  and  had  even  bought 
the  story  of  "  Inkle  and  Yarico,''  which  had  made  him  feel 
very  sorry  for  poor  Mr.  Inkle;  so  that  his  ideas  might  not 
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have  been  below  a  certain  mark  of  the  literary  calling;  but 
his  spelling  and  diction  were  too  unconventional. 

When  a  man  is  not  adequateljr  appreciated  or  comfort- 
ably placed  in  his  own  country,  his  thoughts  naturally  turn 
toward  foreign  climes;  and  David^s  imagination  circled 
round  and  round  the  utmost  limits  of  his  geographical 
knowledge,  in  search  of  a  country  where  a  youn^  gentle- 
man of  pasty  visage,  lipless  mouth,  and  stumpy  hair,  would 
be  likely  to  be  received  with  the  hospitable  enthusiasm 
which  he  had  a  right  to  expect.  Having  a  general  idea  of 
America  as  a  country  where  the  population  was  chiefly 
black,  it  appeared  to  him  the  most  propitious  destination 
for  an  emigrant  who,  to  begin  with,  had  the  broad  and 
easily  recognizable  merit  of  whiteness;  and  this  idea  grad- 
ually took  such  strong  possession  of  him  that  Satan  seized 
the  opportunity  of  suggesting  to  him  that  he  might  emi- 
grate under  easier  circumstances,  if  he  supplied  himself 
with  a  little  money  from  his  master's  till.  JBut  that  evil 
spirit,  whose  understanding,  I  am  convinced,  has  been 
much  overrated,  quite  wasted  his  time  on  this  occasion. 
David  would  certainly  have  liked  well  to  have  some  of 
his  master's  money  in  his  pocket,  if  he  had  been  sure 
his  master  would  have  been  the  only  man  to  suffer 
for  it;'  but  he  was  a  cautious  youth,  and  quite  deter- 
mined to  run  no  risks  on  his  own  account.  So  he 
stayed  out  his  apprenticeship,  and  committed  no  act  of 
disnonesty  that  was  at  all  likely  to  be  discovered,  reserving 
his  plan  of  emigration  for  a  future  opportunity.  And  the 
circumstances  under  which  he  carried  it  out  were  in  this 
wise.  Having  been  at  home  a  week  or  two  partaking  of 
the  family  beans,  he  had  used  his  leisure  in  ascertaining  a 
fact  which  was  of  considerable  importance  to  him,  namely, 
that  his  mother  had  a  small  sum  in  guineas  painfully  saved 
from  her  maiden  perquisites,  and  kept  in  the  corner  of  a 
drawer  where  her  baby-linen  had  reposed  for  the  last 
twenty  years — ever  since  her  son  David  had  taken  to  his 
feet,  with  a  slight  promise  of  bow-legs,  which  had  not 
been  altogether  unfulfilled,  Mr.  Faux,  senior,  had  told 
his  son  very  frankly,  that  he  must  not  look  to  befng  set-up 
in  business  by  him:  with  seven  sons,  and  one  of  them  a 
very  healthy  and  well-developed  idiot,  who  consumed  a 
dumpling  about  eight  inches  in  diameter  every  day,  it  was 

fretty  well  if  they  got  a  hundred  apiece  at  his  death. 
Fnder  these  circumstances,  what  was  David  to  do?     It 
was  certainly  hard  that  he  should  take  his  mother's  money; 
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but  he  saw  no  other  ready  means  of  getting  any,  and  it 
was  not  to  be  expected  that  a  young  man  of  his  merit 
should  put  up  with  inconveniences  that  could  be  avoided. 
Besides,  it  is  not  robbery  to  take  property  belonging  to 
your  mother:  she  doesn't  prosecute  you.  And  David  was 
very  well  behaved  to  his  mother;  he  comforted  her  by 
speaking  highly  of  himself  to  her,  and  assuring  her  that 
he  never  fell  into  the  vices  he  saw  practiced  by  other 
youths  of  his  own  age,  and  that  he  was  particularly  fond 
of  honegty.  If  his  mother  would  have  given  him  her 
twenty  guineas  as  a  reward  of  this  noble  disposition,  he 
really  would  not  have  stolen  them  from  her,  and  it  would 
have  been  more  agreeable  to  his  feelings.  Nevertheless,  to 
an  active  mind  like  David's,  ingenuity  is  not  without  its 
pleasures:  it  was  rather  an  interesting  occupation  to 
become  stealthily  acquainted  with  the  wards  of  his  mother's 
simple  key  (not  in  the  least  like  Chubb's  patent),  and  to  get 
one  that  would  do  its  work  equally  well;  and  also  to  arrange 
a  little  drama  by  which  he  would  escape  suspicion,  and 
run  no  risk  of  forfeiting  the  prospective  hundred  at  his 
father's  death,  which  would  be  convenient  in  the  improb- 
able case  of  his  not  making  a  large  fortune  in  the  '^  In- 
dies." 

First,  he  spoke  freely  of  his  intention  to  start  shortly  for 
Liverpool  and  take  ship  for  America;  a  resolution  which 
cost  his  good  mother  some  pain,  for,  after  Jacob  the  idiot, 
there  was  not  one  of  her  sons  to  whom  her  heart  clung 
more  than  to  her  youngest-born,  David.  Next,  it  appeared 
to  him  that  Sunday  afternoon,  when  everybody  was  gone 
to  church  except  Jacob  and  the  cow-boy,  was  so  singularly 
favorable  an  opportunity  for  sons  who  wanted  to  appropri- 
ate their  mothers' guineas,  that  he  half  thought  it  must 
have  been  kindly  intended  by  Providence  for  such  pur- 
poses. Especially  the  third  Sunday  in  Lent;  because 
Jacob  had  been  out  on  one  of  his  occasional  wanderings 
for  the  last  two  days;  and  David,  being  a  timid  young 
man,  had  a  considerable  dread  and  hatred  of  Jacob,  as  of 
a  large  personage  who  went  about  habitually  with  a  pitch- 
fork in  nis  hand. 

Nothing  could  be  easier,  then,  than  for  David  on  this 
Sunday  afternoon  to  decline  going  to  church,  on  the 
ground  that  he  was  going  to  tea  at  Mr.  Lunn's,  whose 
pretty  daughter  Sally  had  been  an  early  flame  of  his,  and, 
when  the  church-goers  were  at  a  safe  distance,  to  abstract 
the  guineas  from  their  wooden  box  and  slip  them  into  a 
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small  canvas  bag — nothing , easier  than,  to  call  to  the 
cow-boy  that  he  was  going,  and  tell  him  to  keep  an  eye 
on  the  house  for  fear  of  Sunday  tramps.  David  thought 
it  would  be  easy,  too,  to  get  to  a  small  thicket  and  bury 
his  bag  in  a  hole  he  had  already  made  and  covered  Up 
under  the  roots  of  an  old  hollow  ash,  and  he  had,  in 
fact,  found  the  hole  without  a  mementos  difficulty,  had 
uncovered  it,  and  was  about  gently  to  drop  the  bag  into 
it,  when  the  sound  of  a  large  body  rustling  toward  him 
with  something  like  a  bellow  was  such  a  surprise  to 
David,  who,  as  a  gentleman  gifted  with  much  contrivance, 
was  naturally  only  prepared  for  wliti4i  he  expected,  that 
instead  of  dropping  the  bag  gently  he  let  it  fall  so  as  to 
make  it  untwist  and  vomit  forth  the  shining  guineas.  In 
the  same  moment  he  looked  up  and  saw  his  dear  brother 
Jacob  close  upon  him,  holding  the  pitchfork  so  that  the 
bright  smooth  prongs  were  a  yard  in  advance  of  his  own 
body,  and  about  a  foot  off  David's.  (A  learned  friend,  to 
whom  I  once  narrated  this  history,  observed  that  it  was 
David's  guilt  which  made  these  prongs  formidable,  and 
that  the  mens  nil  conscia  sibi  strips  a  pitchfork  of  all 
terrors.  I  thought  this  idea  so  valuable,  that  I  obtained 
his  leave  to  use  it  on  condition  of  suppressing  his  name.) 
Nevertheless,  David  did  not  entirely  lose  his  presence  of 
mind;  for  in  that  case  he  would  have  sunk  on  the  earth 
or  started  backward;  whereas  he  kept  his  ground  and 
smiled  at  Jacob,  who  nodded  his  head  up  and  down,  and 
said,  '^Hoich,  Zavy!''  in  a  painfully  equivocal  manner. 
David's  heart  was  beating  audibly,  and  if  he  had  had 
any  lips  they  would  have  been  pale;  but  his  mental 
activity,  instead  of  being  paralyzed,  was  stimulated. 
While  he  was  inwardly  praying  (he  always  prayed  when 
he  was  much  frightened)  —  ^^Oh,  save  me  this  once,  and 
I'll  never  get  into  danger  again!" — he  was  thrusting 
his  hand  into  his  pocket  in  search  of  a  box  of  yellow 
lozenges,  which  he  had  brought  with  him  from  Brigford 
among  other  delicacies  of  the  same  portable  kind,  as  a 
means  of  conciliating  proud  beauty,  and  more  particu- 
larly the  beauty  of  Miss  Sarah  Lunn.  Not  one  of  these 
delicacies  had  he  ever  offered  to  poor  Jacob,  for  David 
was  not  a  young  man  to  waste  his  jujubes  and  barley- 
sugar  in  giving  pleasure  to  people  from  whom  he  expected 
nothing.  But  an  idiot  witli  equivocal  intentions  and  a 
pitchfork  is  as  well  worth  flattering  and  cajoling  as  if 
he  were  Louis  Napoleon.  So  David,  with  a  prompti- 
15 
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tude  equal  to  the  occasion,  drew  out  his  box  of  yellow 
lozenges,  lifted  the  iid,  and  performed  a  pantomime 
with  his  mouth  and  fingers,  which  was  meant  to  imply 
that  he  was  delighted  to  see  his  dear  brother  Jacob, 
and  seized  the  opportunity  of  making  him  a  small  pres- 
ent, which  he  would  find  particularly  agreeable  to  the 
taste.  Jacob,  you  understand,  was  not  an  intense  idiot, 
but  within  a-  certain  limited  range  knew  how  to  choose 
the  good  and  reject  the  evil:  he  took  one  lozenge  by  way 
of  test,  and  sucked  it  as  if  he  had  been  a  philosopher; 
then,  in  as  gieat  an  ecstacy  at  its  new  and  complex  savour 
as  Caliban  at  the  taste  of  Trinculo^s  wine,  chuckled  and 
stroked  this  suddenly  beneficent  brother,  and  held  out  his 
hand  for  more;  for,  except  in  fits  of  anger,  Jacob  was  not 
ferocious  or  needlessly  predatory.  David^s  courage  half 
returned,  and  he  left  off  praying;  pouring  a  dozen  loz- 
enges into  Jacobus  palm,  and  trying  to  look  very  fond  of 
him.  He  congratulated  himself  that  he  had  formed  the 
plan  of  going  to  see  Miss  Sally  Lunn  this  afternoon,  and 
that,  as  a  consequence,  he  had  brought  with  him  these 
propitiatory  delicacies:  he  was  certamly  a  lucky  fellow; 
indeed,  it  was  always  likely  that  Providence  should  be 
fonder  .of  him  than  of  other  apprentices,  and  since  he  tvas 
■  to  be  interrupted,  why,  an  idiot  was  preferable  to  any  other 
sort  of  witness.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  David 
thought  he  saw  the  advantage  of  idiots. 

As  for  Jacob,  he  had  tnrust  his  pitchfork  into  the 
ground,  and  had  thrown  himself  down  beside  it,  in  thor- 
ough abandonment  to  the  unprecedented  pleasure  of 
having  five  lozenges  in  his  mouth  at  once,  blinlcing  mean 
while,  and  making  inarticulate  sounds  of  gustative  content. 
He  had  not  yet  given  any  sign  of  noticing  the  guineas, 
but  in  seating  himself  he  had  laid  his  broad  right  hand 
on  them,  and  unconsciously  kept  it  in  that  position, 
absorbed  in  the  sensations  of  his  palate.  If  he  could  only 
be  kept  so  occupied  with  the  lozenges  as  not  to  see  the 
guineas  before  David  could  manage  to  cover  them!  That 
was  David^s  best  hope  of  safety;  for  Jacob  knew  his 
mother's  guineas;  it  had  been  part  of  their  common  expe- 
rience as  boys  to  be  allowed  to  look  at  these  handsome 
coins,  and  rattle  them  in  their  box  on  high  days  and  holi- 
days, and  among  all  Jacob's  narrow  experiences  as  to 
money,  this  was  likely  to  be  the  most  memorable. 

"Here,  Jacob,"  said  David,  in  an  insinuating  tone. 
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handing  the  box  to  him,  "  I'll  give  'em  all  to  you.  Eun! — 
make  haste!  —  else  somebody  'U  come  and  take  'em/' 

David,  not  having  studied  the  psychology  of  idiots,  was 
not  aware  that  they  are  not  to  be  wrought  upon  by  imagi- 
native fears.  Jacob  took  the  box  with  his  left  hand,  but 
saw  no  necessity  for  running  away.  Was  ever  a  promising 
young  man  wishing  to  lay  the  foundation  of  his  fortune 
by  appropriating  his  motner's  guineas  obstructed  by  such 
a  day-mare  as  this?  But  the  moment  must  come  when 
Jacob  would  move  his  right  hand  to  draw  off  the  lid  of 
the  tin  box,  and  then  David  would  sweep  the  guineas  into 
the  hole  with  the  utmost  address  and  swiftness,  and  imme- 
diately seat  himself  upon  them.  Ah,  no!  It's  of  no  use 
to  have  foresight  when  you  are  dealing  with  an  idiot:  he 
is  not  to  be  calculated  upon.  Jacob's  right  hand  was 
given  to  vague  clutching  and  throwing;  it  suddenly 
clutched  the  guineas  as  if  they  had  been  so  many  pebbles, 
and  was  raised  in  an  attitude  which  promised  to  scatter 
them  like  seed  over  a  distant  bramble,  when,  from  some 
prompting  or  other — probably  of  an  unwonted  sensation — 
it  paused,  descended  to  Jacob's  knee,  and  opened  slowly 
under  the  inspection 'of  Jacob's  dull  eyes.  David  began 
to  pray  again,  but  immediately  desisted — another  resource 
having  occurred  to  him. 

^^  Mother!  zinnies!"  exclaimed  the  innocent  Jacob. 
Then,  looking  at  David,  he  said,  interrogatively,  ^^Box?" 

*^Hush!  hush! "said  David,  summoning  all  his  inge- 
nuity in  this  severe  strait.  ^* See,  Jacob!"  He  took  the 
tin  box  from  his  brother's  hand,  and  emptied  it  of  tlic 
lozenges,  returning  half  of  them  to  Jacob,  but  secretely 
keeping  the  rest  in  his  own  hand.  Then  he  held  out  the 
empty  box,  and  said,  *^  Here's  the  box,  Jacob!  The  box 
for  the  guineas! "  gently  sweeping  them  from  Jacob's  palm 
into  the  box. 

This  procedure  was  not  objectionable  to  Jacob;  on  the 
contrary,  the  guineas  clinked  so  pleasantly  as  they  fell, 
that  he  wished  for  a  repetition  of  the  sound,  and  seizing 
the  box,  began  to  rattle  it  verj  gleefully.  David,  seizing 
the  opportunity,  deposited   his  reserve  lozenges   in   the 

f  round  and  hastily  swept  some  earth  over  them.  *'  Look, 
acob!"  he  said,  at  last.  Jacob  paused  from  his  clinking, 
and  looked  into  the  hole,  while  David  began  to  scratch 
away  the  earth,  as  if  in  doubtful  expectation.  When  the 
lozenges  were  laid  bare,  he  took  them  out  one  by  one,  and 
gave  them  to  Jacob. 
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^*  Hush!  ^^  he  said,  in  a  loud  whisper,  *^  Tell  nobody — all 
for  Jacob -^  hush — sh — sh!  Put  guineas  in  the  hole — 
they'll  come  out  like  this!''  To  make  the  lesson  more 
complete,  he, took  a  guinea,  and  lowering  it  into  the  hole, 
said,  ^^  Put  in  so,"  Then,  as  he  took  the  last  lozenge  out, 
he  said,  *^  Come  out  so/'  and  put  the  lozenge  into  Jacob's 
ho^itable  mouth. 

Jacob  turned  his  head  on  one  side,  looked  first  at  his 
brother  and  then  at  the  hole,  like  a  reflective  monkey, 
and,  finally,  laid  the  box  of  guineas  in  the  hole  with  much 
decision.  David  made  haste  to  add  eveiy  one  of  the  stray 
<5oins,  put  on  the  lid,  and  covered  it  well  with  earth,  say- 
ing in  nis  most  coaxing  tone — 

^^Take  'm  out  to-morrow,  Jacob;  all  for  Jacob!  Hush — 
eh— sh!" 

Jacob,  to  whom  this  once  indifferent  brother  had  all  at 
once  become  a  sort  of  sweet-tasted  fetish,  stroked  David's 
best  coat  with  his  adhesive  fingers,  and  then  hugged  him 
with  an  accompaniment  of  that  mingled  chuckling  and  gurg- 
ling by  which  he  was  accustomed  to  express  the  milder 
passions.  But  if  he  had  chosen  to  bite  a  small  morsel  out 
of  his  beneficent  brother's  cheek,  David  would  have  been 
obliged  to  bear  it. 

And  here  I  must  pause,  to  point  out  to  you  the  short- 
sightedness of  human  contrivance.  This  ingenious  young 
man,  Mr.  David  Faux,  thought  he  had  achieved  a  triumph 
of  cunning  when  he  had  associated  himself  in  his  brother's 
rudimentary  mind  with  the  flavor  of  yellow  lozenges.  But 
he  had  yet  to  learn  that  it  is  a  dreadful  thing  to  make  an 
idiot  fond  of  you,  when  you  yourself  are  not  of  an  affec- 
tionate disposition:  especially  an  idiot  with  a  pitchfork — 
obviously  a  difficult  friend  to  shake  off  by  rough  usage. 

It  may  seem  to  you  rather  a  blundering  contrivance  for 
a  clever  young  man  to  bury  the  guineas.  But,  if  every- 
thing had  turned  out  as  David  had  calculated,  you  would 
Jiave  seen  that  his  plan  was  worthy  of  his  talents.  The 
guineas  would  have  lain  safely  in  the  earth  while  the  theft 
was  discovered,  and  David,  with  the  calm  of  conscious  inno- 
cence, would  have  lingered  at  home,  reluctant  to  say  good- 
bye to  his  dear  mother  while  she  was  in  grief  about  her 
guineas;  till  at  length,  on  the  eve  of  his  departure,  he 
would  have  disinterred  them  in  the  strictest  privacy,  and 
carried  them  on  his  own  person  without  inconvenience. 
But  David,  you  perceive,  had  reckoned  without  his  host, 
or,  to  speak  more  precisely,  without  his  idiot  brother — an 


BKOTHER   JACOB,  229 

item  of  so  uncertain  and  fluctuating  a  character,  that  I 
doubt  whether  he  would  not  have  puzzled  the  astute  heroes 
of  M.  de  Balzac,  whose  foresight  is  so  remarkably  at  home 
in  the  future. 

It  was  clear  to  David  now  that  he  had  only  one  alterna- 
tive before  him:  he  must  either  renounce  the  guineas,  by 
quietly  putting  them  back  in  his  mother's  drawer  (a  course 
not  unattended  with  difficulty);  or  he  must  leave  more  than 
a  suspicion  behind  him,  by  departing  early  the  next  morn- 
ing without  giving  notice,  and  with  the  guineas  in  his 
Socket.  For  if  he  gave  notice  that  he  was  going,  his  mother, 
e  knew,  would  insist  on  fetching  from  her  box  of  ^ineas 
the  three  she  had  alway  promised  him  as  his  share;  indeed, 
in  his  original  plan,  he  had  counted  on  this  as  a  means  by 
which  the  theft  would  be  discovered  under  circumstances 
that  would  themselves  speak  for  his  innocence;  but  now,  as 
I  need  hardly  explain,  that  well-combined  plan  was  com- 
pletely frustrated.  Even  if  David  could  have  bribed  Jacob 
with  perpetual  lozenges,  an  idiot's  secrecy  is  itself  betrayal. 
He  dared  not  even  go  to  tea  at  Mr.  Lunn's,  for  in  that  case  he 
would  have  lost  eight  of  Jacob,  who,  in  his  impatience  for 
the  crop  of  lozenges,  might  scratch  up  the  box  again  while 
he  was  absent,  and  carry  it  home — depriving  him  at  once 
of  reputation  and  guineas.  No!  he  must  thmk  of  nothing 
all  the  rest  of  this  day,  but  of  coaxing  Jacob  and  keeping 
him  out  of  mischiei.  It  was  a  fatiguing  and  anxious 
evening  to  David;  nevertheless,  he  dared  not  go  to  sleep 
without  tying  a  piece  of  string  to  his  thumb  and  great  toe, 
to  secure  nis  frequent  waking;  for  he  meant  to  be  up  with 
the  first  peep  of  dawn,  and  be  far  out  of  reach  before 
breakfast-time.  His  father,  he  thought,  would  certainly 
cut  him  off  with  a  shilling;  but  what  then?  Such  a  strik- 
ing young  man  as  he  would  be  sure  to  be  well  received  in 
the  West  Indies;  in  foreign  countries  there  are  always  open- 
ings—even for  cats.  It  was  probable  that  some  Princess 
Yarico  would  want  him  to  marry  her,  and  make  him  pres- 
ents of  very  large  jewels  beforehand;  after  which,  he 
needn't  marry  her  unless  he  liked.  David  had  made  up 
his  mind  not  to  steal  any  more,  even  from  people  who  were 
fond  of  him:  it  was  an  unpleasant  way  of  making  your 
fortune  in  a  world  where  you  were  likely  to  be  surprised  in 
the  act  by  brothers.  Such  alarms  did  not  agree  with  David's 
constitution,  and  he  had  felt  so  much  nausea  this  evening 
that  no  doubt  his  liver  was  affected.  Besides,  he  would 
have  been  greatly  hurt  not  to  be  thought  well  of  in  the 
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world:  he  always  meant  to  make  a  figure,  and  be  thought 
worthy  of  the  best  seats  and  the  best  morsels. 

Ruminating  to  this  effect  on  the  brilliant  future  in 
reserve  for  him,  David  by  the  help  of  his  check-string 
kept  himself  on  the  alert  to  seize  the  time  of  earliest  dawn 
for  his  rising  and  departure.  His  brothers,  of  course, 
were  early  risers,  but  he  should  anticipate  them  by  at  least 
an  hour  and  a  half,  and  the  little  room  which  he  had  to 
himself  as  onlv  an  occasional  visitor,  had  its  window  over 
the  horse-block,  so  that  he  could  slip  out  through  the 
window  without  the  least  difficulty.  Jacob,  the  horrible 
Jacob,  had  an  awkward  trick  of  getting  up  before  every- 
body else,  to  stem  his  hunger  by  emptying  the  milk-bowl 
that  was  *^duly  set^'  for  him;  but  of  late  he  had  taken  to 
sleeping  in  the  hay-loft,  and  if  he  came  into  the  house  it 
,  would  ber  on  the  opposite  side  to  that  from  which  David 
was  making  his  exit.  There  was  no  need  to  think  of 
Jacob;  yet  David  was  liberal  enough,  to  bestow  a  curse  on 
him — it  was  the  only  thing  he  ever  did  bestow  gratui- 
tously. His  small  bundle  of  clothes  was  ready  packed, 
and  he  was  soon  treading  lightly  on  the  steps  of  the  horse- 
block, soon  walking  at  a  smart  pace  across  the  fields  toward 
the  thicket.  It  would  take  him  no  more  than  two  minutes 
to  get  out  the  box;  he  could  make  out  the  tree  it  was 
under  by  the  pale  strip  where  the  bark  was  off,  although 
the  dawning  light  was  rather  dimmer  in  the  thicket.  But 
what,  in  the  name  of — burnt  pastry — was  that  large  body 
with  a  staff  planted  beside  it,  close  at  the  foot  of  the  ash 
tree?  David  paused,  not  to  make  up  his  mind  as  to  the 
nature  of  the  apparition — he  had  not  the  happiness  of 
doubting  for  a  moment  that  the  staff  was  Jacob's  pitch- 
fork— but  to  gather  the  self-command  necessary  for  address- 
ing his  brother  with  a  sufficiently  honeyed  accent.  Jacob 
was  absorbed  in  scratching  up  the  earth,  and  had  not 
heard  David's  approach. 

^'I  say,  Jacob,"  said  David  in  a  loud  whisper,  just  as 
the  tin  box  was  lifted  out  of  the  hole. 

Jacob  looked  up,  and  discerning  his  sweet  -  flavored 
brother,  nodded  and  grinned  in  the  dim  light  in  a  way 
that  made  him  seem  to  David  like  a  triumphant  demon. 
If  he  had  been  of  an  impetuous  disposition^  he  would  have 
snatched  the  pitchfork  from  the  ground  and  impaled  this 
fraternal  demon.  But  David  was  by  no  means  impetuous; 
he  was  a  young  man  greatly  given  to  calculate  conse- 
quences, a  habit  which  has  been  held  to  be  the  foundation 
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of  virtue.  But  somehow  it  had  not  precisely  that  effect  ii^ 
David:  he  calculated  whether  an  action  would  harm  him- 
self, or  whether  it  would  only  harm  other  people.  In  ihe 
former  case  he  was  very  timid  about  satisfying  his  imme- 
diate desires,  but  in  the  latter  he  would  risk  the  result 
with  much  courage. 

"Give  it  me,  Jacob/^  he  said,  stooping  down  and 
patting  his  brother.     "Let  us  see.^^ 

Jacob,  finding  the  lid  rather  tight,  gave  the  box  to  his 
brother  in  perfect  faith.  David  raised  the  lid,  and  shook 
his  head,  while  Jacob  put  his  finger  in  and  took  out  a 
guinea  to  taste  whether  the  metamorphosis  into  lozenges 
was  complete  and  satisfactory. 

**No,  Jacob;  too  soon,  too  soon,^^said  David,  when  the 
guinea  had  been  tasted.  "Give  it  me;  we^ll  go  and 
bury  it  somewhere  else;  we^U  put  it  in  yonder, ^^  he  added, 
pointing  vaguely  toward  the  distance. 

David  screwed  on  the  lid,  while  Jacob,  looking  grave, 
rose  and  grasped  his  pitchfork.  Then,  seeing  David^s 
bundle,  he  snatched  it,  like  a  too  officious  Newfoundland, 
stuck  his  pitchfork  into  it  and  carried  it  over  his  shoulder 
in  triumph  as  he  accompanied  David  and  the  box  out  of 
the  thicKet. 

What  on  earth  was  David  to  do?  It  would  have  been 
easy  to  frown  at  Jacob,  and  kick  him,  and  order  him  to 

Set  away;  but  David  dared  as  soon  have  kicked  the  bull, 
acob  was  quiet  as  long  as  he  was' treated  indulgently;  but 
on  the  slightest  show  of  anger  he  became  unmanageable, 
and  was  liable  to  fits  of  fury  which  would  have  made  him 
formidable  even  without  ©his  pitchfork.  There  was  no 
mastery  to  be  obtained  over  him  except  by  kindness  or 
guile.     David  tried  guile. 

*^Go,  Jacob,''  he  said,  when  they  were  out  of  the 
thicket — pointing  toward  the  house  as  he  spoke;  "go  and 
fetch  me  a  spade — a  spade.  But  give  me  the  bundle,''  he 
added,  trying  to  reach  it  from  the  fork,  where  it  hung  high 
above  Jacob's  tall  shoulder. 

But  Jacob  showed  as  much  alacrity  in  obeying  as  a  wasp 
shows  in  leaving  a  sugar-basin.  Near  David,  he  felt  him- 
self in  the  vicinity  of  lozenges:  he  chuckled  and  rubbed 
his  brother's  back,  brandishing  the  bundle  higher  out  of 
reach.  David,  with  an  inward  groan,  changed  his  tactics, 
and  walked  on  as  fast  as  he  could.  It  was  not  safe  to 
linger.  Jacob  would  get  tired  of  following  him,  or,  at  all 
events,  could  be  eluded.     If  they  could  once  get  to  the 
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distant  highroad,  a  coach  would  overtake  them,  David 
would  mount  it,  having  previously  by  some  ingenious 
means  secured  his  bundle,  and  then  Jacob  might  howl 
and  flourish  his  pitchfork  as  much  as  he  liked.  Meanwhile 
he  was  under  the  fatal  necessity  of  being  very  kind  to  this 
ogre,  and  of  providing  a  large  breakfast  for  him  when  they 
stopped  at  a.  roadside  inn.  It  was  already  three  hours 
since  they  had  started,  and  David  was  tired.  Would  no 
coach  be  coming  up  soon?  he  enquired.  No  coach  for  the 
next  two  hours.  But  there  was  a  carrier's  cart  to  come 
immediately,  on  its  way  to  the  next  town.  If  he  could 
slip  out,  even  leaving  his  bundle  behind,  and  get  into  the 
cart  without  Jacob!  But  there  was  a  new  obstacle.  Jacob 
had  recently  discovered  a  remnant  of  sugar-candy  in  one 
of  his  brother's  tail-pockets;  and,  since  then,  had  cau- 
tiously kept  his  hold  on  that  limb  of  the  garment,  perhaps 
with  an  expectation  that  there  would  be  a  further  devel- 
opment of  sugar-candy  after  a  longer  or  shorter  interval. 
Now  every  one  who  has  worn  a  coat  will  understand  the 
sensibilities  that  must  keep  a  man  from  starting  away  in  a 
hurry  when  there  is  a  grasp  on  his  coat-tail.  David 
looked  forward  to  being  well  received  among  strangers, 
but  it  might  make  a  difference  if  he"  had  only  one  tail  to 
his  coat. 

He  felt  himself  in  a  cold  perspiration.  He  could  walk 
no  more:  he  must  get  into  the  cart  and  let  Jacob  get  in 
with  him.  Presently  a  cheering  idea  occurred  to  him: 
after  so  large  a  breakfast,  Jacob  would  be  sure  to  go  to 
sleep  in  the  cart;  you  see  at  once  that  David  meant  to 
seize  his  bundle,  jump  out,  anil  be  free.  His  expectation 
was  partly  fulfilled:  Jacob  did  go  to  sleep  in  the  cart,  but 
it  was  in  a  peculiar  attitude — it  was  with  his  arms  tightly 
fastened  round  his  dear  brother's  body;  and  if  ever  David 
attempted  to  move,  the  grasp  tightened  with  the  force  of 
an  affectionate  boa-constrictor. 

^*Th'  innicent's  fond  on  you,^'  observed  the  carrier, 
thinking  that  David  was  probably  an  amiable  brother,  and 
wishing  to  pay  him  a  compliment. 

David  groaned.  The  ways  of  thieving  were  not  ways  of 
pleasantness.  Oh,  why  had  he  an  idiot  brother?  Or  why, 
m  general,  wac  the  world  so  constituted  that  a  man  could 
not  t/ike  his  mother^s  guineas  comfortably?  David  became 
grimly  speculative. 

Copious  dinner  at  noon  for  Jacob;  but  little  dinner, 
because  little  appetite,  for  David.     Instead  of  eating,  he 
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plied  Jacob  with  beer;  for  through  this  liberality  he 
^.escried  a  hope.  Jacob  fell  into  a  dead  sleep,  at  last,  with- 
\jut  having  his  arms  round  David,  who  paid  the  reckoning, 
took  his  bundle,  and  walked  off.  In  another  half-hour  he 
wa»  on  the  coach  on  his  way  to  Liverpool,  smiling  the  smile 
of  the  triumphant  wicked.  He  was  rid  of  Jacob— he  was 
bound  for  the  Indies,  where  a  gullible  princess  awaited 
him.  He  would  never  steal  any  more,  but  there  would  be 
no  need;  he  would  show  himself  so  deserving,  that  people 
would  make  him  presents  freely.  He  must  give  up  the 
notion  of  his  fathers  legacy;  but  it  was  not  likely  he 
would  ever  want  that  trifle;  and  even  if  he  did — why,  it 
was  a  compensation  to  think  that  in  being  forever  divided 
from  his  family  he  was  divided  from  Jacob,  more  terrible 
than  Gorgon  or  Demogorgon  to  David^s  timid  green  eyes. 
Thank  heaven,  he  should  never  see  Jacob  any  more! 


CHAPTEE  11. 


It  was  nearly  six  years  after  the  departure  of  Mr.  David 
Faux  for  the  West  Indies,  that  the  vacant  shop  in  the 
market-place  at  Grimworth  was  understood  to  have  been 
let  to  the  stranger  with  a  sallow  complexion  and  a  buff 
cravat,  whose  first  appearance  had  caused  some  excitement 
in  the  bar  of  the  Woolpack,  where  he  had  called  to  wait 
for  the  coach. 

Grimworth,  to  a  discerning  eye,  was  a  good  place  to  set 
up  shopkeeping  in.     There  was  no  competition  in  it  at 

S resent;  the  Church-people  had  their  own  grocer  and 
raper;  the  Dissenters  had  theirs;  and  the  two  or  three 
butchers  found  a  ready  market  for  their  joints  without 
strict  reference  to  religious  persuasion — except  that  the 
'  rector^s  wife  had  given  a  general  order  for  the  .veal  sweet- 
breads and  the  mutton  kidneys,  while  Mr.  Rodd,  the 
Baptist  minister,  had  requested  that,  so  far  as  was  com- 
patible with  the  fair  accommodation  of  other  customers, 
the  sheep's  trotters  might  be  reserved  for  him.  And  it 
was  likely  to  be  a  growing  place,  for  the  trustees  of  Mr. 
Zephaniah  Crypt^s  Charity,  under  the  stimulus  of  a  late 
visitation  by  commissioners,  were  beginning  to  apply  long- 
accumulating  funds  to  the  rebuilding  of  the  Yellow  Coat 
School,  which  was  henceforth  to  be  carried  forward  on  a 
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greatly-extended  scale,  the  testator  having  left  no  restric- 
tions concerning  the  curriculum,  but  only  concerning  the 
coat. 

The  shopkeepers  at  Grim  worth  were  by  no  means  unani- 
mous as  to  the  advantages  promised  by  this  prospect  of 
increased  population  and  trading,  bein^  substantial  men, 
who  liked  doing  a  quiet  business  in  which  they  were  sure 
of  their  customers,  and  could  calculate  their  returns  to  a 
nicety.  Hitherto,  it  had  been  held  a  point  of  honor  by  the 
families  in  Grimworth  parish,  to  buy  their  sugar  and  their 
flannel  at  the  shops  where  their  fathers  and  mothers  had 
bought  before  them;  but,  if  new-comers  were  to  bring  in 
the  system  of  neck-and-neck  trading,  and  solicit  feminine 
eyes  by  gown-pieces  laid  in  fan-like  folds,  and  surmounted 
by  artificial  flowers,  giving  them  a  factitious  charm  (for  on 
what  human  figure  would  a  gown  sit  like  a  fan,  or  what 
female  head  was  like  a  bunch  of  China-asters?),  or,  if  new 
grocers  were  to  fill  their  windows  with  mountains  of  cur- 
rants and  sugar,  made  seductive  by  contrast  and  tickets, — 
what  security  was  there  for  Grim  worth,  that  a  vagrant 
spirit  in  shopping,  once  introduced,  would  not  in  the  end 
carry  the  most  important  families  to  the  larger  market 
town  of  Cattleton,  where,  business  being  done  on  a  system 
of  small  profits  and  quick  returns,  the  fashions  were  of  the 
freshest,  and  goods  of  all  kinds  might  be  bought  at  an 
advantage? 

With  this  view  of  the  times  predominant  among  the 
tradespeople  at  Grimworth,  their  uncertainty  concerning 
the  natlire  of  the  business  which  the  sallow-complexioned 
stranger  was  about  to  set  up  in  the  vacant  shop,  naturally 
gave  some  additional  strength  to  the  fears  of  the  less  san- 
guine. If  he  was  going  to  sell  drapery,  it  was  probable 
that  a  pale-faced  fellow  like  that  would  deal  in  showy  and 
inferior  articles — ^printed  cottons  and  muslins  which  would 
leave  their  dye  in  the  wash-tub,  jobbed  linen  full  of  knots, 
and  fiannel  that  would  soon  look  like  gauze.  If  grocery, 
then  it  was  to  be  hoped  that  no  mother  of  a  family  would 
trust  the  teas  of  an  untried  grocer.  Such  things  had  been 
known  in  some  parishes  as  tradesmen  going  about  can- 
vassing for  custom  with  cards  in  their  pockets;  when 
people  came  from  nobody  knew  where,  there  was  no  know- 
ing what  they  might  do.  It  was  a  thousand  pities  that 
Mr.  Moffat,  the  auctioneer  and  broker,  had  died  without 
leaving  anybody  to  follow  him  in  the  business,  and  Mrs. 
elevens  trustee  ought  to  have*  known  better  than  to  let  ^ 


BROTHER  JACOB.  235 

tjhop  to  a  stranger.  Even  the  discovery  that  ovens  were 
being  put  up  on  the  premises,  and  that  the  shop  was,  in 
fact,  being  fitted  up  for  a  confectioner  and  pastry-cook's 
business,  hitherto  unknown  in  Grimworth,  did  not  quite 
suffice  to  turn  the  scale  in  the  new-comer's  favor,  though 
the  landlady  at  the  Woolpack  defended  him  warmly,  said 
he  seemed  to  be  a  very  clever  young  man,  and  from  what 
she  could  make  out,  came  of  a  very  good  family;  indeed, 
was  most  likely  a  good  many  people's  betters. 

It  certainly  made  a  blaze  oi  light  and  color,  almost  as 
if  a  rainbow  had  suddenly  descended  into  the  market- 
place, when,  one  fine  morning,  the  shutters  were  taken 
down  from  the  new  shop,  and  the  two  windows  displayed 
their  decorations.  On  one  side  there  were  the  variegated 
tints  of  colored  and  marbled  meats,  set  off  by  bright  green 
leaves,  the  pale  brown  of  glazed  pies,  the  rich  tones  of 
sauces  and  bottled  fruits  enclosed  in  their  veil  of  glass — 
altogether  a  sight  to  bring  tears  into  the  eyes  of  a  Dutch 
painter;  and  on  the  other  there  was  a  predominance  of  the 
more  delicate  hues  of  pink,  and  white,  and  yellow,  and 
buff,  in  the  abundant  lozenges,  candies,  sweet  biscuits  and 
icings,  which  to  the  eyes  of  a  bilious  person  might  easily 
have  been  blended  into  a  faery  landscape  in  Turner's  latest 
style.  What  a  sight  to  dawn  upon  the  eyes  of  Grimworth 
children!  They  almost  forgot  to  go  to  their  dinner  that 
day,  their  appetites  being  preoccupied  with  imaginary 
sugar-plums;  and  I  think  even  Punch,  setting  up  his 
tabernacle  in  the  market-place  would  not  have  succeeded 
in  drawing  them  away  from  those  shop-windows,  where 
they  stood  according  to  gradations  of  size  and  strength, 
the  biggest  and  strongest  being  nearest  the  window,  and 
the  little  ones  in  the  outermost  rows  lifting  wide-open  eyes 
and  mouths  towards  the  upper  tier  of  jars,  like  small  birds 
at  meal-time. 

The  elder  inhabitants  pished  and  pshawed  a  little  at 
the  follj  of  the  new  shopkeeper  in  venturing  on  such  an 
outlay  m  goods  that  would  not  keep;  to  be  sure,  Christ- 
mas was  coming,  but  what  housewife  in  Grimworth  would 
not  think  it  a  shame  to  furnish  forth  her  table  with  articles 
that  were  not  home-cooked?  No,  no.  Mr.  Edward  Freely, 
,  as  he  called  himself,  was  deceived,  if  he  thought  Grim- 
worth money  was  to  fiow  into  his  pockets  on  such  terms. 

Edward  Freely  was  the  name  that  shone  in  gilt  letters 
on  a  mazarine  ground  over  the  doorplace  of  the  new  shop — 
a  generous-sounding  name,  that  might  have  belonged  to 
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the  open-hearted,  improvident  hero  of  an  old  comedy,  who 
would  have  delighted  i*n  raining  sugared  almonds,  like  a 
new  manna-gift,  among  that  small  generation  outside  the 
windows.  But  Mr.  Edward  Freeljr  was  a  man  whose 
impulses  were  kept  in  due  subordination:  he  held  that  the 
desire  for  sweets  and  pastry  must  only  be  satisfied  in  a 
direct  ratio  with  the  power  for  paying  for  them.  If  the 
smallest  child  in  Grimworth  would  go  to  him  with  a  half- 

Senny  in  its  tiny  fist,  he  would,  after  ringmg  the  halfpenny, 
eliver  a  just  equivalent  in  "rock.^^  He  was  not  a  man 
to  cheat  even  the  smallest  child — he  often  said  so,  observ- 
ing at  the  same  time  that  he  loved  honesty,  and  also  that 
he  was  very  tender-hearted,  though  he  didn^t  show  his 
feelings  as  some  people  did. 

Either  in  reward  of  such  virtue,  or  according  to  some 
more  hidden  law  of  sequence,  Mr.  Freely^s  business,  in 
spite  of  prejudice,  started  under  favorable  auspices.  For 
Mrs.  Chaloner,  the  rector^s  wife,  was  among  the  earliest 
customers  at  the  shop,  thinking  it  only  right  to  encourage 
a  new  parishioner  who  had  made  a  decorous  appearance  at 
church;  and  she  found  Mr.  Freely  a  most  civil,  obliging 
young  man,  and  intelligent  to  a  surprising  degree  for 
a  confectioner;  well-principled,  too,  for  in  giving  her 
useful  hints  about  choosing  sugars,  he  had  thrown  much 
light  on  the  dishonesty  of  other  tradesmen.  Moreover,  he 
had  been  in  tlie  West  Indies,  and  had  seen  the  very  estate 
which  had  been  her  poor  grandfather^s  property;  and  he 
said  the  missionaries  were  the  only  cause  of  the  negroes 
discontent — an  observing  young  man,  evidently.  Mrs. 
Chaloner  ordered  wine-biscuits  and  olives,  and  gave  Mr. 
Freely  to  understand  that  she  should  find  his  shop  a  ffreat 
convenience.  So  did  the  doctor's  wife,  and  so  did  Mrs. 
Gate,  at  the  large  carding-mill,  who,  having  high  connec- 
tions frequently  visiting  her,  might  be  expected  to  have  a 
large  consumption  of  ratafias  and  macaroons. 

The  less  aristocratic  matrons  of  Grimworth  seemed  likely 
at  first  to  justify  their  husbands'  confidence  that  they 
would  never  pay  a  percentage  of  profits  on  drop-cakes, 
instead  of  making  their  own,  or  get  up  a  hollow  show  of 
liberal  housekeeping  by  purchasing  slices  of  collared  meat 
when  a  neighbor  came  in  for  supper.  But  it  is  my  task  to 
narrate  the  gradual  corruption  of  Grimworth  manners 
from  their  primitive  simplicity — a  melancholy  task  if  it 
were  not  cheered  by  the  prospect  of  the  fine  peripateia  or 
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downfall  by  which  the  progress  of  the  corruption  was 
ultimately  checked. 

It  was  young  Mrs.  Steene,  the  veterinary  surgeon^s  wife, 
who  first  gave  way  to  temptation.  I  fear  she  had  been 
rather  over-educated  for  her  station  in  life,  for  she  knew 
by  heart  many  passages  in  '*Lalla  Kookh,"  the  '*  Corsair/' 
and  the  ^'  Siege  of  Corinth/'  which  had  dven  her  a  dis- 
taste for  domestic  occupations,  and  caused  her  a  withering 
disappointment  at  the  discovery  that  Mr.  Steene,  since  his 
marriage,  had  lost  all  interest  in  the  *^bulbul,'' openly  pre- 
ferred discussing  the  nature  of  spavin  with  a  coarse  neigh- 
bor, and  was  angry  if  the  pudding  turned  out  watery — 
indeed,  was  simply  a  top-booted  *'vet.,''  who  came  in 
hungry  at  dinner-time;  and  not  in  the  least  like  a  noble- 
man turned  Corsair  out  of  pure  scorn  for  his  race,  or  like 
a  renegade  with  a  turban  and  crescent,  unless  it  were  in 
the  irritability  of  his  temper.  And  scorn  is  such  a  very 
different  thing  in  top-boots! 

This  brutal  man  had  invited  a  supper-party  for  Christ- 
mas Eve,  when  he  would  expect  to  see  mmce-pies  on  the 
table.  Mrs.  Steene  had  prepared  her  my;ice-meat,  and 
had  devoted  much  butter,  fine  flour,  and  labor,  to  the 
making  of  a  batch  of  pies  in  the  morning;  but  they  proved 
to  be  so  very  heavy  when  they  came  out  of  the  oven  that 
she  could  only  think  with  trembling  of  the  moment  when 
her  husband  should  catch  sight  of  them  on  the  supper- 
table.  He  would  storm  at  her,  she  was  certain;  and  before 
all  the  company;  and  then  she  should  never  help  crying: 
it  was  so  dreadful  to  think  she  had  come  to  that,  after  the 
bulbul  and  everything!  Suddenly  the  thought  darted 
through  her  mind  thd,t  this  once  she  might  send  for  a  dish 
of  mince-pies  from  Freely 's:  she  knew  he  had  some.  But 
what  was  to  become  of  the  eighteen  heavy  mince-pies? 
Oh,  it  was  of  no  use  thinking  about  that;  it  was  very 
expensive — indeed,  making  mince-pies  at  all  was  a  great 
expense,  when  they  were  not  sure'  to  turn  out  well:  it 
would  be  much  better  to  buy  them  ready-made.  You 
paid  a  little  more  for  them,  but  there  was  no  risk  of  waste. 

Such  was  the  sophistry  with  which  this  misguided  young 
woman— enough.  Mrs.  Steene  sent  for  the  mince-pies, 
and,  I  am  grieved  to  Add,  garbled  her  household  accounts 
in  order  to  conceal  the  fact  from  her  husband.  This  was 
the  second  step  in  a  downward  course,  all  owing  to  a  young 
woman's  being  out  of  harmony  with  her  circumstances, 
yearning  after  renegades  and  bulbuls,  and  being  subject  to 
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claims  from  a  veterinary  surgeon  fond  of  mince-pies.  Th6 
third  step  was  to  harden  herself  by  telling  the  fact  of  the 
bought  mince-pies  to  her  intimate  friend  Mrs.  Mole,  who 
had  already  guessed  it,  and  who  subsequently  encouraged 
herself  in  buying  a  mould  of  jelly,  instead  of  exerting  her 
own  skill,  by  the  reflection  that  ** other  people"  did  the 
same  sort  of  thing.  The  infection  spread;  soon  there  was 
a  party  or  clique  in  Grim  worth  on  the  side  of  '*  buying  at 
Freely's";  and  many  husbands,  kept  for  some  time  in  the 
dark  on  this  point,  innocently  swallowed  at  two  mouthfuls 
a  tart  on  which  they  were  paying  a  profit  of  a  hundred  per 
cent,  and  as  innocently  encouraged  a  fatal  disingenuous- 
ness  in  the  partners  of  their  bosoms  by  praising  the  pastry. 
Others,  more  keen-sighted,  winked  at  the  too  frequent 
presentation  on  washing-days,  and  at  impromptu  sup- 
pers, of  superior  spiced-beef,  which  flattered  tneir  pal- 
ates more  than  the  cold  remnants  they  had  formerly 
been  contented  with.  Every  housewife  who  had  once 
^'bought  at  Freeljr's'^  felt  a  secret  joy  when  she  de- 
tected a  similar  perversion  in  her  neighbor's  practice 
and  soon  only^two  or  three  old-fashioned  mistresses  of 
families  held  out  in  the  protest  against  the  growing 
demoralization,  saying  to  their  neighbors  who  came  to  sup 
with  them,  '^  I  can't  offer  you  Freely's  berf,  or  Freely  s 
cheese-cakes;  everything  in  our  house  is  home-made;  I  m 
afraid  you'll  hardly  have  any  appetite  for  our  plain  pas- 
try." The  doctor,  whose  cook  was  not  satisfactory,  the 
curate,  who  kept  no  cook,  and  the  mining  agent,  who  was 
a  great  hon  vivant,  even  began  to  rely  on  Freely  for  the 
greater  part  of  their  dinner,  when  they  wished  to  give  an 
entertainment  of  some  brilliancy.  In  short,  the  business 
of  manufacturing  the  more  fanciful  viands  was  fast  passing 
out  of  the  hands  of  maids  and  matrons  in  private  families, 
and  was  becoming  the  work  of  a  special  commercial  organ. 
I  am  not  ignorant  that  this  sort  of  thing  is  called  the 
inevitable  course  of  citilization,  division  of  labor,  and  so 
forth,  and  that  the  maids  and  matrons  may  be  said  to  have 
had  their  hands  set  free  from  cookery  to  add  to  the  wealth 
of  society  in  some  other  way.  Only  it  happened  at  Grim- 
worth,  which,  to  be  sure,  was  a  low  place,  that  the  maids 
and  matrons  could  do  nothing  with  their  hands  at  all 
better  than  cooking;  not  even  those  who  had  always  made 
heavy  cakes  and  leathery  pastry.  And  so  it  came  to  pass, 
that  the  progress  of  civilization  at  Grimworth  was  not 
otherwise  apparent  than  in  the  impoverishment  of  men^ 
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the  gossiping  idleness  of  women,  and  the  heightening 
prosperity  of  Mr.  Edward  Freely. 

The  Yellow  Coat  School  was  a  double  source  of  profit  to 
the  calculating  confectioner;  for  he  opened  an  eating-room 
for  the  superior  workmen  emjployed  on  the  new  school,  and 
he  accommodated  the  pupils  at  the  old  school  bygiving 
great  attention  to  the  fancy-sugar  department.  When  1 
think  of  the  sweet-tasted  swans  and  other  ingenious  white 
shapes  crunched  by  the  small  teeth  of  that  rising  genera- 
tion, I  am  glad  to  remember  that  a  certain  amount  of 
calcareous  food  has  been  held  good  for  young  creatures 
whose  bones  are  not  quite  formed;  for  1  haye  observed 
these  delicacies  to  have  an  inorganic  flavor  which  would 
have  recommended  them  greatly  to  that  young  lady  of  the 
*^  Spectator's  "  acquaintance  who  habitually  mad.e  her  des- 
sert on  the  stems  of  tobacco-pipes. 

As  for  the  confectioner  himself,  he  made  his  way 
gradually  into  Grimworth  homes,  as  his  commodities 
did,  in  spite  of  some  initial  repugnance.  Somehow  or 
other,  his  recejjtion  as  a  guest  seemed,  a  thing  that 
required  justifying,  like  the  purchasing  of  his  pastry. 
In  the*  first  place,  he  was  a  stranger,  and  therefore  open 
to  suspicion;  secondly,  the  confectionery  business  was 
so  entirely  new  at  Grimworth,  that  its  place  in  the 
scale  of  rank  had  not  been  distinctly  ascertained.  There 
was  no  doubt  about  drapers  and  grocers,  when  they  came 
of  good  old  Grimworth  families,  like  Mr.  Luff  and  Mr. 
Prettyman:  they  visited  with  the  Palfreys,  who  farmed 
their  own  land,  played  many  a  game  at  whist  with  the 
doctor,  and  condescended  a  little  toward  the  timber  mer- 
chant, who  had  lately  taken  to  the  coal  trade  also,  and 
had  ffot  new  furniture.  But  whether  a  confectioner 
should  be  admitted  to  this  higher  level  of  respectability, 
or  should  be  understood  to  find  his  associates  among 
butchers  and  bakers,  was  a  new  question  on  which  tradi- 
tion threw  no  light.  His  being  a  bachelor  was  in  his 
favor,  and  would  perhaps  have  been  enough  to  turn  the 
scale,  even  if  Mr.  Edward  Fneely's  other  personal  preten- 
sions had  been  of  an  entirely  insignificant  caste.  But  so 
far  from  this,  it  very  soon  appeared  that  he  was  a  remark- 
able young  man,  who  had  been  in  the  West  Indies,  and  had 
seen  many  wonders  by  sea  and  land,  so  that  he  could 
charm  the"  ears  of  Grimworth  Desdemonas  with  stories  of 
strange  fishes,  especially  sharks,  which  he  had  stabbed  in 
the  nick  of  time  by  bravely  plunging  overboard  just  as  the 
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monster  was  turning  on  his  side  to  devour  the  cook^s  mate;  of 
terrible  fevers  which  he  had  undergone  in  a  land  where  the 
wind  blows  from  all  quarters  at  once;  of  rounds  of  toast  cut 
straight  from  the  bread-fruit  trees;  of  toes  bitten  off  by 
land-crabs;  of  large  honors  that  had  been  offered  to  him 
as  a  man  who  knew  what  was  what,  and  was  therefore  par- 
ticularly needed  in  a  tropical  climate;  and  of  a  Creole 
heiress  who  had  wept  bitterly  at  his  departure.  Such  con- 
versational talents  as  these,  we  know,  will  overcome  disad- 
vantages of  complexion;  and  young  Towers,  whose  cheeks 
were  of  the  finest  pink,  set  off  by  a  fringe  of  dark  whisker, 
was  quite  eclipsed  by  the  j)resence  of  the  sallow  Mr.  Freely. 
So  exceptional  a  confectioner  elevated  his  business,  and 
might  well  begin  to  make  disengaged  hearts  flutter  a  little. 
Fathers,  and  mothers  were  naturally  more  slow  and 
cautious  in  their  recognition  of  the  new-comer^s  merits. 
^^He's  an  amusing  fellow, ^^  said  Mr.  Prettyman,  the 
highly  respectable  grocer.  (Mrs.  Prettyman  was  a  Miss 
Fothergill,  and  her  sister  had  married  a  London  mercer.) 
^^He's  an  amusing  fellow;  and  I^ve  no  objection  to  his 
making  one  at  the  Oyster  Club;  but  he^s  a  bit  too  fond  of 
riding  the]  high  horse.  He^s  uncommonly  knowing,  I'll 
allow;  but  how  came  he  to  go  to  the  Indies?  I  should  like 
that  answered.  It's  unnatural  in  a  confectioner.  Fm  not 
fond  of  people  that  have  been  beyond  seas,  if  they  can't 
ffive  a  good  account  how  they  happened  to  go.  When 
folks  go  so  far  off,  it's  because  they've  got  little  credit 
nearer  home — that's  my  opinion,    however,  he's  got  some 

food  rum;  but  I  don't  want  to  be  hand  and  glove  with 
im,  for  all  that." 

It  was  this  kind  of  dim  suspicion  which  beclouded  the 
view  of  Mr.  Freely's  qualities  in  the  maturer  minds  of 
Grimworth  through  the  early  months  of  his  residence  there. 
But  when  the  confectioner  ceased  to  be  a  novelty,  the  sus- 
picions also  ceased  to  be  novel,  and  people  got  tired  of  hinting 
at  them,  especially  as  they  seemed  to  be  refuted  by  his  advanc- 
ing prosperity  and  importance.  Mr.  Freely  was  becoming 
a  person  of  influence  in  the  parish;  he  was  found  useful 
as  an  overseer  of  the  poor,  having  great  firmness  in  endur- 
ing other  people's  pain,  which  firmness,  he  said,  was  due 
to  his  great  benevolence;  he  always  did  what  was  good  for 
people  in  the  end.  Mr.  Chaloner  had  even  selected  him  as 
clergyman's  church  warden,  for  he  was  a  very  handy  man, 
and  much  more  of  Mr.  Chaloner's  opinion  m  everything 
about  church  business  than  the  older  parishioners.     Mr* 
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Freely  was  a  very  regular  churchman,  but  at  the  Oyster 
Club  he  was  sometimes  a  little  free  in  his  conversation, 
more  than  hinting  at  a  life  of  Sultanic  self-indulgence 
which  he  had  passed  in  the  West  Indies,  shaking  his  head 
now  and  then  and  smiling  rather  bitterly,  as  men  are  wont 
to  do  when  they  intimate  that  they  have  become  a  little  too 
wise  to  be  instructed  about  a  world  which  has  loi^g  been  flat 
and  stale  to  them. 

For  some  time  he  was  quite  general  in  his  attentions  to 
the  fair  sex,  combining  the  gallantries  of  a  lady^s  man 
with  a  severity  of  criticism  on  the  person  and  manners  of 
absent  belles,  which  tended  rather  to  stimulate  in  the 
feminine  breast  the' desire  to  conquer  the  approval  of  so 
fastidious  a  judge.  Nothing  short  of  the  very  best  in  the 
department  of  female  charms  and  virtues  could  sufiBce  to 
kindle  the  ardor  of  Mr.  Edward  Freely,  who  had  become 
familiar  with  the  most  luxuriant  and  dazzling  beauty  in 
the  West  Indies.  It  may  seem  incredible  that  a  confec- 
tioner should  have  ideas  and  conversation  so  much  resem- 
bling those  to  be  met  with  in  a  higher  walk  of  life,  but  it 
must  be  remembered  that  he  had  not  merely  traveled,  he  had 
also  bow-leg^  and  a  sallow,  small-featured  visage,  so  that 
nature  herself  had  stamped  him  for  a  fastidious  connois- 
seur of  the  fair  sex. 

At  last,  however,  it  seemed  clear  that  Cupid  had  found 
a  sharper  arrow  than  usual,  and  that  Mr.  Freely's  heart 
was  pierced.  It  was  the  general  talk  among  the  young 
people  at  Grim  worth.  But  was  it  really  love?  and  not 
rather  ambition?  Miss  Fullilove,  the  timber-merchant's 
daughter,  was  quite  sure  that  if  she  were  Miss  Penny  Pal- 
frey, she  would  be  cautious;  it  was  not  a  good  sign  when 
men  looked  so  much  above  themselves  for  a  wife.  For  it 
was  no  less  a  person  than  Miss  Penelope  Palfrey,  second 
daughter  of  the  Mr.  Palfrey,  who  farmed  his  own  land,  that 
had  attracted  Mr.  Freely's  peculiar  regard,  and  con- 
quered his  fastidiousness;  and  no  wonder;  for  the  Ideal,  as 
exhibited  in  the  finest  waxwork,  was  perhaps  never  so 
closely  approached  by  the  Keal  as  in  the  person  of  the 
pretty  Penelope.  Her  yellowish  flaxen  hair  did  not  curl 
naturally,  I  admit,  but  its  bright  crisp  ringlets  were  such 
smooth,  perfect  miniture  tubes,  that  you  would  have 
longed  to  pass  your  little  finger  through  them,  and  feel 
their  soft  elasticity.  She  wore  them  in  a  crop,  for  in  those 
days,  when  society  was  in  a  healthier  state,  young  ladies 
wore  crops  long  after  they  were  twenty,  and  Penelope  was 
1ft 
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not  yet  nineteen.  Like  the  waxen  ideal,  she  had  round 
blue  eyes,  and  round  nostrils  in  her  little  nose,  and  teeth, 
such  as  the  ideal  would  be  seen  to  have,  if  it  ever  showed 
chem.  Altogether,  she  was  a  small,  round  thing,  as  neat 
as  a  pink  and  white  double  daisy,  and  as  guileless;  for  I 
hope  it  does  not  argue  guile  in  a  pretty  damsel  of  nineteen, 
to  think  that  she  should  like  to  have  a  beau  and  be  *'  en- 
gaged,'^ when  her  elder  sister  had  already  been  in  that 
position  a  year  and  a  half.  To  be  sure,  there  was  young 
Towers  always  coming  to  the  house;  but  Penny  felt  con- 
vinced he  only  came  to  see  her  brother,  for  he  never 
had  anything  to  say  to  her,  and  never  offered  her  his  arm, 
and  was  as  awkward  and  silent  as  possible. 

It  is  not  likely  that  Mr.  Freely  had  early  been  smitten 
by  Penny^s  charms,  as  brought  under  his  observation  at 
cnurch,  but  he  had  to  make  his  way  in  societv  a  little 
before  he  could  come  into  nearer  contact  with  them;  and 
even  after  he  was  well  received  in  Grimworth  families,  it 
was  a  long  while  before  he  could  converse  with  Penny 
otherwise  than  in  an  incidental  meeting  at  Mr.  Luff's.  It 
was  not  so  easy,  to  get  invited  to  Long  Meadows,  the  resi- 
dence of  the  Palfreys;  for  though  Mr.  Palfrey  had  been 
losing  money  of  late  years,  not  being  able  quite  to  recover 
his  feet  after  the  terrible  murrain  which  forced  him  to 
borrow,  his  family  were  far  from  considering  themselves 
on  the  same  level  even  as  the  old-established  tradespeople 
with  whom  they  visited.  The  greatest  people,  even  kings 
and  queens,  niust  visit  with  somebody,  and  the  equals  of 
the  great  are  scarce.  They  were  especially  scarce  at  Grim- 
worth,  which,  as  I  have  before  observed,  was  a  low  parish, 
mentioned  with  the  most  scornful  brevity  in  gazetteers. 
Even  the  ^eat  people  there  were  far  behind  those  of  their 
own  standing  in  other  parts  of  this  realm.  Mr.  Palfrey's 
farmyard  doors  had  the  paint  all  worn  off  them,  and  the 
front  garden  walks  had  long  been  merged  in  a  general 
weediness.  Still,  his  father  had  been  called  Squire  Pal- 
frey, and  had  been  respected  by  the  last  Grimworth  gener- 
ation as  a  man  who  could  afford  to  drink  too  much  in  his 
own  house. 

Pretty  Penny  was  not  blind  to  the  fact  that  Mr.  Freely 
admired  her,  and  she  felt  sure  that  it  was  he  who  had  sent 
her  a  beautiful  valentine;  but  her  sister  seemed  to  think 
so  lightly  of  him  (all  young  ladies  think  lightly  of  the 
gentlemen  to  whom  they  are  not  engaged),  that  Penny 
never  dared  mention  him,  and  trembled  and    blushed 
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whenever  they  met  him,  thinking  of  the  valentine,  which 
was  verjr  strong  in  its  expressions,  and  which  she  felt 
guilty  of  knowing  by  heart.  A  man  who  had  been  to  the 
Indies,  and  knew  the  sea  so  well,  seemed  to  her  a  sort  of 
public  character,  almost  like  Robinson  Crusoe  or  Captain 
Cook;  and  Penny  had  always  wished  her  husband  to  be  a 
remarkable  personage,  likely  to  be  put  in  MangnalFs  Ques- 
tions, with  which  register  of  the  immortals  she  had  become 
acquainted  during  her  one  year  at  a  boarding-school. 
Only  it  seemed  strange  that  a  remarkable  man  should  be  a 
confectioner  and  pastry-cook,  and  this  anomaly  quite  dis- 
turbed Penny^s  dreams.  Her  brothers,  she  knew,  laughed 
at  men  who  couldn^t  sit  on  horseback  well,  and  called  them 
tailors;  but  her  brothers  were  very  rough,  and  were  quite 
without  that  power  of  anecdote  which  made  Mr.  Freely 
such  a  delightful  companion.  He  was  a  very  good  man, 
she  thought,  for  she  had  heard  him  say  at  Mr.  Luff's,  one 
day,  that  he  always  wished  to  do  his  duty  in  whatever 
state  of  life  he  might  be  placed;  and  he  knew  a  great  deal 
of  poetry,  for  one  dav  he  had  repeated  a  verse  of  a  song. 
She  wondered  if  he  had  made  the  words  of  the  valentine! 
— ^it  ended  in  this  way: — 

"  Without  thee,  it  is  pain  to  live, 
But  with  thee,  it  were  sweet  to  die." 

Poor  Mr.  Freely!  her  father  would  very  likely  object — 
she  felt  sure  he  would,  for  he  always  called  Mr.  Freely 
*^that  sugar-plum  of  a  fellow."  Oh,  it  was  very  cruel, 
when  true  love  was  crossed  in  that  way,  and  all  because 
Mr.  Freely  was  a  confectioner:  well,  Penny  would  be  true 
to  him,  for  all  that,  and  since  his  being  a  confectioner 
gave  her  an  opportunity  of  showing  her  faithfulness,  she 
was  glad  of  it.  Edward  Freely  was  a  pretty  name,  much 
better  than  John  Towers.  Young  Towers  had  offered  her 
a  rose  out  of  his  button-hole  the  other  day,  blushing  very 
much;  but  she  refused  it,  and  thought  with  delight  how 
much  Mr.  Freely  would  be  comforted  if  he  knew  her  firmness 
of  mind. 

Poor  little  Penny!  the  days  were  so  very  long  among  the 
daisies  on  a  grazing  farm,  and  thought  is  so  active — how 
was  it  possible  that  the  inward  drama  should  not  get  the 
start  of  the  outward"?  I  have  known  young  ladies,  much 
better  educated,  and  with  an  outward  world  diversified  by 
instructive  lectures,  to  say  nothing  of  literature  and 
highly-developed  fancy-work,  who  have  spun  a  cocoon  of 
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visionary  joys  and  sorrows  for  themselves,  just  as  Penny 
aid.  Her  elder  sister  Letitia,  who  had  a  prouder  style  of 
beauty,  and  a  more  worldly  ambition,  was  engaged  to  a 
wool-iactor,  who  came  all  the  way  from  Cattleton  to  see 
her;  and  everybody  knows  that  a  wool-factor  «takes  a  very 
high  rank,  sometimes  driving  a  double-bodied  gig.  Letty^s 
notions  got  higher  every  day,  and  Penny  never  dared  to 
speak  of  her  cherished  grieis  to  her  lofty  sister — ^never 
dared  to  propose  that  they  should  call  at  Mr.  Freely^s  to 
buy  liquorice,  though  she  had  prepared  for  such  an  inci- 
dent by  mentioning  a  slight  sore  throat.  So  she  had  to 
pass,  the  shop  on  the  other  side  of  the  market-place,  andT 
reflect,  with  a  suppressed  sigh,  that  behind  those  pink 
and  white  jars  somebody  was  thinking  of  her  tenderly, 
unconscious  of  the  small  space  that  divided  her  from  him. 
And  it  was  quite  true  that,  when  business  permitted, 
Mr.  Freely  thought  a  great  deal  of  Pennv.  He  thought 
her  prettiness  comparable  to  the  loveliest  tilings  in  confec- 
tionery; he  judged  her  to  be  of  submissive  temper — likely 
to  wait  upon  him  as  well  as  if  she  had  been  a  negress,  and 
to  be  silently  terrified  when  his  liver  made  him  irritable; 
and  he  considered  the  Palfrey  family  quite  the  best  in  the 

Earish,  possessing  marriageable  daughters.  On  the  whole, 
e  thought  her  worthy  to  become  Mrs.  Edward  Freely,  and 
all  the  more  so,  because  it  would  probably  require  some 
ingenuity  to  win  her.  Mr.  Palfrey  was  capable  of  horse- 
wtipping  a  too  rash  pretender  to  his  daughter's  hand;  and, 
moreover,  he  had  three  tall  sons:  it  was  clear  that  a  suitor 
would  be  at  a  disadvantage  with  such  a  family,  unless  travel 
and  natural  acumen  had  given  him  a  countervailing  power 
of  contrivance.  And  the  first  idea  that  occurred  to  him 
in  the  matter  was,  that  Mr.  Palfrey  would  object  less 
if  he  knew  that  the  Freelys  were  a  much  higher  family  than 
his  own.  It  had  been  foolish  modesty  in  him  hitherto  to 
conceal  the  fact  that  a  branch  of  the  Freelys  held  a  manor 
in  Yorkshire,  and  to  shut  up  the  portrait  of  his  great  uncle 
the  admiral,  instead  of  hanging  it  up  where  a  family  por- 
^  trait  should  be  hung — over  the  mantlepiece  in  the  parlor. 
Admiral  Freely,  K.  C.  B.,  once  placed  in  this  conspicuous 
position,  was  seen  to  have  had  one  arm  only,  and  one  eye, — 
m  these  points  resembling  the  heroic  Jfelson, — while  a  cer- 
tain pallid  insi^ificance  of  feature  confirmed  the  relation- 
ship between  himself  and  his  grand-nephew. 

Next,  Mr.  Freely  was  seized  with  an  irrepressible  ambi- 
tion to  possess  Mrs.  Palfrey's  receipt  for  brawn,  hers  being 
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pronounced  on  all  hands  to  be  superior  to  his  own — as  he 
informed  her  in  a  very  flattering  letter  carried  b^  his 
errand-boy.  Now  Mrs.  Palfrey,  like  other  geniuses, 
wrought  by  instinct  rather  than  by  rule,  and  possessed  no 
receipts, — indeed,  despised  all  people  who  used  them, 
observing  that  people  who  pickled  by  book,  must  pickle  by 
weights  and  measures,  and  such  nonsense;  as  for  herself, 
her  weights  and  measures  were  the  tip  of  her  finger  and  the 
tip  of  her  tongue,  and  if  you  went  nearer,  why,  of  course, 
for  dry  goods  like  'floor  and  spice,  you  went  by  handf uls 
and  pinches,  and  for  wet,  there  was  a  middle-sized  jug — 
quite  the  best  thing  whether  for  much  or  little,  because  you 
might  know  how  much  a  teacupful  was  if  you^dgot  any  use 
of  your  senses,  and  you  might  be  sure  it  would  take  five 
middle-sized  j'ugs  to  make  a  gallon.  Knowledge  of  this 
kind  is  like  Titian^s  coloring,  difficult  to  communicate;  and 
as  Mrs.  Palfrey,  once  remarkably  handsome,  had  now 
become  rather  stout  and  asthmatical,  and  scarcely  ever  left 
home,  her  oral  teaching  could  hardly  be  given  anywhere 
except  at  Long  Meadows.  Even  a  matron  is  not  insuscept- 
ible to  flattery,  and  the  prospect  of  a  visitor  whose  great 
object  would  be  to  listen  to  her  conversation,  was  not  with- 
out its  charms  to  Mrs.  Palfrey.  Since  there  was  no  receipt 
to  be  sent  in  reply  to  Mr.  Freely^s  humble  re(juest,  she 
called  on  her  more  docile  daughter.  Penny,  to  write  a  note, 
telling  him  that  her  mother  would  be  glad  to  see  him  and 
talk  with  him  on  brawn,  any  day  that  he  could  call  at 
Long  Meadows.  Penny  obeyed  with  a  trembling  hand, 
thinking  how  wonderfully  things  came  about  in  this  world. 
In  this  way,  Mr.  Freely  got  himself  introduced  into  the 
home  of  the  Palfreys,  and  notwithstahding  a  tendency  in 
the  male  part  of  the  family  to  jeer  at  him  a  little  as 
*^  peaky "  and  bow-legged,  he  presently  established  his 
position  as  an  accepted  and  frequent  guest.  Young  Tow- 
ers looked  at  him  with  increasing  disgust  when  they  met  at 
the  house  on  a  Sunday,  and  secretly  longed  to  try  his  ferret 
upon  him,  as  a  piece  of  vermin  which  that  valuable  animal 
would  be  likely  to  tackle  with  unhesitating  vigor.  But — 
so  blind  sometimes  are  parents — neither  Mr.  nor  Mrs.  Pal- 
frey suspected  that  Penny  would  have  anything  to  say  to  a 
tradesman  of  questionable  rank  whose  youthful  bloom  was 
much  withered.  Young  Towers,  they  thought,  had  an 
eye  to  her,  and  that  was  likely  enough  to  be  a  match 
some  day;  but  Penny  was  a  child  at  present.  And  all  the 
while  Penny  was  imagining  the  circumstances  und^r  which 
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Mr.  Freely  would  make  ner  an  offer:  perhaps  down  by  the 
row  of  damson  trees,  when  they  wfere  m  the  garden  before 
tea;  perhaps  by  letter — in  which  case,  how  would  the  letter 
begin?  "Dearest  Penelope?^^  or  ''My  dear  Miss  Pene- 
lope?" or  straight  off,  without  dear  anything,  as  seemed 
the  most  natural  when  people  were  embarrassed?  But, 
however  he  might  make  the  offer,  she  would  not  accept  il 
without  her  father^s  consent:  she  would  always  be  true  to 
Mr.  Freely,  but  she  would  not  disobey  her  father.  For 
Penny  was  a  good  girl,  though  some  of  her  female  friends 
were  afterward  of  opinion  that  it  spoke  ill  for  her  not  to 
have  felt  an  instinctive  repugnance  to  Mr.  Freely. 

But  he  was  cautious,  and  wished  to  be  quite  sure  of  the 
ground  he  trod  on.  His  views  in  marriage  were  not 
entirely  sentimental,  but  were  a&  duly  mingled  with  con- 
siderations of  what  would  be  advantageous  to  a  man  in  his 
position  as  if  he  had  had  a  very  large  amount  of  money 
spent  on  his  education.  He  was  not  a  man  to  fall  in  love 
in  the  wrong  place;  and  so  he  applied  himself  quite  as 
much  to  conciliate  the  favor  of  the  parents  as  to  secure  the 
attachment  of  Penny.  Mrs.  Palfrey  had  not  been  inacces- 
sible to  flattery,  and  her  husband,  being  also  of  mortal 
mould,  would  not,  it  might  be  hoped,  be  proof  against 
rum — ^that  very  fine  Jamaica  rum  of  which  Mr.  Freely 
expected  always  to  have  a  supply  sent  him  from  Jamaica. 
It  was  not  easy  to  §et  Mr.  Palfrey  into  the  parlor  behind 
the  shop,  where  a  mild  back-street  light  fell  on  the  features 
of  the  heroic  admiral;  but  by  getting  hold  of  him  rather 
late  one  evening  as  he  was  about  to  return  home  from 
Grim  worth,  the  aspiring  lover  succeeded  in  persuading 
him  to  sup  on  some  collared  beef  which,  after  Mrs.  Pal- 
frey's brawn,  he  would  find  the  very  best  of  cold  eating. 

From  that  hour  Mr.  Freely  felt  sure  of  success:  being  in 
privacy  with  an  estimable  man  old  enough  to  be  his  father, 
and  being  rather  lonely  in  the  world,  it  was  natural  he 
should  unbosom  himself  a  little  on  subjects  which  he 
could  not  speak  of  in  a  mixed  circle — especially  concerning 
his  expectations  from  his  uncle  in  Jamaica,  who  had  no 
children,  and  loved  his  nephew  Edward  better  than  any 
one  else  in  the  world,  though  he  had  been  so  hurt  at  his 
leaving  Jamaica  that  he  had  threatened  to  cut  him  off  with 
a  shilling.  However,  he  had  since  written  to  state  his  full 
forgiveness;  and  though  he  was  an  eccentric  old  gentleman 
and  could  not  bear  to  give  away  money  during  his  life, 
Mr.  Jldward  Freely  could  show   Mr,  Palfrejr  the  letter 
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which  declared,  plainly  enough,  who  would  be  the  affec- 
tionate uncle's  heir.  Mr.  Palfrey  actually  gaw  the  letter, 
and  could  not  help  admiring  the  spirit  of  the  nephew  who 
declared  that  such  brilliant  hopes  as  these  made  no  differ- 
ence to  his  conduct;  he  should  work  at  his  humble  business 
and  make  his  modest  fortune  at  it  all  the  same.  If  the 
Jamaica  estate  was  to  come  to  him — well  and  good.  It 
was  nothing  very  surprising  for  one  of  the  Fredy  family 
to  have  an  estate  left  him,  considering  the  lands  that 
family  had  possessed  in  times  gone  by — nay,  still  possessed 
in  the  Northumberland  branch.  Would  not  Mr.  Palfrey 
take  another  glass  of  rum?  and  also  look  at  the  last  year's 
balance  of  the  accounts?  Mr.  Freely  was  a  man  who 
cared  to  possess  personal  virtues,  and  did  not  pique  him- 
self on  his  family,  though  some  men  would. 

We  know  how  easily  the  great  Leviathan  may  be  led, 
when  once  there  is  a  hook  in  his  nose  or  a  bridle  in  his 

i'aws.  Mr.  Palfrey  was  a  large  man,  but,  like  Leviathan's, 
lis  bulk  went  against  him  when  once  he  had  taken  a  turn- 
ing. He  was  not  a  mercurial  man,  who  easilv  changed  his 
point  of  view.  Enough.  Before  two  months  were  over, 
he  had  given  his  consent  to  Mr.  Freely's  marriage  with  his 
daughter  Penny,  and  having  hit  on  a  formula  by  which 
he  could  justify  it,  fenced  off  all  doubts  and  objections, 
his  own  included.  The  formula  was  this:  ^^Fm  not  a 
man  to  put  my  head  up  an  entry  before  I  know  where  it 
leads.'' 

Little  Penny  was  very  proud  and  fluttering,  but  hardly 
so  happy  as  she  expected  to  be  in  an  engagement.  She 
wondered  if  young  Towers  cared  much  about  it,  for  he 
had  not  been  to  the  house  lately,  and  her  sisters  and 
brothers  were  rather  inclined  to  sneer  than  to  sympathize. 
Grimworth  rang  with  the  news.  All  men  extolled  Mr. 
Freely's  good  fortune;  while  the  women,  with  the  tender 
solicitude  characteristic  of  the  sex,  wished  the  marriage 
might  turn  out  well. 

While  affairs  were  at  this  triumphant  juncture,  Mr. 
Freely  one  morning  observed  that  a  stone-carver  who  had 
been  breakfasting  in  the  eating  room  had  left  a  newspaper 

behind.  It  was  the  "X shire  Gazette,"  and^X shire 

being  a  county  not  unknown  to  Mr.  Freely,  he  felt  some 
curiosity  to  glance  over  it,  and  especially  over  the  adver- 
tisements. A  slight  flush  came  over  his  face  as  he  read. 
It  was  produced  by  the  following  announcement: — *^If 
David  Faux,  sou  of  Johnathan  Faux,  late  of  Gilsbrook, 
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will  apply  dit  the  office  of  Mr.  Strutt,  attorney,  of  Rodham, 
he  will  hear  something  to  his  advantage/^ 

^^Father^s  dead  !^*  exclaimed  Mr,  Freely,  involuntarily. 
"  Can  he  have  left  me  a  legacy  ?'' 


CHAPTER  m. 


Pebhaps  it  was  a  result  quite  different  from  your 
expectations,  that  Mr.  David  Faux  should  have  returned 
from  the  West  Indies  onlv  a  few  years  after  his  arrival 
there,  and  have  set  up  in  nis  old  business,  like  any  plain 
man  who  had  never  traveled.  But  these  cases  do  occur  in 
life.  Since,  as  we  know,  men  change  their  skies  and  see 
new  constellations  without  changing  their  souls,  it  will 
follow  sometimes  that  they  don^t  change  their  business 
under  those  novel  circumstances. 

Certainly,  this  result  was  contrary  to  David's  own 
expectations.  He  had  looked  forward,  you  are  aware,  to 
a  brilliant  career  among  *^the  blacks*';  but, either  because 
they  had  already  seen  too  many  white  men,  or  for  some 
other  reason,  they  did  not  at  once  recognize  him  as  a 
superior  order  of  human  being;  besides,  there  were  no 
prmcesses  among  them.  Nobody  in  Jamaica  was  anxious 
to  maintain  David  for  the  mere  pleasure  of  his  society; 
and  those  hidden  merits  of  a  man  which  are  so  well  known 
to  himself  were  as  little  recognized  there  as  they  notori- 
ously are  in  the  effete  society  of  the  Old  World.  "  So  that 
in  the  dark  hints  that  David  threw  out  at  the  Oyster  Club 
about  that  life  of  Sultanic  self-indulgence  spent  by  him 
in  the  luxurious  Indies,  I  really  think  he  was  doing 
himself  a  wrong;  I  believe  he  worked  for  his  bread,  and, 
in  fact,  took  to  cooking  again,  as,  after  all,  the  only 
department  in  which  he  could  offer  skilled  labor.  He 
haa  formed  several  ingenious  plans  by  which  he  meant  to 
circumvent  people  of  large  fortune  and  small  faculty;  but 
then  he  never  met  with  exactly  the  right  people  under 
exactly  the  right  circumstances.  David^s  devices  for  get- 
ting rich  without  work  had  apparently  no  direct  relation 
with  the  world  outside  him,  as  his  confectionery  receipts 
had.  It  is  possible  to  pass  a  great  many  bad  half -pennies 
and  bad  half-crowns,  but  I  believe  there  has  no  instance 
Been  known  of  passing  a  half -penny  or  a  half-crown  as  a 
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sovereigi-.  A  sharper  can  drive  a  brisk  trade  in  this 
world:  it  is  undeniable  that  there  may  be  a  fine  career 
for  him,  if  he  will  dare  consequences;  but  David  was  too 
timid  to  be  a  sharper,  or  venture  in  any  way  among  the 
man-traps  of  the  law.  He  dared  rob  nobody  but  his 
mother.  And  so  Jie  had  to  fall  back  on  the  genuine  value 
there  was  in  him — to  be  content  to  pass  as  a  good  half- 
penny, or,  to  speak  more  accurately,  as  a  good  confectioner. 
For  in  spite  of  some  additional  reading  and  observation, 
th^re  was  nothing  else  he  could  make  so  much  money  by; 
nay,  he  found  in  himself  even  a  capability  of  extending  his 
skill  in  this  direction,  and  embracing  all  forms  of  cookery; 
while,  in  other  branches  of  human  labor,  he  began  to  see 
that  it  was  not  possible  for  him  to  shine.  Fata  was  too  strong 
for  him;  he  had  thought  to  master  her  inclination  and  had 
fled  over  the  seas  to  that  end;  but  she  caught  him,  tied  an 
apron  round  him,  and  snatching  him  from  all  other  de- 
vices, made  him  devise  cakes  and  patties  in  a  kitchen  at 
Kingstown.     He  was  getting  submissive  to  her,  since  she 

Eaid  him  with  tolerable  gains;  but  fevers  and  prickly 
eat,  and  other  evils  incidental  to  cooks  in  ardent  climates, 
made  him  long  for  his  native  land;  so  he  took  ship  once 
more,  carrying  his  sixyears^  savings,  and  seeing  distinctly, 
this  time,  what  were  Fate^s  intentions  as  to  his  career.  If 
you  question  me  closely  as  to  whether  all  the  money  with 
which  he  set  up  at  Grimworth  consisted  of  pure  and 
simple  earnings,  I  am  obliged  to  confess  that  he  got  a 
sum  or  two  for  charitably  abstaining  from  mentioning 
some  other  people's  misdemeanors.  Altogether,  since  no 
prospects  were  attached  to  his  family  name,  and  since  a 
new  christening  seemed  a  suitable  commencement  of  a 
new  life,  Mr.  David  Faux  thought  it  as  well  to  call  him- 
self Mr.  Edward  Freely. 

But,  lo!  now,  in  opposition  to  all  calculable  probability, 
some  benefit  appeared  to  be  attached  to  the  name  of 
David  Faux.  Should  he  neglect  it,  as  beneath  the  atten- 
tion of  a  prosperous  tradesman?  It'  might  bring  him 
into  contact  with  his  family  again,  and  he  felt  no  yearn- 
ings in  that  direction:  moreover,  he  had  small  belief  that 
the  **" something  to  his  advantage '^  could  be  anything 
considerable.  On  the  other  hand,  even  a  small  gain  is 
pleasant,  and  the  promise  of  it  in  this  instance  was  so 
surprising,  that  David  felt  his  curiosity  awakened.  The 
scale  dipped  at  last  on  the  side  of  writing  to  the  lawyer, 
and,  to  be  brief,  the  correspondence  ended  in  an  appoint- 
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ment  for  a  meeting  between  David  and  his  eldest  brother 
at  Mr.  Strutt's,  the  vaeue  ^^ something^'  having  been 
defined  as  a  legacy  from  nis  father  of  eighty-two  pounds 
three  shillings. 

David,  you  know,  had  expected  to  be  disinherited;  and 
so  he  would  have  been,  if  he  had  not,  like  some  other 
indifferent  sons,  come  of  excellent  parents,  whose  con- 
science made  them  scrupulous  where  much  more  highly- 
instructed  people  often  feel  themselves  warranted  in  fol- 
lowing the  bent  of  their  indignation.  Good  Mrs.  Faux 
could  never  forget  that  she  had  brought  this  ill-conditioned 
son  into  the  world  when  he  was  in  that  entirely  helpless 
state  which  excluded  the  smallest  choice  on  his  part;  and, 
somehow  or  other,  she  felt  that  his  going  wrong  would  be 
his  father^s  and  mothei'^s  fault,  if  they  failed  in  one  tittle 
of  their  parental  duty.  Her  notion  of  parental  duty  was 
not  of  a  high  and  subtle  kind,  but  it  included  giving  him 
his  due  share  of  the  family  property;  for  when  a  man  had 
got  a  little  honest  money  of  his  own,  was  he  so  likely  to 
steal?  To  cut  the  delinquent  son  off  with  a  shillmg, 
was  like  delivering  him  over  to  his  evil  propensities. 
No;  let  the  sum  of  twenty  guineas  which  he  had  stolen 
be  deducted  from  his  share,  and  then  let  the  sum  of 
three  guineas  be  put  back  from  it,  seeing  that  his  mother 
had  always  considered  three  of  the  twenty. guineas  as  his; 
and,  though  he  had  run  away,  and  was,  perhaps,  gone 
across  the  sea,  let  the  money  be  left  to  him  all  the  same, 
and  be  kept  in  reserve  for  his  possible  return.  Mr.  Faux 
agreed  to  his  wife^s  views,  and  made  a  codicil  to  his  will 
accordingly,  in  time  to  die  with  a  clear  conscience.  But 
for  some  time  his  family  thought  it  likely  that  David  would 
never  reappear;  and  the  eldest  son,  who  had  the  charge  of 
Jacob  on  his  hands,  often  thought  it  a  little  hard  that 
David  miffht  perhaps  be  dead,  and  yet,  for  want  of  certi- 
tude on  that  point,  his  legacy  could  not  fall  to  his  legal 
heir.  But  in  tnis  state  of  things  the  opposite  certitude — 
namely,  that  David  was  still  alive  and  in  England — seemed 
to  be  brought  by  the  testimony  of  a  neighbor,  who,  having 
been  on  a  journey  to  Cattelton,  was  pretty  sure  he  had 
seen  David  in  a  gig,  with  a  stout  man  driving  by  his  side. 
He  could  "swear  it  was  David,"  though  he  could  "give 
no  account  why,  for  he  had  no  marks  on  him;  but  no  more 
had  a  white  dog,  and  that  didn't  hinder  folks  from  know- 
ing a  white  dog.''  It  was  this  incident  which  had  led  to 
the  advertisement. 
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The  legacy  was  paid,  of  course,  after  a  few  preliminary 
disclosures  as  to  Mr.  David^s  actual  position.  He  begged 
to  send  his  love  to  his  mother,  and  to  say  that  he  hoped  to 
pay  her  a  dutiful  visit  by-and-by;  but,  at  present,  his  busi- 
ness and  near  prospect  of  marriage  made  it  difficult  for  him 
to  leave  home.     His  brother  replied  with  much  frankness. 

'^  My  mother  may  do  as  sho  likes  about  having  you  to 
see  her,  but,  for  my  part,  I  don^t  want  to  catch  sight  of 
you  on  the  premises  again.  When  folks  have  taken  a  new 
name,  theyM  better  keep  to  their  new  ^quinetance.*' 

David  pocketed  the  insult  along  with  the  eighty-two 
pounds  three,  and  traveled  home  again  in  some  triumph 
at  the  ease  of  a  transaction  which  had  enriched  him  to 
this  extent.  He  had  no  intention  of  offending  his  brother 
by  further  claims  on  his  fraternal  recognition,  and  relapsed 
with  full  contentment  into  the  character  of  Mr.  Edward 
Freely,  the  orphan  scion  of  a  great  but  reduced  family, 
with  an  eccentric  uncle  in  the  West  Indies.  (I  have 
already  hinted  that  he  had  some  acquaintance  with  imagi- 
native literature;  and  being  of  a  practical  turn,  he  had, 
you  perceive,  applied  even  this  form  of  knowledge  to  prac- 
tical purposes.) 

It  was  little  more  than  a  week  after  the  return  from  his 
fruitful  journey,  that  the  day  of  his  marriage  with  Penny 
having  been  fixed,  it  was  agreed  that  Mrs.  ralfrey  should 
overcome  her  reluctance  to  move  from  home,  and  that  she 
and  her  husband  should  bring  their  two  daughters  to 
inspect  little  Pennjr's  future  abode  and  decide  on  the  new 
arrangements  to  be  made  for  the  reception  of  the  bride. 
Mr.  Freely  meant  her  to  have  a  house  so  pretty  and  com- 
fortable that  she  need  not  envy  even  a  wool-factor's  wife. 
Of  course,  the  upper  room  over  the  shop  was  to  be  the 
best  sitting-room;  out  also  the  parlor  behind  the  shop  was 
to  be  maoe  a  suitable  bower  for  the  lovely  Penny,  who 
would  naturally  wish  to  be  near  her  husbana,  though  Mr. 
Freely  declared  his  resolution  never  to  allow  Ms  wife 
to  wait  in  the  shop.  The  decisions  about  the  parlor 
furniture  were  left  till  last,  because  the  party  was  to  take 
tea  there;  and  about  five  o'clock  they  were  all  seated  there 
with  the  best  muffins  and  buttered  buns  before  them,  little 
Penny  blushing  and  smiling,  with  her  "crop''  in  the  best 
order,  and  a  blue  frock  showing  her  little  white  shoulders, 
while  her  opinion  was  being  always  asked  and  never  given. 
She  secretly  wished  to  have  a  particular  sort  of  chimney 
Qniaments,  but  she  could  not  Lave  brought  herself  to  men- 
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tion  it.  Seated  by  the  side  of  her  yellow  «nd  rather 
withered  lover,  wno,  though  he  had  not  reached  his 
thirtieth  year,  had  already  crowds-feet  about  his  eyes,  she 
was  quite  tremulous  at  the  greatness  of  her  lot  in  being 
married  to  a  man  who  had  traveled  so  much — ^and  before 
her  sister  Letty!  The  handsome  Letitia  looked  rather 
proud  and  contemptuous,  thought  her  future  brother-in- 
law  an  odious  person,  and  was  vexed  with  her  father  and 
mother  for  letting  Penny  marry  him.  Dear  little  Penny ! 
She  certainly  did  look  like  a  fresh  whiteheart  cherry  going 
to  be  bitten  off  the  stem  by  that  lipless  mouth.  Would 
no  deliverer  come  to  make  a  slip  between  that  cherry  and 
that  mouth  without  a  lip? 

^^  Quite  a  family  likeness  between  the  admiral  and  you. 
Mr.  Freely, ^^  observed  Mrs.  Palfrey,  who  was  looking  at 
the  family  portrait  for  the  first  time.  ^^IVs  wonderful! 
and  only  a  grand-uncle.  Do  you  feature  the  rest  of  your 
family,  as  you  know  of?  " 

^'I  can^t  say,^*  said  Mr.  Freely,  with  a  sigh.  ^^My 
family  have  mostly  thought  themselves  too  high  to  take 
any  notice  of  me:*^ 

At  this  moment  an  extraordinary  disturbance  was  heard 
in  the  shop,  as  of  a  heavy  animal  stamping  about  and 
making  angry  noises,  and  then  of  a  glass  vessel  falling  in 
shivers,  while  the  voice  of  the  apprentice  was  heard  calling 
" Master^'  in  great  alarm. 

Mr.  Freely  rose  in  anxious  astonishment,  and  hastened 
into  the  shop,  followed  by  the  four  Palfreys,  who  made 
a  group  at  the  parlor-door,  transfixed  with  wonder  at  see- 
ing a  large  man  in  a  smock-frock,  with  a  pitchfork  in  his 
hand,  rush  up  to  Mr.  Freely  and  hug  him,  crying  out: 
''  Zavy,  Zavy,  brother  Zavy ! " 

It  was  Jacob,  and  for  some  moments  David  lost  all 
presence  of  mind.  He  felt  arrested  for  having  stolen  his 
mother^s  guineas.  He  turned  cold,  and  trembled  in  his 
brother^s  grasp. 

^*  Why,  how's  this?  "  said  Mr.  Palfrey,  advancing  from 
the  door.     "Who  is  he?" 

Jacob  supplied  the  answer  by  saying  over  and  over  again — 

"I'se  Zacob,  brother  Zacob.  Come  'o  see  Zavy" — till 
hunger  prompted  him  to  relax  his  grasp,  and  to  seize 
a  large  raised  pie,  which  he  lifted  to  his  mouth. 

By  this  time  David's  power  of  device  had  begun  to 
return,  but  it  was  a  very  hard  task  for  his  prudence  to 
master  his  rage  and  hatred  toward  poor  Jacob, 
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''I  don't  know  who  he  is;  he  must  be  drunk/'  he  said, 
in  a  low  tone  to-  Mr.  Palfrey.  But  he's  dangerous  with 
that  pitchfork.  He'll  never  Jet  it  go."  Then  checking 
himself  on  the  point  of  betraying  too  great  an  intimacy 
with  Jacob's  habits,  h6  added,  "Jo?^  watch  him,  while  I 
run  for  the  constable."    And  he  hurried  out  of  the  shop. 

*^Why,  where  do  you  come  from  my  man?"  said  Mr. 
Palfrey,  speaking  to^ Jacob  in  a  conciliatory  tone.  Jacob 
was  eating  his  pie  by  large  mouthfuls,  and  looking  round 
at  the  other  good  things  in  the  shop,  while  he  embraced 
his  pitchfork  with  his  left  arm  and  laid  his  left  hand  on 
some  Bath  buns.  He  was  in  the  rare  position  of  a  person 
who  recovers  a  long-absent  friend  and  finds  him  richer 
than  ever  in  the  characteristics  that  won  his  heart. 

'^I's  Zacob — ^b'other  Zacob — 't  home.  I  love  Zavy — 
b'other  Zavy,"  he  said,  as  soon  as  Mr.  Palfrey  had  drawn 
his  attention,  "^^rvy  come  back  from  'z  Indies — got 
mother's  zinnies.  Where's  Zavy?"  he  added,  looking 
round  and  then  turning  to  the  others  with  a  questioning 
air,  puzzled  by  David's  disappearance. 

^^It's  very  odd,"  observed  Mr.  Palfrey  to  his  wife  and 
daughters.  ^^  He  seems  to  say  Freely's  his  brother  come 
back  from  th'  Indies." 

^'What  a  pleasant  relation  for  usl"  said  Letitia,  sarcas- 
tically. "  I  think  he's  a  good  deal  like  Mr.  Freely.  He's 
got  just  the  same  sort  of  nose,  and  his  eyes  are  the  same 
color." 

Poor  Penny  was  ready  to  cry. 

But  now  Mr.  Freely  re-entered  the  shop  without  the 
constable.  During  his  walk  of  a  few  yards  he  had  had 
time  and  calmness  enough  to  widen  his  view  of  conse- 
quences, and  he  saw  that  to  get  Jacob  taken  to  the  work- 
house or  to  the  lock-up  house  as  an  offensive  stranger, 
might  have  awkward  effects  if  his  family  took  the  trouble 
of  inquiring  after  him.  He  must  resign  himself  to  more 
patient  measures. 

^^On  second  thoughts,"  he  said,  beckoning  to  Mr.  Pal- 
frey and  whispering  to  him  while  Jacob's  back  was  turned, 
^^he's  a  poor  half-witted  fellow.  Perhaps  his  friends  will 
come  after  him.  I  don't  mind  giving  him  something  to 
eat  and  letting  him  lie  down  for  the  night.  He's  got  it 
into  his  head  that  he  knows  me — they  do  get  these  fancies, 
idiots  do.  He'll  perhaps  go  away  again  in  an  hour  or  two, 
and  make  no  more  ado.  I'm  a  kind-hearted  man  myself — 
I  shouldn't  like  to  have  the  poor  fellow  ill-used." 
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"Why,  he'll  eat  a  sovereign's  worth  in  no  time/' said 
Mr.  Palfrey,  thinking  Mr.  Freely  a  little  too  magnificent 
in  his  generosity. 

"Eh,  Zavy,  come  back!'' exclaimed  Jacob,  giving  his 
dear  brother  another  hug,  which  crushed  Mr.  Freely's 
features  inconveniently  against  the  stale  of  the  pitchfork, 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  Mr.  Freely,  smiling,  with  every  capa- 
bility of  murder  in  his  mind,  except  the  courage  to  com- 
mit it.  He  wished  the  Bath  buns  might  by  chance  have 
arsenic  in  them. 

"Mother's  zinnies?"  said  Jacob,  pointing  to  a  glass  jar 
of  yellow  lozenges  that  stood  in  the  window.  "Zive  'em 
me." 

David  dared  not  do  otherwise  than  reach  down  the  glass 
jar  and  give  Jacob  a  handful.  He  received  them  in  his 
smock-frock,  which  he  held  out  for  more. 

"  They'll  keep  him  quiefc  a  bit,  at  any  rate,"  thought 
David,  and  emptied  the  jar.  Jacob  grinned  and  mowed 
with  delight. 

"  You're  very  good  to  this  stranger,  Mr.  Freely,"  said 
Letitia,  and  then  spitefullv,  as  David  joined  the  party  at 
the  parlor  door,  "I  think  you  could  hardly  treat  him 
better  if  he  was  really  your  brother." 

"  I've  always  thought  it  a  duty  to  be  good  to  idiots," 
said  Mr.  Freely,  strivmff  after  the  most  moral  view  of  the 
subject.  "We  might  have  been  idiots,  ourselves — every- 
body might  have  been  born  idiots,  instead  of  having  their 
right  senses." 

"  I  don't  know  where  there'd  ha'  been  victual  for  us  all 
then,  observed  Mrs.  Palfrey,  regarding  the  matter  in  a 
housewifely  light. 

"  But  let  us  sit  down  again  and  finish  our  tea,"  said  Mr. 
Freely.     "  Let  us  leave  the  poor  creature  to  himself." 

"They  walked  into  the  parlor  again;  but  Jacob,  not 
apparently  appreciating  the  kindness  of  leaving  him  to 
himself,  immediately  followed  his  brother,  and  seated  him- 
self, pitchfork  grounded,  at  the  table. 

"  Well,"  said  Miss  Letitia,  rising,  "  I  don't  know  whether 
you  mean  to  stay,  mother;  but  I  shall  go  home." 

"  Oh,  me  too,"  said  Penny,  frightened  to  death  at  Jacob, 
who  had  begun  to  nod  and  grin  at  her. 

"  Well,"  1  think  we  had  better  be  going,  Mr.  Palfrey," 
said  the  mother,  rising  more  slowly. 

Mr.  Freely,  whose  complexion  had  become  decideilly 
yellower  during  the  last  half -hour,  did  not  resist  this  prop- 
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osition.  He  hoped  they  should  meet  again,  under  happier 
circumstances." 

"  It's  my  belief  the  man  is  his  brother/'  said  Letitia, 
when  they  were  all  on  their  way  home. 

"  Letty,  it's  very  ill-natured  of  you/'  said  Penny,  begin- 
ning to  cry. 

"Nonsense!"  said  Mr.  Palfrey.  '^Freely's  got  no 
brother — he's  said  so  many  and  many  a  time;  ne's  an 
orphan;  he's  got  nothing  but  uncles — leastwise,  one. 
What's  it  matter  what  an  idiot  says?  What  call  had 
Freely  to  tell  lies?" 

Letitia  tossed  her  head  and  was  silent. 

Mr.  Freely,  left  alone  with  his  affectionate  brother 
Jacob,  brooded  over  the  possibility  of  luring  him  out  of 
the  town  early  the  next  morning  and  getting  him  conveyed 
to  Gilsbrook  without  further  betrayals.  But  the  thing  was 
difficult.  He  saw  clearly  that  if  he  took  Jacob  away  him- 
self, his  absence,  conjoined  with  the  disappearance  of  the 
stranger,  would  either  cause  the  conviction  that  he  was 
really  a  relative,  or  would  oblige  him  to  the  dangerous 
course  of  inventing  a  story  to  account  for  his  disappear- 
ance, and  his  own  absence  at  the  same  time.  JDavid 
groaned.  There  come  occasions  when  falsehood  is  felt  to 
be  inconvenient.  It  would,  perhaps,  have  been  a  longer- 
headed  devise,  if  he  had  never  told  any  of  those  clever  fibs 
about  his  uncles,  grand  and  otherwise;  for  the  Palfreys 
were  simple  people,  and  shared  the  popular  prejudice 
against  lying.  Even  if  he  could  get  Jacob  away  tnis  time, 
what  security  was  there  that  he  would  not  come  again, 
having  once  found  the  way?  Oh,  ffuineas!  oh,  lozenges! 
what  enviable  people  those  were  who  had  never  robbed 
their  mothers,  and  had  never  told  fibs!  David  spent  a 
sleepless  night,  while  Jacob  was  snoring  close  by.  Was 
this  the  upshot  of  traveling  to  the  Indies  and  acquiring 
experience  combined  with  anecdote? 

He  rose  at  break  of  day,  as  he  had  once  before  done 
when  he  was  in  fear  of  Jacob,  and  took  all  gentle  means 
to  rouse  this  fatal  brother  from  his  deep  sleep;  he  dared 
not  be  loud,  because  his  apprentice  was  in  the  house,  and 
would  report  everything.  But  Jacob  was  not  to  be  roused. 
He  fought  out  with  his  fist  at  the  unknown  cause  of  dis- 
turbance, turned  over,  and  snored  again.  He  must  be  left 
tp  wake  as  he  would.  David,  with  a  cold  perspiration  on 
his  brow,  confessed  to  himself  that  Jacob  could  not  be  got 
away  that  day. 
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Mr.  Palfrey  came  over  to  Grim  worth  before  noon,  with 
a  natural  curiosity  to  see  how  his  future  son-in-law  got 
on  with  the  stranger  to  whom  he  was  so  benevolently 
inclined.  He  found  a  crowd  round  the  shop.  All  Grim- 
worth  by  this  time  had  heard  how  Freely  had  been  fastened 
on  by  an  idiot,  who  called  him  "  Brother  Zavy ";  and 
the  younger  population  seemed  to  find  the  singular 
stranger  an  unwearying  source  of  fascination,  while  the 
house-holders  dropped  in  one  by  one  to  inquire  into  the 
incident. 

"Why  don^t  you  send  him  to  the  workhouse ?^^  said 
Mr.  Prettyman.  "  You^ll  have  a  row  with  him  and  the 
children  presently,  and  he^l  eat  jrou  up.  The  workhouse 
is  the  proper  place  for  him;  let  his  kin  claim  him,  if  he's 
got  any.^' 

"Those  may  be  your  feelings,  Mr.  Prettyman,'^  said 
David,  his  mind  quite  enfeebled  by  the  torture  of  his 
position. 

"  What!  is  he  your  brother,  then?"  said  Mr.  Prettyman, 
looking  at  his  neighbor  Freely  rather  sharply. 

"  All  men  are  our  brothers,  and  idiots  particularly  so,'* 
said  Mr.  Freely,  who,  like  many  other  traveled  men,  was 
not  master  of  the  English  language. 

"  Come,  come,  if  he*s  your  brother,  tell  the  truth,  man," 
said  Mr.  Prettyman,  with  growing  suspicion.  "Don't  be 
ashamed  of  your  own  flesh  and  blood. 

Mr.  Palfrey  was  present,  and  also  had  his  eye  on  Freely. 
It  is  difficult  for  a  man  to  believe  in  the  advantage  of 
a  truth  which  will  disclose  him  to  have  been  a  liar.  In  this 
critical  moment,  David  shrank  from  this  immediate  dis- 
grace in  the  eyes  of  his  future  father-in-law. 

"  Mr.  Prettyman,"  he  said,  "  I  take  your  observations 
as  an  insult.  I've  no  reason  to  be  otherwise  than  proud  of 
my  own  flesh  and  blood.  If  this  poor  man  was  my  brother 
more  than  all  men  are,  I  should  say  so." 

A  tall  figure  darkened  the  door,  and  David,  lifting  his 
eyes  in  that  direction,  saw  his  eldest  brother,  Jonathan, 
on  the  door-sill. 

"  I'll  stay  wi'  Zavy,"  shouted  Jacob,  as  he,  too,  caught 
sight  of  his  eldest  brother;  and,  running  behind  the 
counter,  he  clutched  David  hard. 

"What,  he  is  here?"  said  Jonathan  Faux,  coming  for- 
ward. "  My  mother  would  have  no  nay,  as  he'd  been  away 
BO  long,  but  I  must  see  after  him.     And  it  struck  me  he 
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was  very  like  come  after  you,  because  we'd  been  talking  of 
you  o'  late,  and  where  you  lived/' 

David  saw  there  was  no  escape;  he  smiled  a  ghastly 
smile. 

"What!  is  this  a  relation  of  yours,  sir?''  said  Mr.  Pal- 
frey to  Jonathan. 

"Ay,  it's  my  innicent  of  a  brother,  sure  enough,"  said 
honest  Jonathan.  "  A  fine  trouble  and  cost  he  is  to  us,  in 
th'  eating  and  other  things,  but  we  must  bear  what's  laid 
on  us." 

"  And  your  name's  Freely,  is  it?"  said  Mr.  Prettyman. 

"Nay,  nay,  my  name's  F&ux,  I  know  nothing  o'  Free- 
lys,"  said  Jonathan,  cui*tly.  "  Come,"  he  added,  turning 
to  David,  "  I  must  take  some  news  to  mother  about  Jacob. 
Shall  I  take  him  with  me,  or  will  you  undertake  to  send 
him  back?" 

"Take  him,  if  you  can  make  him  loose  his  hold  of  me," 
said  David,  feebly 

"  Is  this  gentleman  here  in  the  confectionery  line  your 
brother,  then,  sir?"  said  Mr.  Prettyman,  feeling  that  it 
was  an  occasion  on  which  formal  language  must  be  used. 

"/  don't  want  to  own  him,"  said  Jonathan,  unable  to 
resist  a  movement  of  indication  that  had  never  been 
allowed  to  satisfy  itself.      "He  run  awav  from  home  with 

food  reasons  in  his  pocket  years  ago:  he  didn't  want  to 
e  owned  again,  I  reckon." 

Mr.  Palfrey  left  the  shop;  he  felt  his  own  pride  too 
severely  wounded  by  the  sense  that  he  had  let  himself  be 
fooled,  to  feel  curiosity  for  further  details.  The  most 
pressing  business  was  to  go  home  and  tell  his  daughter  that 
Freely  was  a  poor  sneak,  probably  a  rascal,  and  that  her 
engagement  was  broken  off. 

Mr.  Prettyman  stayed,  with  some  internal  self-gratula- 
tion  that  he  had  never  given  in  to  Freely,  and  that  Mr. 
Chaloner  would  see  now  what  sort  of  fellow  it  was  that  he 
had  put  over  the  heads  of  older  parishioners.  He  consid- 
ered it  due  from  him  (Mr.  Prettyman)  that,  for  the  inter- 
ests of  the  parish,  he  should  Know  all  that  was  to  be 
known  about  this  "interloper."  Grim  worth  would  have 
people  coming  from  Botany  Bay  to  settle  in  it,  if  things 
went  on  in  this  way. 

It  soon  appeared  that  Jacob  could  not  be  made  to  quit 

his  dear  brother  David  except  by  force.      He  understood, 

with  a  clearness  equal  to  that  of  the  most  intelligent  mind, 

that  Jonathan  would  take  him  back  to  skimmed  milk, 

17 
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apple-dutnpling,  broad-beans,  and  pork.  And  he  had 
found  a  paradise  in  his  brother^s  shop.  It  was  a  difficult 
matter  to  use  force  with  Jacob,  for  he  wore  heavy  nailed 
boots,  and  if  his  pitchfork  had  been  mastered,  he  would 
have  resorted  without  hesitation  to  kicks.  Nothing  short 
of  using  guile  to  bind  him  hand  and  foot  would  have  made 
all  parties  safe. 

^*  Let  him  stay,''  said  David,  with  desperate  resignation, 
frightened  above  all  things  at  the  idea  of  further  disturb- 
ances in  his  shop,  which  would  make  his  exposure  all  the 
more  conspicuous.  "  You  go  away  again,  and  to-morrow 
I  can,  perhaps,  get  him  to  go  to  Gilsbrook  with  me.  He'll 
follow  me  fast  enough^  I  dare  say,"  he  added,  with  a  half- 
groan. 

^^Very  well,"  said  Jonathan,  gruffly.  "I  don't  see  why 
you  shouldn't  have  some  trouble  and  expense  with  him  as 
well  as  the  rest  of  us.  But  mind  you  bring  him  back  safe 
and  soon,  else  mother  '11  never  rest." 

On  this  arrangement  being  concluded,  Mr.  Prettyman 
begged  Mr.  Johnathan  Faux  to  go  and  take  a  snack  with 
him,  an  invitation  which  was  quite  acceptable;  and  as 
honest  Johnathan  had  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of,  it  is 
probable  that  he  was  very  frank  in  his  communications  to 
the  civil  draper,  who,  pursuing  the  benefit  of  the  parish, 
hastened  to  make  all  the  information  he  could  gather 
about  Freely  common  parochial  property.  You  may 
imagine  that  the  meeting  of  the  Club  at  the  Woolpack 
that  evening  was  unusually  lively.  Every  member  was 
anxious  [to  prove  that  he  had  never  liked  Freely,  as  he 
called  himself.  Faux  was  his  name,  was  it?  Fox  would 
have  been  more  suitable.  The  majority  expressed  a  desire 
to  see  him  hooted  out  of  the  town. 

Mr.  Freely  did  not  venture  over  his  door-sill  that  day, 
for  he  knew  Jacob  would  keep  at  his  side,  and  there  was 
every  probability  that  they  would  have  a  train  of  juvenile 
followers.  He  sent  to  engage  the  Woolpack  gig  for  an 
early  hour  the  next  morning;  but  this  order  was  not  kept 
religiously  a  secret  by  the  landlord.  Mr.  Freely  was 
informed  that  he  could  not  have  the  gig  till  seven;  and  the 
Grimworth  people  were  early  risers.  Perhaps  they  were 
more  alert  than  usual  on  this  particular  morning;  for 
when  Jacob,  with  a  bag  of  sweets  in  his  hand,  was  induced 
to  mount  the  gig  with  his  brother  David,  the  inhabitants 
of  the  market-place  were  looking  out  of  their  doors  and 
windows,  and  at  the  turning  of  the  street  there  was  even  a 
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muster  of  apprentices  and  schoolboys,  who  shouted  as  they 
passed  in  what  Jacob  took  to  be  a  very  merry  and  friendly 
way,  nodding  and  grinning  in  return.  "Huzzay,  David 
Faux!  how^s  your  uncle ?^^  was  their  morning^s  greeting. 
Like  otlier  pointed  things,  it  was  not  altogether  impromptu. 

Even  this  public  derision  was  not  so  crushing  to  David 
as  the  horrible  thought  that  though  he  might  succeed  now 
in  getting  Jacob  home  again  there  would  never  be  any 
security  against  his  coming  back,  like  a  wasp  to  the  honey 
pot.  As  long  as  David  lived  at  Grim  worth.  Jacobus  return 
would  be  hanging  over  him.  But  could  he  go  on  living  at 
Grim  worth — ^an  object  of  ridicule,  discard^  by  the  ral- 
freys,  after  having  reveled  in  the  consciousness  that  he 
was  an  envied  and  prosperous  confectioner?  David  liked 
to  be  envied;  he  minded  less  about  being  loved. 

His  doubts  on  this  point  were  soon  settled.  The  mind 
of  Grimworth  became  obstinately  set  against  him  and  his 
viands,  and  the  new  school  being  finished,  the  eating-room 
was  closed.  If  there  had  been  no  other  reason,  sympathy 
with  the  Palfreys,  that  respectable  family  who  had  lived 
in  the  parish  time  out  of  mind,  would  have  determined 
all  well-to-do  people  to  decline  Preely's  goods.  Besides, 
he  had  absconded  with  his  mother^s  guineas;  who  knew 
what  else  he  had  done,  in  Jamaica  or  elsewhere,  before  he 
came  to  Grimworth,  worming  himself  into  families  under 
false  pretences?  Females  shuddered.  Dreadful  suspicions 
gathered  round  him:  his  green  eyes,  his  bow-legs,  had  a 
criminal  aspect.  The  rector  disliKed  the  sight  of  a  man 
who  had  imposed  upon  him;  and  all  boys  who  could  not 
afford  to  purchase,  hooted  ^^ David  Faux*'  as  they  i)assed 
his  shop.  Certainly  no  man  now  would  pay  anything  for 
the  "goodwill** of  Mr.  Freely*s  business,  and  he  would  be 
obliged  to  quit  it  without  a  peculium  so  desirable  toward 
defraying  the  expense  of  moving. 

In  a  few  months  the  shop  in  the  market-place  was  again 
to  let,  and  Mr.  David  Faux,  alias  Mr.  Edward  Freely,  had 
gone — nobody  at  Grimworth  knew  whither.  In  this  way 
the  demoralization  of  Grimworth  women  was  checked. 
Young  Mrs.  Steene  renewed  her  efforts  to  make  light 
mince-pies,  and  having  at  last  made  a  batch  so  excellent 
that  Mr.  Steene  looked  at  her  with  complacency  as  he  ate 
them,  and  said  they  were  the  best  he  had  ever  eaten  in  his 
life,  she  thought  less  of  bulbuls  and  renegades  ever  after. 
The  secrets  of  the  finer  cookery  were  revived  in  the  breasts 


260  BROTHER   JACOB. 

of  matronly  housewives,  and  daughters  were  again  anxious 
to  be  initiated  in  them. 

You  will  further,  I  hope,  be  glad  to  hear,  that  some  pur- 
chases of  drapery  made  by  pretty  Penny,  in  preparation 
for  her  marriage  with  Mr.  Freely,  came  in  quite  as  well  for 
her  wedding  with  young  Towers  as  if  they  nad  been  made 
expressly  for  the  latter  occasion.  For  Penny^s  complexion 
had  not  altered,  and  blue  always  became  it  best. 

Here  ends  the  story  of  Mr.  David  Faux,  confectioner, 
and  his  brother  Jacob.  And  we  see  in  it,  I  think,  an 
admirable  instance  of  the  unexpected  forms  in  which  the 
great  Nemesis  hides  herself. 


END  OF  BROTHER  JACOB. 
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Sheppebton  Church  was  a  very  different  looking  build- 
ing five-and-twenty  years  ago.  To  be  sure,  its  substantial 
stone  tower  looks  at  you  through  its  intelligent  eye,  the 
clock,  with  the  friendly  expression  of  former  days;  "but  in 
ever3rthing  else  what  changes!  Now  there  is  a  wide  span 
of  slated  roof  flanking  the  old  steeple,  the  windows  are 
tall  and  symmetrical;  the  outer  doors  are  resplendent  with 
oak-graining,  the  inner  doors  reverentially  noiseless  with 
a  garment  of  red  baize;  and  the  walls,  you  are  convinced, 
no  lichen  will  ever  again  effect  a  settlement  on — they  are 
smooth  and  innutrient  as  the  summit  of  the  Reverend 
Amos  Bartends  head,  after  ten  years  of  baldness  and 
supererogatory  soap.  Pass  through  the  baize  doors  and 
you  will  see  the  nave  filled  with  well-shaped  benches, 
understood  to  be  free  seats;  while  in  certain  eligible  cor- 
ners, less  directly  under  the  fire  of  the  clergyman's  eye, 
there  are  pews  reserved  for  the  Shepperton  gentility.  Ample 
galleries  are  supported  on  iron  pillars  and  in  one  of  them 
stands  the  crowning  glory,  the  very  clasp  or  aigrette  of 
Shepperton  church  adornment — namely,  an  organ,  not 
very  much  out  of  repair,  on  which  a  collector  of  small 
rents,  differentiated  by  the  force  of  circumstances  into  an 
organist,  will  accompany  the  alacrity  of  your  departure 
after  the  blessing,  by  a  sacred  minuet  or  an  easy  *^  Gloria." 

Immense  improvement!  says  the  well-regulated  mind, 
which  unintermittingly  rejoices  in  the  New  Police,  the 
Tithe  Commutation  Act,  the  penny-post,  and  all  guaran- 
tees of  human  advancement,  and  has  no  moments  when 
conservative-reforming  intellect  takes  a  nap,  while  imagin- 
ation does  a  little  Toryism  by  the  sly,  revelling  in  regret 
that  dear,  old,  brown,  crumbling,  picturesque  inefficiency 
is  everywhere  giving  place  to  spick-and-span,  new-painted. 
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new-varnished  efficiency,  which  will  yield  endless  dia- 
grams, plans,  elevations,  and  sections,  but  alas!  no  picture. 
Mine,  1  fear,  is  not  a  well-regulated  mind:  it  has  an 
occasional  tenderness  for  old  abuses;  it  lingers  with  a 
certain  fondness  over  the  days  of  nasal  clerks  and  top- 
booted  parsons,  and  has  a  sigh  for  the  departed  shades  of 
vulgar  errors.  So  it  is  not  surprising  that  I  recall  with  a 
fond  sadness  Shepperton  Church  as  it  was  in  the  old  days, 
with  its  outer  coat  of  rough  stucco,  its  red-tiled  roof, 
its  heteroffeneous  windows  patched  with  desultory  bits  of 
painted  ^ass,  and  its  little  flight  of  steps  with  their 
wooden  rail  runninff  up  the  outer  wall,  and  leading  to  the 
school-children's  gallery. 

Then  inside,  what  dear  old  quaintnesses!  which  I  began 
to  look  at  with  delight,  even  when  I  was  so  crude  a  mem- 
ber of  the  congregation,  that  my  nurse  found  it  necessary 
to  provide  for  the  reinforcement  of  my  devotional  patience 
by  smuggling  bread-and-butter  into  the  sacred  edifice. 
There  was  the  chancel,  guarded  by  two  little  cherubim 
looking  uncomfortably  squeezed  between  arch  and  wall, 
and  adorned  with  the  escutcheons  of  the  Oldinport  family, 
which  showed  me  inexhaustible  possibilities  of  meaning  in 
their  blood-red  hands,  their  death^s-heads  and  cross-bones, 
their  leopards^  paws,  and  Maltese  crosses.  There  were 
inscriptions  on  tne  panels  of  the  singing-gallery,  telling  of 
benefactions  to  the  poor  of  Shepperton,  with  an  involuted 
elegance  of  capitals  and  final  flourishes,  which  my  alpha- 
betic erudition  traced  with  ever  new  delight.  No  benches 
in  those  days;  but  huge  roomy  pews,  round  which  devout 
church-goers  sat  during  ^Hessons,"  trying  to  look  any- 
where else  than  into  each  other's  eyes.  No  low  partitions 
allowing  you,  with  a  dreary  absence  of  contrast  and  mystery, 
to  see  everything  at  all  moments;  but  tall  dark  panels, 
under  whose  shadow  I  sank  with  a  sense  of  retirement 
through  the  Litany,  only  to  feel  with  more  intensity  my 
burst  into  the  conspicuousness  of  public  life  when  1  was 
made  to  stand  up  on  the  seat  during  the  psalms  or  the 
singing. 

And  the  singing  was  no  mechanical  affair  of  official 
routine;  it  had  a  drama.  As  the  moment  of  j)salmody 
approached,  by  some  process  to  me  as  mysterious  and 
untraceable  as  the  opening  of  the  flowers  or  the  breaking- 
out  of  the  stars,  a  slate  appeared  in  front  of  the  gallery, 
advertising  in  bold  characters  the  psalm  about  to  be  sung 
lest  the  sonorous  announcement  of  the  clerk  should  stui 
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leave  the  bucolic  mind  in  doubt  on  that  head.  Then 
followed  the  migration  of  the  clerk  to  the  gallery,  where, 
in  company  with  a  bassoon,  two  key-bugles,  a  carpenter 
understood  to  have  an  amazing  power  of  singing  ^^  counter,^' 
and  two  lesser  musical  stars,  he  formed  the  complement  of 
a  choir  regarded  in  Shepperton  as  one  of  distinguished 
attraction,  occasionally  known  to  draw  hearers  from  the 
next  parish.  The  innovation  of  hymn-books  was  as  yet 
undreamed  of;  even  the  New  Version  was  regarded  with  a 
sort  of  melancholy  tolerance,  as  part  of  the  common 
degeneracy  in  a  time  when  prices  had  dwindled,  and  a  cot- 
ton gown  was  no  longer  stout  enough  to  last  a  lifetime;  for 
the  lyrical  taste  of  the  T3est  heads  in  Shepperton  had  been 
formed  on  Stemhold  and  Hopkins.  But  the  greatest 
triumphs  of  the  Shepperton  choir  were  reserved  for  the 
Sundays  when  the  slate  announced  an  Anthem,  with  a 
dignified  abstinence  from  particularisation,  both  words  and 
music  lying  far  beyond  tne  reach  of  the  most  ambitious 
amateur  in  the  congregation: — an  anthem  in  which  the 
key-bugles  always  ran  away  at  a  great  pace,  while  the  bas- 
soon every  now  and  then  boomed  a  flying  shot  after  them. 

As  for  the  clergyman,  Mr.  Gilfil,  an  excellent  old  gentle- 
man, who  smoked  very  long  pipes  and  preached  very  short 
sermons,  I  must  not  speak  of  him,  or  I  might  be  tempted 
to  tell  the  story  of  his  life,  which  had  its  little  romance,  as 
most  lives  have  between  the  ages  of  teetotum  and  tobacco. 
And  at  present  I  am  concerned  with  quite  another  sort  of 
clergyman — the  Eev.  Amos  Barton,  wno  did  not  come  to 
Shepperton  until  long  after  Mr.  Gilfil  had  departed  this 
life — until  after  an  interval  in  which  Evangelicalism  and 
the  Cathotic  Question  had  begun  to  agitate  the  rustic 
mind  with  controversial  debates.  A  Popish  blacksmith 
had  produced  a  strong  Protestant  reaction  by  declaring 
that,  as  soon  as  the  Emancipation  Bill  was  passed,  he 
should  do  a  great  stroke  of  business  in  gridirons;  and  the 
disinclination  of  the  Shepperton  parishioners  generally  to 
dim  the  unique  glory  of  St.  Lawrence,  rendered  the 
Church  and  Constitution  an  affair  of  their  business  and , 
bosoms.  A  zealous  Evangelical  preacher  had  made  the 
old  sounding-board  vibrate  with  quite  a  different  sort  of 
elocution  from  Mr.  GilfiPs;  the  nymn-book  had  almost 
superseded  the  Old  and  New  Versions;  and  the  great 
square  pews  were  crowded  with  new  faces  from  distant 
comers  of  the  parish—perhaps  from  Dissenting  chapels. 

You  are  not  imagining,  I  hope,  that  Amos  Barton  was 
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the  incumbent  of  Shepperton.  He  was  no  such  thing. 
Those  were  days  when  a  man  could  hold  three  small 
livings,  starve  a  curate  a-piece  on  two  of  them,  and  live 
badly  himself  on  the  third.  It  was  so  with  the  Vicar  of 
Shepperton;  a  vicar  given  to  bricks  and  mortar,  and 
thereby  running  into  debt  far  away  in  a  northern  county — 
who  executed  his  vicarial  functions  towards  Shepperton 
by  pocketing  the  sum  of  thirty-five  pounds  ten  per  annum, 
the  net  surplus  remaining  to  him  from  the  proceeds  of 
that  living,  after  the  disbursement  of  eighty  pounds  as  the 
annual  stipend  of  his  curate.  And  now,  pray,  can  you 
solve  me  the  following  problem?  Given  a  man  with  a  wife 
and  six  children:  let  him  be  obliged  always  to  exhibit  him- 
self when  outside  his  own  door  in  a  suit  of  black  broad- 
cloth, such  as  will  not  undermine  the  foundations  of  the 
Establishment  by  a  paltry  plebeian  glossiness  or  an  un- 
seemly whiteness  at  the  edges;  in  a  snowy  cravat,  which  is 
a  serious  investment  of  labor  in  the  hemming,  starching, 
and  ironing  departments;  and  in  a  hat  which  shows  no 
symptom  of  taking  to  the  hideous  doctrine  of  expediency, 
and  shaping  itself  according  to  circumstances;  let  him 
have  a  parish  large  enough  to  create  an  external  necessity 
for  abundant  shoe-leather,  and  an  internal  necessity  for 
abundant  beef  and  mutton,  as  well  as  poor  enough  to 
require  frequent  priestly  consolation  in  the  shape  of  shill- 
ings and  sixpences;  and,  lastly,  let  him  be  compelled,  by 
his  own  pride  and  other  peoples,  to  dress  his  wife  and 
children  with  gentility  from  bonnet-strings  to  shoe-strings. 
By  what  process  of  division  can  the  sum  of  eighty  pounds 
per  annum  be  made  to  yield  a  quotient  which  will  cover 
that  man's  weekly  expenses?  This  was  the  problem  pre- 
sented by  the  position  of  the  Rev.  Amos  Barton,  as  curate 
of  Shepperton,  rather  more  than  twenty  years  ago. 

What  was  thought  of  this  problem,  and  of  the  man  who 
had  to  work  it  out,  by  some  of  the  well-to-do  inhabitants 
of  Shepperton,  two  years  or  more  after  Mr.  Barton's 
arrival  among  them,  you  shall  hear,  if  you  will  accompany 
me  to  Cross  Farm,  and  to  the  fireside  of  Mrs.  Patten,  a 
childless  old  lady,  who  had  got  rich  chiefly  by  the  negative 
process  of  spending  nothing.  Mrs.  Patten's  passive  accu- 
mulation of  wealth,  through  all  sorts  of  ^^  bad  times, '^  on 
the  farm  of  which  she  had  been  sole  tenant  since  her  hus- 
band's death,  her  epigrammatic  neighbor,  Mrs.  Hackit, 
sarcastically  accounted  for  by  supposing  that  ^*  sixpences 
grew  on  the  bents  of  Cross  Farm";   while  Mr.  Hackit, 
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expressing  his  views  more  literally,  reminded  his  wife  that 
"money  breeds  money/*  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hackit,  from  the 
neighboring  farm,  are  Mrs.  Patten's  guests  this  evening; 
so  IS  Mr.  Pilgrim,  the  doctor  from  the  nearest  market- 
town,  who,  though  occasionally  affecting  aristocratic  airs, 
and  giving  late  dinners  with  enigmatic  side-dishes  and 
poisonous  port,  is  never  so  comfortable  as  when  he  is 
relaxing  his  professional  logs  in  one  of  those  excellent 
farm-houses  where  the  mice  are  sleek  and  the  mistress 
sickly.     And  he  is  at  this  moment  in  clover. 

For  the  flickering  of  Mrs.  Patten's  bright  fire  is  reflected 
in  her  bright  copper  tea-kettle,  the  home-made  muffins 
glisten  with  an  inviting  succulence,  and  Mrs.  Patten's 
niece,  a  single  lady  ol  fiftj,  who  has  refused  the  most 
ineligible  offers  out  of  aevotion  to  her  aged  aunt,  is  pouring 
the  rich  cream  into  the  fragrant  tea  with  a  discreet 
liberality. 

Reader!  did  you  ever  taste  such  a  cup  of  tea  as  Miss  Gibbs 
is  this  moment  handing  to  Mr.  Pilgrim?  Do  you  know  the 
dulcet  strength,  the  animating  blandness  of  tea  sufficiently 
blended  with  real  farm-house  cream?  No — most  likely 
you  are  a  miserable  town-bred  reader,  who  think  of  cream 
as  a  thinnish  white  fluid,  delivered  in  infinitesimal  penny- 
worths down  area  steps;  or  perhaps,  from  a  presentiment 
of  calves'  brains,  you  refrain  from  any  lacteal  addition, 
and  rasp  your  tongue  with  unmitigated  bohea.  You  have 
a  vague  idea  of  a  milch  cow  as  probably  a  white  plaster 
animal  standing  in  a  butterman's  window,  and  you  know 
nothing  of  the  sweet  history  of  genuine  cream,  such  as 
Miss  Gibb's:  how  it  was  this  morning  in  the  udders  of  the 
large  sleek  beasts,  as  they  stood  lowing  a  patient  entreaty 
under  the  milking-shed ;  how  it  fell  with  a  pleasant 
rhythm  into  Betty^s  pail,  sending  a  delicious  incense  into 
the  cool  air;  how  it  was  carried  into  that  temple  of  moist 
cleanliness,  the  dairy,  where  it  quietly  separated  itself 
from  the  meaner  elements  of  Milk,  and  lay  in  mellowed 
whitenees,  ready  for  the  skimming-dish  which  transfei-red 
it  to  Miss  Gibb's  glass  cream-jug.  If  I  am  right  in  my 
conjecture,  you  are  unacquainted  with  the  highest  possi- 
vbilities  of  tea;  and  Mr.  Pilgrim,  who  is  hold  ing  that  cup 
in  his  hand,  has  an  idea  beyond  you. 

Mrs.  Hackit  declines  cream;  she  has  so  long  abstained 
from  it  with  an  eye  to  the  weekly  butter  money,  that 
abstinence,  wedded  to  habit,  has  begotten  aversion.  She 
is  a  thin  woman  with  a  chronic  liver-complaint,  which 
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would  have  secured  her  Mr.  Pilgrim's  entire  regard  and 
unreserved  good  word,  even  if  he  had  not  been  m  awe  of 
her  tongue,  which  was  as  sharp  as  his  own  lancet.  She 
has  brought  her  knitting — ^no  frivolous  fancy  knitting,  but 
a  substantial  woolen  stocking;  the  click-click  of  her  knit- 
ting-needles is  the  running  accompaniment  to  all  her  con- 
versation, and  in  her  utmost  enjoyment  of  spoiling  a 
friend's  self-satisfaction,  she  was  never  known  to  spoil  a 
stocking. 

Mrs.  ratten  does  not  admire  this  excessive  click-clicking 
activity.  Quiescence  in  an  easy-chair,  under  the  sense  of 
compound  interest  perpetually  accumulating,  has  long 
seemed  an  ample  function  to  her,  and  she  does  her  male- 
volence gently.  She  is  a  pretty  little  old  woman  of  eighty, 
with  a  close  cap  and  tiny  flat  white  curls  round  her  face, 
as  natty  and  unsoiled  and  invariable  as  the  waxen  image 
of  a  little  old  lady  under  a  glass  case ;  once  a  lady's  maid 
and  married  for  her  beauty.  She  used  to  adore  her  hus- 
band, and  now  she  adores  her  money,  cherishing  a  quiet 
blood-relation's  hatrecj  for  her  niece,  Janet  Gibbs,  who, 
^he  knows,  expects  a  large  legacy,  and  whom  she  is  deter- 
mined to  disappoint.  Her  money  shall  all  go  in  a  lump  to 
a  distant  relation  of  her  husband's,  and  Janet  shall  be 
saved  the  trouble  of  pretending  to  cry,  by  finding  that  she 
is  left  with  a  miserable  pittance. 

Mrs.  Patten  has  more  respect  for  her  neighbor,  Mr. 
Hackit,  than  for  most  people.  Mr.  Hackit  is  a  shrewd, 
substantial  man,  whose  advice  about  crops  is  always  worth 
listening  to,  and  who  is  too  well  off  to  want  to  borrow 
money. 

And  now  that  we  are  snug  and  warm  with  this  little  tea- 
party,  while  it  is  freezing  with  February  bitterness  outside, 
we  will  listen  to  what  they  are  talking  about. 

"  So,"  said  Mr.  Pilgrim,  with  his  mouth  only  half  empty 
of  muffin,  "you  had  a  row  in  Shepperton  Church  last 
Sunday.  I  was  at  Jem  Hood's,  the  bassoon-man's,  this 
morning,  attending  his  wife,  and  he  swears  he'll  be  revenged 
on  the  parson — a  confounded,  methodistical,  meddlesome 
chap,  who  must  be  putting  his  finger  in  every  pie.  What 
was  it  all  about?" 

"  0,  a  passill  o'  nonsense,"  said  Mr.  Hackit,  sticking 
one  thumb  between  the  buttons  of  his  capacious  waist- 
coat, and  retaining  a  pinch  of  snufl  with  tne  other — for 
he  was  but  moderately  given  to  "the  cups  that  cheer, 
but  not  inebriate,"    and  had  already  finished  his    tea; 
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^'they  began  to  sing  the  wedding  psalm  for  a  new-married 
couple,  as  pretty  a  psalm  an'  as  pretty  a  tune  as  any  in  the 
prayer-book.  It's  been  sung  for  every  new-married  couple 
since  I  was  a  boy.  And  what  can  be  better?''  Here  Mr. 
Hackit  stretched  out  his  left  arm,  threw  back  his  head^ 
and  broke  into  melody — 

**  *  O  what  a  happy  thing  It  is, 
And  joyful  for  to  see, 
Brethren  to  dwell  together  In 
Friendship  and  unity/ 

But  Mr.  Barton  is  all  for  the  hymns,  and  a  sort  o'  music 
as  I  can't  join  in  at  all." 

^^And  so,'^  said  Mr.  Pilgrim,  recalling  Mr.  Hackit  from 
lyrical  reminiscences  to  narrative,  ^'he  called  out  Silence! 
did  he?  when  he  got  into  the  pulpit;  and  gave  a  hymn 
out  himself  to  some  meeting-house  tune?" 

"Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Hackit,  stooping  toward  the  candle  to 
pick  up  a  stitch,  "and  turned  as  red  as  a  turkey-cock.  I 
often  say,  when  he  preaches  about  meekness,  he  gives 
himself  a  slap  in  the  face.  He's  like  me — he's  got  a 
temper  of  his  own." 

"Kather  a  low-bred  fellow,  I  think.  Barton,"  said  Mr. 
Pilgrim,  who  hated  the  Eeverend  Amos  for  two  reasons — 
because  he  had  called  in  a  new  doctor,  recently  settled  in 
Shepperton;  and  because,  being  himself  a  dabbler  in 
drugs,  he  had  the  credit  of  having  cured  a  patient  of 
Mr.  Pilgrim's.  "They  say  his  father  was  a  Dissenting 
shoemaker;  and  he's  half  a  Dissenter  himself.  Why, 
doesn't  he  preach  extempore  in  that  cottage  up  here,  of  a 
Sunday  evening?" 

"Tchuh!" — this  was  Mr.  Hackit's  favorite  interiec- 
tion — "that  preaching  without  book's  no  ^ood,  only  when 
a  man  has  a  gift,  and  has  the  Bible  at  his  finger's  ends. 
It  was  all  very  well  for  Parry — he*d  a  gift;  and  in  my 
youth  I've  heard  the  Ranters  out  o'  doors  in  Yorkshire  go 
on  for  an  hour  or  two  on  end,  without  ever  sticking  fast  a 
minute.  There  was  one  clever  chap,  I  remember,  as  used 
to  say,  *  You're  like  the  wood-pigeon;  it  says  do,  do,  do 
all  day,  and  never  sets  about  any  work  itself.'  That's 
bringing  it  home  to  people.  But  our  parson's  no  gift  at 
all  that  way;  he  can  preach  as  good  a  sermon  as  need  be 
heard  when  he  writes  it  down.  But  when  he  tries  to 
preach  wi'out  book,  he  rambles  about,  and  doesn't  stick 
to  his  text;  and  every  now  and  then  he  flounders  about 
like  a  sheep  as  has  cast  itself,  and  can't  get  on  Its  legs 


270  SCENES  OF  CLERICAL  LIfE. 

again.      You  wouldn^t  like  that,  Mrs.  Patten,  if  you  was 
to  go  to  chuj'ch  now?*' 

"Eh,  dear/'  said  Mrs.  Patten,  falling  back  in  her  chair, 
and  lifting  up  her  little  withered  hands,  "what  'ud  Mr. 
Gilfil  say,  if  he  was  worthy  to  know  the  changes  as  have 
come  about  i*  the  church  these  last  ten  years?  I  don't 
understand  these  new  sort  o'  doctrines.  When  Mr.  Barton 
comes  to  see  me,  he  talks  about  nothing  but  my  sins  and  my 
need  o'  marcy.  Now,  Mr.  Hackit,  I've  never  been  a  sinner. 
From  the  fust  beginning,  when  I  went  into  service,  I 
aFys  did  my  duty  by  my  emplyers.  I  was  a  good  wife  as; 
any  in  the  country — ^never  aggravated  my  husband.  The.' 
cheese-factor  used  to  say  my  cheese  was  al'ys  to  be  de- 
■pended  on.  Fve  known  women,  as  their  cheeses  swelled  a 
shame  to  be  seen,  when  their  husbands  had  counted  on  the 
cheese-money  to  make  up  their  rent;  and  yet  they'd  three 
gowns  to  my  one.  If  I'm  not  to  be  saved,  I  know  a  many 
as  are  in  a  bad  way.  But  it's  well  for  me  as  I  can't  go  to 
church  any  longer,  for  if  th'  old  singers  are  to  be  done 
away  with,  there  11  be  nothing  left  as  it  was  in  Mr.  Patten's 
time;  and  what's  more,  I  hear  you've  settled  to  pull  the 
church  down  and  build  it  up  new?" 

Now  the  fact  was  that  the  Eev.  Amos  Barton,  on  his  last 
visit  to  Mrs.  Patten,  had  urged  her  to  enlarge  her  promised 
subscription  of  twenty  pounds,  representing  to  ner  that 
she  was  only  a  steward  of  her  riches,  and  that  she  could 
not  spend  them  more  for  the  glory  of  God  than  by  giving 
a  heavy  subscription  toward  the  rebuilding  of  Shepperton 
Church  —  a  practical  precept  which  was  not  likely  to 
smooth  the  way  to  her  acceptance  of  his  theological  doc- . 
trine.  Mr.  Hackit,  who  had  more  doctrinal  enlightenment, 
than  Mrs.  Patten,  had  been  a  little  shocked  by  the^ 
heathenism  of  her  speech,  and  was  glad  of  the  new  turn 
given  to  the  subject  by  this  question,  addressed  to  himi 
as  church- warden  and  an  authority  in  all  parochial  matters:. 

"  Ah,"  he  answered,  "  the  parson's  bothered  us  into  it  at; 
last,  and  we're  to  begin  pulling  down  this  spring.  But  we^ 
haven't  got  money  enough  yet.  I  was  for  waiting  till  we'dl 
made  up  the  sum,  and,  for  my  part,  I  think  the  congrega- 
tion's fell  off  o'  late;  though  Mr.  Barton  says  that's  because 
there's  been  no  room  for  the  people  when  they've  come. 
You  see,  the  congregation  got  so  large  in  Parry's  time, 
the  people  stood  in  the  aisles;  but  there's  never  any  crowd 
now,  as  I  can  see." 

"  Well,"  said  Mrs.  Hackit,  whose  good-nature  began  to 
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act  now  that  it  was  a  little  in  contradiction  with  the 
dominant  tone  of  the  conversation,  "/  like  Mr.  Barton. 
I  think  he^s  a  good  sort  o'  man,  for  all  he's  not  over- 
burthen'd  i'  the  upper  storey;  and  his  wife's  as  nice  a 
lady-like  woman  as  rd  wish  to  see.  How  nice  she  keeps 
her  children!  and  little  enough  money  to  do't  with;  and  a 
delicate  creatur' — six  children,  and  another  a-coming.  I 
don't  know  how  they  make  both  ends  meet,  Fm  sure,  now 
her  aunt  has  left  'em.  But  I  sent  'em  a  cheese  and  a  sack 
o'  potatoes  last  week;  that's  something  toward  filling  the 
little  mouths."  * 

^^Ah!"  said  Mr.  Hackit,  "and  my  wife  makes  Mr. 
Barton  a  good  stiff  glass  o'  brandy-and-water,  when  he 
eomes  in  to  supper  after  his  cottage  preaching.  The 
parson  likes  it;  it  puts  a  bit  o'  color  into  his  face,  and 
makes  him  look  a  deal  handsomer." 

•this  allusion  to  brandy-and-water  suggested  to  Miss 
Gibbs  the  introduction  of  the  liquor  decanters,  now  that 
the  tea  was  cleared  away^  for  in  bucolic  society  five-and- 
twenty  years  ago,  the  human  animal  of  the  male  sex  was 
understood  to  be  perpetually  athirst,  and  "  something  to 
drink  "  was  as  necessary  a  "  condition  of  thought "  as  Time 
and  Space. 

"  Now,  that  cottage  preaching,"  said  Mr.  Pilgrim,  mix- 
ing himself  a  strong  glass  of  "cold  without^,"  "I  was  talk- 
ing about  it  to  our  Parson  Ely  the  other  day,  and  he 
doesn't  approve  of  it  at  all.  He  said  it  did  as  much  harm 
as  good  to  give  a  too  familiar  aspect  to  religious  teaching. 
That  was  what  Ely  said — it  does  as  much  harm  as  good  to 
give  a  too  familiar  aspect  to  religious  teaching." 

Mr.  Pilgrim  generally  spoke  with  an  intermittent  kind 
of  splutter;  indeed,  one  of  his  patients  had  observed  that 
it  was  a  pity  such  a  clever  man  had  a  " 'pediment"  in  his 
speech.  But  when  he  came  to  what  he  conceived  the  pith 
of  his  argument  or  the  point  of  his  joke,  he  mouthed  out 
his  words  with  slow  emphasis;  as  a  hen,  when  advertising 
her  accouchement,  passes  at  irregular  intervals  from  pian- 
issimo semiquavers  to  fortissimo  crotchets.  He  thought 
this  speech  of  Mr.  Ely's  particularly  meta-physical  and 
profound,  and  the  more  decisive  of  the  question  because  it 
was  a  generality  which  represented  no  particulars  to  his 
mind. 

"Well,  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  Mrs.  Hackit, 
who  had  always  the  courage  of  her  opinion,  "but  I  know, 
some  of  our  laborers  and  stockingers  as  used  never  to  come 
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to  church,  come  to  the  cottage,  and  that's  better  than 
never  hearing  anything  good  from  week's  end  to  week's 
end.  And  there's  that  Track  Society  as  Mr.  Barton  has 
begun — I've  seen  more  o'  the  poor  people  with  going  track- 
ing, than  all  the  time  I've  lived  in  the  parish  before.  And 
there'd  need  be  something  done  among  'em;  for  the  drink- 
ing at  them  Benefit  Clubs  is  shameful.  There's  hardly  a 
steady  man  or  steady  woman  either,  but  what's  a  Dissenter." 

During  this  speech  of  Mrs.  Hackit's^^  Mr.  Pilgrim  had 
emitted  a  succession  of  little  snorts,  something  like  the 
treble  grunts  of  a  guinea-pig,  which  were  always  with  him 
the  sign  of  suppressed  disapproval.  But  he  never  contra- 
dicted Mrs.  Hackit — a,  woman  whose  ^^ pot-luck"  was 
always  to  be  relied  on,  and  who  on  her  side  had  unlimiteti 
reliance  on  bleeding,  blistering,  and  draughts. 

Mrs.  Patten,  however,  felt  equal  disapprobation,  and 
had  no  reasons  for  suppressing  it. 

"Well,"  she  remarked,  "I've  beared  of  no  good  from 
interfering  with  one's  neighbors,  poor  or  rich.  And  I 
hate  the  sight  o'  women  going  about  trapesing  from  house 
to  house  in  all  weathers,  wet  or  dry,  and  coming  in  with 
their  petticoats  dagged  and  their  shoes  all  over  mud. 
Janet  wanted  to  join  in  the  tracking,  but  I  told  her  I'd 
have  nobody  tracking  out  o'  my  house;  when  I'm  gone, 
she  may  do  as  she  likes.  I  never  dagged  my  petticoats  in 
my  life,  and  I've  no  opinion  o'  that  sort  o'  religion." 

"No,"  said  Mr.  Hackit,  who  was  fond  of  soothing  the 
acerbities  of  the  feminine  mind  with  a  jocose  compli- 
ment, "vou  held  your  petticoats  so  high,  to  show  your 
tight  ankles:  it  isn't  everybody  as  likes  to  show  her 
ankles." 

This  joke  met  with  general  acceptance,  even  from  the 
snubbed  Janet,  whose  ankles  were  only  tight  in  the  sense 
of  looking  extremely  squeezed  by  her  boots.  But  Janet 
seemed  always  to  identify  herself  with  her  aunt's  person- 
ality, holding  her  own  under  protest. 

Under  cover  of  the  general  laughter  the  gentlemen 
replenished  their  glasses,  Mr.  Pilgrim  attempting  to  give 
his  the  character  of  a  stirrup-cup  by  observing  that  he 
"  must  be  going."  Miss  Gibbs  seized  this  opportunity  of 
telling  Mrs.  Hackit  that  she  suspected  Betty,  the  dairy- 
maid, of  frying  the  best  bacon  for  the  shepherd,  when  he 
sat  up  with  her  to  "help  brew;"  whereupon  Mrs.  Hackit 
replied  that  she  had  always  thought  Betty  false;  and  Mrs. 
Patten  said  there  was  no  bacon  stolen  when  she  was  able 
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to  manage.  Mr.  Hackit,  who  often  complained  that  he 
**  never  saw  the  like  to  women  with  their  maids — he  never 
had  any  trouble  with  his  men/'  avoided  listening  to  this 
discussion,  by  raising  the  question  of  vetches  with  Mr. 
Pilgrim.  The  stream  of  conversation  had  thus  diverged; 
and  no  more  was  said  about  the  Rev.  Amos  Barton,  who 
is  the  main  object  of  interest  to  us  just  now.  So  we  may 
leave  Cross  Farm  without  waiting  till  Mrs.  Hackit,  reso- 
lutely donning  her  does  and  wrappings,  renders  it  incum- 
bent on  Mr.  Pilgrim  ^o  to  f ulnll  his  frequent  threat  of 
going. 
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It  was  happy  for  the  Rev.  Amos  Barton  that  he  did  not, 
like  us,  overhear  the  conversation  recorded  in  the  last  chajp- 
ter.  Indeed,  what  mortal  is  there  of  us,  who  would  find  his 
satisfaction  enhanced  hj  an  opportunity  of  comparing  the 
picture  he  presents  to  himself  of  his  own  doings,  with  the 
pcture  they  make  on  the  mental  retina  of  his  neighbors? 
We  are  poor  plants  buoyed  up  by  the  air-vessels  of  our  own 
conceit:  alas  for  us,  if  we  get  a  few  pinches  that  empty  us 
of  that  windy  self -subsistence!  The  very  capacity  for  good 
would  go  out  of  us.  For,  tell  the  most  impassioned 
orator,  suddenly,  that  his  wig  is  awry,  or  his  shirt-lap 
hanging  out,  and  that  he  is  tickling  people  by  the  oddity 
of  his  person,  instead  of  thrilling  them  by  the  energy  of 
his  periods,  and  you  would  infallibly  dry  up  the  spring  of 
his  eloquence.  That  is  a  deep  and  wide  saying,  tnat 
no  miracle  can  be  wrought  without  faith — without  the 
worker's  faith  in  himself,  as  well  as  the  recipient's  faitL 
in  him.  And  the  greater  part  of  the  worker's  faith  in 
himself  is  made  up  of  the  faith  that  others  believe  in  him. 

Let  me  be  persuaded  that  my  neighbor  Jenkins  consid- 
ers me  a  blockhead,  and  I  shall  never  shine  in  conversa- 
tion with  him  any  more.  Let  me  discover  that  the  lovely 
Phoebe  thinks  my  squint  intolerable,  and  I  shall  never  be 
able  to  fix  her  blandly  with  my  disengaged  eye  again. 

Thank  heaven,  then,  that  a  little  illusion  is  left  to  us,  to 

enable  us  to  be  useful  and  agreeable — that  we  don't  know 

exactly  what  our  friends  think  of  us — that  the  world  is 

not  made  of  looking-glass,  to  show  us  just  the  figure  we 

18 


i^4:  SCEKES  OF  CLERICAL  LIFE. 

are  making,  and  just  what  is  going  on  behind  our  backsl 
By  the  help  of  dear  friendly  illusion,  we  are  able  to  dream 
that  we  are  charming — and  our  faces  wear  a  becoming  air 
of  self-possession;  we  are  able  to  dream  that  other  men 
admire  our  talents — and  our  benignity  is  undisturbed;  we 
are  able  to  dream  that  we  are  doing  much  good — ^and  we 
do  a  little. 

Thus  it  was  with  Amos  Barton  on  that  very  Thursday 
evening,  when  he  was  the  subject  of  the  conversation  at 
Cross  Farm.  He  had  been  dining  at  Mr.  Farqnhar^s,  the 
secondary  squire  of  the  parish,  and,  stimulated  by  un- 
wonted gravies  and  port-wine,  had  been  delivering  his 
opinion  on  affairs  parochial  and  extra-parochial  with  con- 
siderable animation.  And  he  was  now  returning  home  in 
the  moonlight — a  little  chill,  it  is  true,  for  he  had  just 
now  no  greatcoat  compatible  with  clerical  dignity,  and  a 
fur  boa  round  one's  neck,  with  a  waterproof  cape  over 
one's  shoulders,  doesn't  frighten  away  the  cold  from  one's 
legs;  but  entirely  unsuspicious,  not  onlv  of  Mr.  Hackit's 
estimate  of  his  oratorical  powers,  but  also  of  the  critical 
remarks  passed  on  him  by  the  Misses  Farquhar  as  soon  aa 
the  drawing-room  door  had  closed  behind  him.  Miss  Julia 
had  observed  that  she  never  heard  any  one  sniff  so  fright- 
fully as  Mr.  Barton  did — she  had  a  great  mind  to  offer 
him  her  pocket-handkerchief;  and  Miss  Arabella  wondered 
why  he  always  said  he  was  going /or  to  do  a  thing.  He, 
excellent  man!  was  meditating  fresh  pastoral  exertions  on 
the  morrow;  he  would  set  on  foot  his  lending  library;  in 
which  he  had  introduced  some  books  that  would  be  a  pretty 
sharp  blow  to  the  Dissenters — one  especially,  purporting 
to  be  written  by  a  working  man,  who,  out  of  pure  zeal  for 
the  welfare  of  his  class,  took  the  trouble  to  warn  them  in 
this  way  against  those  hypocritical  thieves,  the  Dissenting 
preachers.  The  Eev.  Amos  Barton  profoundly  believed  in 
the  existence  of  that  working  man,  and  had  thoughts  of 
writing  to  him.  Dissent,  he  considered,  would  Imve  its 
h^ad  bruised  in  Shepperton,  for  did  he  not  attack  it  in 
two  ways?  He  preached  Low-Church  doctrine — as  evan- 
gelical as  anything  to  be  heard  in  the  Independendent 
Chapel;  and  he  made  a  High-Church  assertion  of  ecclesi- 
astical powers  and  functions.  Clearly,  the  Dissenters 
would  feel  that  "  the  parson "  was  too  many  for  them. 
Nothing  like  a  man  who  combines  shrewdness  with  energy. 
The  wisdom  of  the  serpent>  Mr.  Barton  considered,  was 
one  of  his  strong  points. 
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Look  at  him  as  he  winds  through  the  little  churchyard! 
The  silver  light  that  falls  aslant  on  church  and  tomb, 
enables  you  to  see  his  slim  black  figure,  made  all  the 
slimmer  by  tight  pantaloons,  as  it  flits  past  the  pale  grave- 
stones. He  walks  with  a  quick  step,  and  is  now  rapping 
with  sharp  decision  at  the  vicarage  door.  It  is  opened 
without  delay  by  the  nurse,  cook,  and  housemaid,  all  at 
once — that  is  to  say,  by  the  robust  maid-of-all-work, 
Nanny;  and  as  Mr.  Barton  hangs  up  his  hat  in  the 
passage,  you  see  that  a  narrow  face  of  no  particular 
complexion-^ even  tfie  small-pox  that  has  attacked  it 
seems  to  have  been  of  a  mongrel,  indefinite  kind — with 
features  of  no  particular  shape,  and  an  eye  of  no  particular 
expression,  is  surmounted  by  a  slope  of  baldness  gently 
rising  from  brow  to  crown.  You  judge  him,  rightly,  to 
be  about  forty.  The  house  is  quiet,  for  it  is  half-past 
ten,  and  the  children  have  long  been  gone  to  bed.  He 
opens  the  sitting-room  door,  but  instead  of  seeing  his 
wife,  as  he  expected,  stitching  with  the  nimblest  of  fingers 
by  the  light  of  one  candle,  he  finds  her  dispensing  with 
the  light  of  a  candle  altogether.  She  is  softly  pacing  up 
and  down  by  the  red  firelight,  holding  in  her  arms  little 
Walter,  the  jear-old  baby,  who  looks  over  her  shoulder 
with  large  wide-open  eyes,  while  the  patient  mother  pats 
his  back  with  her  soft  hand,  and  glances  with  a  sigh  at 
the  heap  of  large  and  small  stockings  lying  unmended  on 
the  table. 

She  was  a  lovely  woman  —  Mrs.  Amos  Barton;  a  large, 
fair,  gentle  Madonna,  with  thick,  close,  chestnut  curls 
beside  her  well-rounded  cheeks,  and  with  large,  tender, 
short-sighted  eyes.  The  flowing  lines  of  her  tall  figure 
made  the  limpest  dress  look  graceful,  and  her  old  frayed 
black  silk  seemed  to  repose  on  her  bust  and  limbs  with  a 
placid  elegance  and  sense  of  distinction,  in  strong  contrast 
with  the  uneasy  sense  of  being' no  fit,  that  seemed  to 
express  itself  in  the  rustling  of  Mrs.  Farquhar's  gros  de 
Naples.  The  caps  she  wore  would  have  been  pronounced, 
when  ofif  her  head,  utterly  heavy  and  hideous — for  in 
those  days  even  fashionable  caps  were  large  and  fioppy; 
but  surmounting  her  long  arched  neck,  and  mingling  their 
borders  of  cheap  lace  and  ribbon  with  her  chestnut  curls, 
they  seemed  miracles  of  successful  millinery.  Among 
strangers  she  was  shy  and  tremulous  as  a  girl  of  fifteen ; 
she  blushed  crimson"  if  any  one  appealed  to  her  opinion; 
yet  that  tall,  graceful,  substantial  presence  was  so  impos- 
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ing  in  its  mildness,  that  men  spoke  to  her  with  an  agreea- 
ble sensation  of  timidity.  • 

Soothing,  unspeakable  charm  of  gentle  womanhood! 
which  supersedes  all  acquisitions,  all  accomplishments. 
You  would  never  have  asked,  at  any  period  of  Mrs.  Amos 
Bartends  life,  if  she  sketched  or  played  the  piano.  You 
would  even  perhaps  have  been  rather  scandalized  if  she 
had  descended  from  the  serene  dignity  of  being  to  the 
assiduous  unrest  of  doing,  Happy  the  man  you  would 
have  thought,  whose  eye  will  rest  <^  her  in  the  pauses  of 
his  fireside  reading — whose  hot  aching  forehead  will  be 
soothed  by  the  contact  of  her  cool  soft  hand — who  will 
recover  himself  from  dejection  at  his  mistakes  and  failures 
in  the  loving  light  oi  her  unreproaching  eyes!  You 
would  not,  perhaps,  have  anticipated  that  this  bliss  would 
fall  to  the  share  of  precisely  such  a  man  as  Amos  Barton, 
whom  you  have  already  surmised  not  to  have  the  refined 
sensibilities  for  which  you  might  have  imagined  Mrs. 
Barton's  qualities  to  be  destined .  by  pre-established  har- 
mony. But  I  for  one,  do  not  grudge  Amos  Barton  this 
sweet  wife.  I  have  all  my  life  had  a  sympathy  for 
mongrel,  ungainly  dogs,  who  are  nobody's  pets;  and  I 
would  rather  surprise  one  of  them  by  a  pat  and  a  pleasant 
morsel,  than  meet  the  condescending  advances  of  the 
loveliest  Skye-terrier  who  has  his  cushion  by  my  lady's 
chair.  That,  to  be  sure,  is  not  the  way  of  the  world;  if 
it  happens  to  see  a  fellow  of  fine  proportions  and  aristo- 
cratic mien,  who  makes  no  faux  pas,  and  wins  golden 
opinions  from  all  sorts  of  men,  it  straightway  picks  out 
for  him  the  loveliest  of  unmarried  women,  and  says. 
There  would  be  a  proper  match!  Xot  at  all  say  I;  let  that 
successful,  well-shapen,  discreet,  and  able  gentleman  put 
up  with  something  less  than  the  best  in  the  matrimonial 
department;  and  let  the  sweet  woman  go  to  make  sunshine 
and  a  soft  pillow  for  the  poor  devil  whose  legs  are  not 
models,  whose  efforts  are  often  blunders,  and  who  in 
general  gets  more  kicks  than  half -pence.  She — ^the  sweet 
woman — will  like  it  as  well;  for  her  sublime  capacity  of 
loving  will  have  all  the  more  scope;  and  I  venture  to  say, 
Mrs.  Barton's  nature  would  never  have  grown  half  so 
angelic  if  she  had  married  the  man  you  would  perhaps 
have  had  in  your  eye  for  her — a  man  with  sufficient  income 
and  abundant  personal  eclat.  Besides,  Amos  was  an 
affectionate  husband,  and  in  his  way,  valued  his  wife  as 
his  best  treasure. 
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But  now  he  has  shut  the  door  behind  him,  and  said, 
^'Well,  Milly!^' 

^^Well,  dear!^^  was  the  corresponding  greeting,  made 
eloquent  by  a  smile. 

^^So  that  young  rascal  won't  go  to  sleep!  Can't  you 
give  him  to  Nanny?" 

^^Why,  Nanny  has  been  busy  ironing  this  evening;  but 
I  think  FU  take  him  to  her  now/'  And  Mrs.  Barton 
glided  towards  the  kitchen,  while  her  husband  ran  up- 
stairs to  put  on  his  maize-colored  dressing-gown,  m 
which  costume  he  was  quietly  filling  his  long  pipe  when 
his  wife  returned  to  the  sitting-room.  Maize  is  a  color 
that  decidedly  did  not  suit  his  complexion,  and  it  is  .one 
that  soon  soils;  why,  then,  did  Mr.  Barton  select  it  for 
domestic  wear?  Perhaps  because  he  had  a  knack  of 
hitting  on  the  wrong  thing  in  garb  as  well  as  in  gi'ammai^ 

Mrs.  Barton  now  lighted  her  candle,  and  seated  herself 
before  her  heap  of  stockings.  She  had  something  disagree- 
able to  tell  her  husband,  but  she  would  not  enter  on  it  at 
once. 

^'  Have  you  had  a  nice  evening,  dear?" 

*^  Yes,  pretty  well.  Ely  was  there  to  dinner,  but  went 
away  rather  early.  Miss  Arabella  is  setting  her  cap  at  him 
with  a  vengeance.  But  I  don't  think  he's  much  smitten. 
I've  a  notion  Ely's  engaged  to  some  one  at  a  distance,  and 
'  will  astonish  all  the  ladies  who  are  languishing  for  him 
here,  by  bringing  home  his  bride  one  of  these  days.  Ely's 
a  sly  dog;  he'll  like  that." 

'^  Did  the  Farquhars  say  anything  about  the  singing  last 
Sunday?" 

'^  Yes;  Farquhar  said  he  thought  it  was  time  there  was 
gome  improvement  in  the  choir.  But  he  was  rather  scan- 
dalized at  my  setting  the  tune  of  'Lydia.'  He  says  he's 
always  hearing  it  as  he  passes  the  Independent  meeting." 
Here  Mr.  Barton  laughed  —  he  had  a  way  of  laughing  at 
criticisms  that  other  people  thought  damaging — and 
thereby  showed  the  remainder  of  a  set  of  teeth  which, 
like  the  remnants  of  the  Old  Guard,  were  few  in  number, 
and  very  much  the  worse  for  wear.  ''  But,"  he  continued, 
"  Mrs.  Farquhar  talked  the  most  about  Mr.  Bridmain  and 
the  Countess.  She  has  taken  up  all  the  gossip  about 
them,  and  wanted  to  convert  me  to  her  opinion,  but  I  told 
her  pretty  strongly  what  I  thought." 

*' Dear  me!  why  will  people  take  so  much  pains  to  find 
put   evij    about  others?    I    have  had  a  note  from  the 
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Countess  since  you  went,  asking  us  to  dine  with  them  on 
Friday/^ 

Here  Mrs.  Barton  reached  the  note  from  the  mantel- 
piece, and  gave  it  to  her  husband.  We  will  look  over  his 
shoulder  while  he  reads  it:  — 

Sweetest  Milly, — Bring  your  lovely 'face  with  your  husband 
to  dine  with  us  on  Friday  at  seven — do.  If  not,  I  will  be  sulky  with 
you  till  Simday,  when  I  shall  be  obliged  to  see  you,  and  shafl  long 
to  kiss  you  that  very  moment. — Yours,  according  to  your  answer, 

Cabolinb  Czeklaski. 

*^Just  like  her,  isn't  it ?^' said  Mrs.  Barton.  ^'I^sup- 
posie  we  can  go?^^ 

"Yes;  I  have  no  engagement.  The. Clerical  Meeting  is 
to-morrow,  you  know.^^ 

•  "  And,  dear.  Woods  the  butcher  called,  to  say  he  must 
have  some  money  next  week.  He  has  a  payment  to 
make  up.^^ 

This  announcement  made  Mr.  Barton  thoughtful.  He 
puffed  more  rapidly,  and  looked  at  the  fire. 

"  I  think  I  must  ask  Hackit  to  lend  me  twenty  pounds, 
for  it  is  nearly  two  months  till  Lady-day,  and  we  can't 
give  Woods  our  last  shilling.  ^^ 

"I  hardly  like  you  to  ask  Mr.  Hackit,  dear  —  he  and 
Mrs.  Hackit  have  been  so  very  kind  to  us;  they  have  sent 
us  so  many  things  lately." 

"Then  I  must  ask  Oldinporti  Fm  going  to  write  to 
him  to-morrow  morning,  for  to  tell  him  the  arrangement 
Tve  been  thinking  of  about  having  service  in  the  work- 
house while  the  church  is  being  enlarged.  If  he  agrees  to 
attend  service  there  once  or  twice,  the  other  people  will 
come.  Net  the  large  fish,  and  you're  sure  to  have  the 
small  fry.'' 

"I  wish  we  could  do  without  borrowing  money,  and  yet 
I  don't  see  how  we  can.  JPoor  Fred  must  have  some  new 
shoes;  I  couldn't  let  him  go  to  Mrs.  Bond's  yesterday 
because  his  toes  were  peeping  out,  dear  child!  and  I  can't 
let  him  walk  anywhere  except  in  the  garden.  He  must 
have  a  pair  before  Sunday.  Really,  boots  and  shoes  are 
the  greatest  trouble  of  my  life.  Everything  else  one  can 
turn  and  turn  about,  and  make  old  look  like  new;  but 
ther's  no  coaxing  boots  and  shoes  to  look  better  than  they 
are." 

Mrs.  Barton  was  playfully  undervaluing  her  skill  in 
pietamorphosing  boots  and  shoes.     She  had  at  that  moment 
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on  her  feet  a  pair  of  slippers  which  had  long  ago  lived 
through  the  prunella  phase  of  their  existence,  and  were 
now  running  a  respectable  career  as  black  silk  slippers, 
having  been  neatly  covered  with  that  material  by  Mrs. 
Barton^s  own  neat  fingers.  Wonderful  fingers  those!  they 
were  never  empty;  for  if  she  went  to  spend  a  few  hours 
with  a  friendly  parishioner,  out  came  her  thimble  and  a 
piece  of  calico  or  muslin,  which,  before  she  left,  had 
become  a  mysterious  little  garment  with  all  sorts  of  hemmed 
ins  and  outs.  She  was  even  trying  to  persuade  her  hus- 
band to  leave  off  tight  pantaloons,  because  if  he  would 
wear  the  ordinary  gun-cases,  she  knew  she  could  make 
them  so  well  that  no  one  would  suspect  the  sex  of  the 
tailor. 

But  by  this  time  Mr.  Barton  has  finished  his  pipe,  the 
candle  begins  to  burn  low,  and  Mrs.  Barton  goes  to  see  if 
Nanny  has  succeeded  in  lulling  Walter  to  sleep.  Nanny 
is  that  moment  putting  him  in  the  little  cot  by  his 
mother^s  bedside;  the  head,  with  its  thin  wavelets  of 
brown  hair,  indents  the  little  pillow;  and  a  tiny,  waxen, 
dimpled  fist  hides  the  rosy  lips,  for  baby  is  given  to  the 
infantine  peccadillo  of  thumb-sucking. 

So  Nanny  could  now  join  in  the  short  evening  prayer, 
and  all  could  go  to  bed. 

Mrs.  Barton  carried  up-stairs  the  remainder  of  her  heap 
of  stockings,  and  laid  them  on  a  table  close  to  her  bed- 
side, where  also  she  placed  a  warm  shawl,  removing  her 
candle,  before  she  put  it  out,  to  a  tin  socket  fixed  at  the 
head  of  her  bed.  Her  body  was  very  weary,  but  her  heart 
was  not  heavy,  in  spite  of  Mr.  Woods  the  butcher,  and  the 
transitory  nature  of  shoe-leather;  for  her  heart  so  over- 
flowed with  love,  she  felt  sure  she  was  near  a  fountain  of 
love  that  would  care  for  husband  and  babes  better  than 
she  could  soon  foresee;  so  she  was  soon  asleep.  But  about 
half-past  five  o^clock  in  the  morning,  if  there  were  any 
angels  watching  round  her  bed — and  angels  might  be  glad 
of  such  an  office — they  saw  Mrs.  Barton  rise  up  quietly, 
careful  not  to  disturb  the  slumbering  Amos,  who  was 
snoring  the  snore  of  the  just,  light  her  candle,  prop  her- 
self upright  with  the  pillows,  throw  the  warm  shawl  round 
her  shoulders  and  renew  her  attack  on  the  heap  of  undarned 
stockings.  She  darned  away  until  she  heard  Nanny  stir- 
ring, and  then  drowsiness  came  with  the  dawn;  the  candle 
was  put  out  and  she  sank  into  a  doze.  But  at  nine  o'clock 
gjie  was  at  the  breakfast  table,  busy  cutting  bread-and- 
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butter  for  five  hungry  mouths,  wl^ile  Nanny,  baby  on  one 
arm,  in  rosy  cheeks,  lat  neck,  and  night-gown,  brought  in 
a  jug  of  hot  milk-and-water.  Nearest  her  mother  sits  the 
nine-year-old  Patty,  the  eldest  child,  whose  sweet,  fair  face 
is  already  rather  grave  sometimes,  and  who^  always  wants 
to  run  up-stairs  to  save  mammals  legs,  which  get  so  tired 
of  an  evening.  Then  there  are  four  other  blonde  heads — 
two  boys  and  two  girls,  gradually  decreasing  in  size  down 
to  Chubby,  who  is  making  a  round  0  of  her'  mouth  to 
receive  a  bit  of  papa^s  ^^ baton."  Papa's  attention  was 
divided  between  petting  Chubby,  rebuking  the  noisy  Fred, 
which  he  did  with  a  somewhat  excessive  sharpness,  and  eat- 
ing his  own  breakfast.  He  had  not  yet  looked  at  Mamma, 
and  did  not  know  that  her  cheek  was  paler  than  usual. 
But  Patty  whispered,  "Mamma,  have  you  the  headache ?'' 

Happily  coal  was  cheap  in  the  neighborhood  of  Shep- 
perton,  and  Mr.  Hackit  would  any  time  let  his  horses  draw 
a  load  for  "the  parson"  without  charge;  so  there  was  a 
blazing  fire  in  the  sitting-room,  and  not  without  need,  for 
the  vicarage  garden,  as  they  looked  out  on  it  from  the 
bow-window^  was  hard  with  black  frost,  and  the  sky  had 
the  white  woolly  look  that  portends  snow. 

Breakfast  over,  Mr.  Barton  mounted  to  his  study,  and 
occupied  himself  in  the  first  place  with  his  letter  to  Mr. 
Oldinport.  It  was  very  much  the  same  sort  of  letter  as 
most  clergymen  would  have  written  under  the  same  cir- 
cumstances, except  that  instead  of  jt?erambulate,  the  Rev. 
Amos  wrote  jt?reambulate,  and  instead  of  "  if  haply,"  "  if 
hapily,"  the  contingency  indicated  being  the  reverse  of 
happy*  Mr.  Barton  had  not  the  gift  of  perfect  accuracy 
in  English  orthography  and  syntax,  which  was  unfortunate, 
as  he  was  known  not  to  be  a  Hebrew  scholar,  and  not  in  the 
least  suspected  of  being  an  accomplished  Grecian.  These 
lapses,  in  a  man  who  had  gone  through  the  Eleusinian 
mysteries  of  a  university  education,  surprised  the  young 
ladies  of  his  parish  extremely;  especially  the  Misses 
Farguhar,  whom  he  had  once  addressed  in  a  letter  as  Dear 
Mads.,  apparently  an  abreviation  for  Madams.  The  per- 
sons least  surprised  at  the  Eev.  Amos's  deficiencies  were 
his  clerical  brethren,  who  had  gone  through  the  mysteries 
themselves. 

At  eleven  o'clock,  Mr.  Barton  walked  forth  in  cape  and 
boa,  with  the  sleet  driving  in  his  face,  to  read  prayers  at 
the  workhouse,  euphuistically  called  the  "  College."  The 
College  was  a  huge  square  stone  building,  standing  on 
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the  best  apology  for  an  elevation  of  ground  that  could 
be  seen  for  about,  ten  miles  round  Shepperton.  A  flat 
ugly  district  this;  depressing  enough  to  look  at  even  on 
the  brightest  days.  The  roads  are  black  with  coal-dust, 
the  brick  houses  dingy  with  smoke;  and  at  that  time — the 
time  of  hand-loom  weavers — every  other  cottage  had  a 
loom  at  its  window,  where  you  might  see  a  pale,  sickly- 
looking  man  or  woman  pressing  a  narrow  chest  against  a 
board,  and  doing  a  sort  of  tread-mill  work  with  legs  and 
arms.  A  troublesome  district  for  a  clergyman;  at  least  to 
one  who,  like  Amos  Barton,  understood  the  "cure  of 
gouls^'  in  something  more  than  an  official  sense;  for  over 
and  above  the  rustic  stupidity  furnished  by  the  farm- 
laborers,  the  miners  brought  obstreperous  animalism,  and 
the  weavers  an  acrid  Kadicalism  and  Dissent.  Indeed, 
Mrs.  Hackit  often  observed  that  the  colliers,  who  many  of 
them  earned  better  wages  than  Mr.  Barton,  "passed  their 
time  in  doing  nothing  but  swilling  ale  and  smoking,  like 
the  beasts  that  perish  ^^  (speaking,  we  may  presume,  in  a 
remotely  analogical  sense);  and  in  some  of  the  ale-house 
corners  the  drink  was  flavored  by  a  dingy  kind  of  infidelity, 
something  like  rinsings  of  Tom  Paine  in  ditch-water.  A 
certain  amount  of  religious  excitement  created  by  the  pop- , 
ular  preaching  of  Mr.  Parry,  Amos's  predecessor,  had 
nearly  died  out,  and  the  religious  life  of  Shepperton  was 
falling  back  toward  low-water  mark.  Here,  you  perceive, 
was  a  terrible  stronghold  of  Satan;  and  you  may  well  pity 
the  Reverend  Amos  Barton,  who  had  to  stand  single- 
handed  and  summon  it  to  surrender.  We  read,  indeed, 
that  the  walls  of  Jericho  fell  down  before  the  sound  of 
trumpets;  but  we  nowhere  hear  that  those  trumpets  were 
hoarse  and  feeble.  Doubtless  they  were  trumpets  that 
gave  forth  clear  ringing  tones,  and  sent  a  mighty  vibration 
through  brick  and  mortar.  But  the  oratory  of  the  Eever- 
end  Amos  resembled  rather  a  Belgian  railway  horn,  which 
shows  praiseworthy  intentions  inadequately  fulfilled.  He 
often  missed  the  right  note  both  in  public  and  private 
exhortation,  and  got  a  little  angry  in  consequence.  For 
though  Amos  thought  himself  strong,  he  did  not  feel  him- 
self strong.  Nature  had  given  him  the  opinion,  but  not 
the  sensation.  Without  that  opinion  he  would  probably 
never  have  worn  cambric  bands,  but  would  have  been  an 
excellent  cabinetmaker  and  deacon  of  an  Independent 
church,  as  his  father  was  before  him  (he  was  not  a  shoe- 
maker, as  Mr.  Pilgrim  had  reported).    He  might  then 
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have  sniffed  long  and  loud' in  the  corner  of  his  pew  in  Gun 
Street  Chapel;  he  might  have  indulged  in  halting  rhetoric 
at  prayer-meetings,  and  have  spoken  faulty  English  in 
private  life;  and  these  little  infirmities  would  not  have 
prevented  him,  honest  faithful  man  that  he  was,  from 
being  a  shining  light  in  the  Dissenting  circle  of  Bridgeport. 
A  tallow  dip,  of  the  long-eight  description,  is  an  excellent 
thing  in  the  kitchen  candlestick,  and  Betty^s  nose  arid  eye 
are  not  sensitive  to  the  difference  between  it  and  the  finest 
wax;  it  is  only  when  you  stick  it  in  the  silver  candlestick, 
and  introduce  it  into  the  drawing-room,  that  it  seems  ple- 
bian,  dim,  and  ineffectual.  Alas  for  the  worthy  man,  who, 
like  that  candle,  gets  himself  into  the  wrong  place!  It  is 
only  the  very  largest  souls  who  will  be  able  to  appreciate 
and  pity  him — who  will  discern  and  love  sincerity  of  pur- 
pose amid  all  the  bungling  feebleness  of  achievement. 

But  now  Amos  Barton  has  made  his  way  through  the 
sleet  as  far  as  the  College,  has  thrown  off  his  hat,  cape, 
and  boa,  and  is  reading,  in  the  dreary  stone-floored  dining- 
room,  a  portion  of  the  morning  service  to  the  inmates 
seated  on  jjjie  benches  before  him.  Remember,  the  New 
Poor-law  had  not  yet  come  into  operation,  and  Mr.  Barton 
was  not  acting  as  paid  chaplain  of  the  Union,  but  as  the 
pastor  who  had  the  cure  of  all  souls  in  his  parish,  pauper 
as  well  as  other.  After  the  prayers  he  always  addressed  to 
them  a  short  discourse  on  some  subject  suggested  by  the 
lesson  for  the  day,  striving  if  by  this  means  some  edifying 
matter  might  find  its  way  into  the  pauper  mind  and  con- 
science— ^perhaps  a  task  as  trying  as  you  could  well  imagine 
to  the  faith  and  patience  of  any  honest  clergyman.  Por, 
on  the  very  first  bench,  these  were  the  faces  oi;  which  his 
eye  had  to  rest,  watching  whether  there  was  any  stirring 
under  the  stagnant  surface. 

Right  in  front  of  him — ^probably  because  he  was  stone- 
deaf,  and  it  was  deemed  more  edifying-  to  hear  nothing  at 
a  short  distance  than  at  a  long  one — sat  ^'  Old  Maxum,^^  as 
he  was  familiarly  called,  his  real  patronymic  remaining  a 
mystery  to  most  persons.  A  fine  philological  sense  discerns 
in  this  cognomen  an  indication  that  the  pauper  patriarch 
had  once  been  considered  pithy  and  sententious  in  his 
speech;  but  now  the  weight  of  ninety-five  years  lay  heavy 
on  his  tongue  as  well  as  on  his  ears,  and  he  sat  before  the 
clergyman  with  protruded  chin,  and  munching  mouth,  and 
eyes  that  seemed  to  look  at  emptiness. 

Next  to  him  sat  Poll  Fodge — known  to  the  magistracy 
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01  her  county  as  Mary  Higgins — a  one-eyed  woman,  with 
a  scarred  and  seamy  face,  the  most  notorious  rebel  in  the 
workhouse,  said  to  have  once  thrown  her  broth  over  the 
master^s  coat-tails,  and  wlio,  in  spite  of  nature's  apparent 
safeguards  against  that  contingency,  had  contributed  to  the 
perpetuation  of  the  Fodge  characteristics  in  the  person  of  a 
small  boy,  who  was  behaving  naughtily  on  one  of  the  back 
benches.  Miss  Fodge  fix^d  ner  one  sore  eye  on  Mr.  Barton 
with  a  sort  of  hardy  defiance. 

Beyond  this  member  of  the  softer  sex,  at  the  end  of  the 
bencn,  sat  "Silly  Jim,''  a  young  man  afflicted  with  hydro- 
cephalus, who  rolled  his  head  from  side  to  side,  and  gazed 
at  the  point  of  his  nose.  These  were  the  supporters  of 
Old  Maxum  on  his  right. 

On  his  left  sat  Mr.  Fitchett,  a  tall  fellow,  who  had  once 
been  a  footman  in  the  Oldinport  family,  and  in  that  giddy 
elevation  had  enunciated  a  contemptuous  opinion  of 
boiled  beef,  which  had  been  traditionally  handed  down  in 
Shepperton  as  the  direct  cause  of  his  ultimate  reduction  to 
pauper  commons.  His  calves  were  now  shrunken,  and  his 
nair  was  ffray  without  the  aid  of  powder;  but  he  still  car- 
ried his  chin  as  if  he  were  conscious  of  a  stiff  cravat;  he 
set  his  delapidated  hat  on  with  a  knowing  inclination 
toward  the  left  ear;  and  when  he  was  on  field-work,  he 
carted  and  uncarted  the  manure  with  a  sort  of  flunkey 
grace,  the  ghost  of  that  jaunty  demeanor  with  which  he 
used  to  usher  in  my  lady's  morning  visitors.  The  flunky 
nature  was  nowhere  completely  subdued  but  in  his  stomach, 
and  he  still  divided  society  into  gentry,  gentry's  flunkeys, 
and  the  people  who  provided  for  them.  A  clergyman 
without  a  flunky  was  an  anomaly,  belonging  to  neither  of 
these  classes.  Mr.  Fitchett  had  an  irrepressible  tendency 
to  drowsiness  under  spiritual  instruction,  and  in  the  recur- 
rent regularity  with  which  he  dozed  off  until  he  nodded 
and  awaked  himself,  he  looked  not  unlike  a  piece  of 
mechanism,  ingeniously  contrived  for  measuring  the  length 
of  Mr.  Barton^  discourse. 

Perfectly  wide-awake,  on  the  contrary,  was  his  left-hand 
neighbor,  Mrs.  Brick,  one  of  those  hard  undying  old 
women,  to  whom  age  seems  to  have  given  a  net-work  of 
wrinkles,  as  a  coat  of  magic  armor  against  the  attacks  of 
winters,  warm  or  cold.  The  point  on  which  Mrs.  Brick 
was  still  sensitive — the  theme  on  which  you  might  possibly 
excite  her  hope  and  fear — was  snuff.  It  seemed  to  be  an 
embalming  powder,  helping  her  soul  to  do  the  office  of  salt. 
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And  now,  eke  out  an  audience  of  which  this  front 
benchf ul  was  a  sample,  with  a  certain  number  of  refractory 
children,  over  whom  Mr.  Sp.ratt,  the  master  of  the  work- 
house, exercised  an  irate  surveillance,  ai\d  I  think  you  will 
admit  that  the  university-taught  clergyman,  whose  office  it 
is  to  bring  home  the  gospel  to  a  handful  of  such  souls,  has 
a  sufficiently  hard  task.  For,  to  have  any  chance  of  success, 
short  of  miraculous  intervention,  he  must  bring  his  geo- 
graphical, chronological,  exegetical  mind  pretty  nearly  to 
the  pauper  point  of  view,  or  of  no  view;  he  must  have 
some  approximate  conception  of  the  mode  in  which  the 
doctrines  that  have  so  much  vitality  in  the  plenum  of  his 
own  brain  will  comport  themselves  in  vacuo — that  is  to 
say,  in  a  brain  that  is  neither  geographical,  chronological, 
nor  exegetical.  It  is  a  flexible  imagination  that  can  take 
such  a  leap  as  that,  and  an  adroit  tongue  that  can  adapt 
its  speech  to  so  unfamiliar  a  position.  The  Eev.  Amos 
Barton  had  neither  that  flexible  imagination,  nor  that 
adroit  tongue.  He  talked  of  Israel  and  its  sins,  of 
chosen  vessels  and  of  the  Paschal  lamb,  of  blood  as  a 
medium  of  reconcilliation;  and  he  strove  in  this  way 
to  convey  religious  truth  within  reach  of  the  Podge  and 
Pitchett  mind.  This  very  morning,  the  first  lesson 
was  the  twelfth  chapter  of  Exodus,  and  Mr.  Barton's 
exposition  turned  on  unleavened  bread.  Nothing  in  the 
world  more  suited  to  the  simple  understanding  than 
instruction  through  familiar  types  and  symbols!  But 
there  is  always  this  danger  attending  it,  that  the  interest  or 
comprehension  of  your  hearers  may  stop  short  precisely  at 
the  point  where  your  spiritual  interpretation  begins.  And 
Mr.  Barton  this  morning  succeeded  in  carrying  the  pauper 
imagination  to  the  dough-tub,  but  unfortunately  was  not 
able  to  carry  it  upwards  from  that  well-known  obiect  to 
the  unknown  truths  which  it  was  intended  to  shadow 
forth. 

Alas!  a  natural  incapacity  for  teaching,  finished  by 
keeping  *^ terms"  at  Cambridge,  where  tliere  are  able 
mathematicians,  and  butter  is  sold  by  the  jard,  is  not 
apparently  the  medium  through  which  Christian  doctrine 
will  distil  as  welcome  dew  on  withered  souls. 

And  so,  while  the  sleet  outside  was  turning  to  unques- 
tionable snow,  and  the  stony  dining-room  looked  darker 
and  drearier,  and  Mr.  Pitchett  was  nodding  his  lowest, 
and  Mr.  Spratt  was  boxing  the  boys'  ears  with  a  constant  ?^/V2- 
forzandOf  as  be  felt  more  keenly  the  approach  of  diunev- 
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time,  Mr.  Barton  wound  up  his  exhortation  with  something 
of  the  February  chill  at  his  heart  as  well  as  his  feet.  Mr. 
Fitchett,  thoroughly  roused  now  the  instruction  was  at  an 
end,  obsequiously  and  ^acefuUy  advanced  to  help  Mr. 
Barton  in  putting  on  his  cape,  while  Mrs.  Brick  rubbed 
her  withered  forefinger  round  and  round  her  little  shoe- 
shaped  snuff-box,  vainly  seeking  for  the  fraction  of  a 
pinch.  I  can't  help  thinking  that  if  Mr.  Barton  had 
shaken  into  that  little  box  a  small  portion  of  Scotch  high- 
dried,  he  might  have  produced  something  more  like  an 
amiable  emotion  in  Mrs.  Brick's  mind  than  anything  she 
had  felt  under  his  morning's  exposition  of  the  unleavened 
bread.  'But  our  good  Amos  labored  under  a  deficiency  of 
small  tact  as  well  as  of  small  cash;  and  when  he  observed 
the  action  of  the  old  woman's  forefinger,  he  said  in  his 
brusque  way,  "So  your  snuff  is  all  gone,  eh?" 

Mrs.  Brick's  eyes  twinkled  with  the  visionary  hope  that 
the  parson  might  be  intending  to  replenish  her  box,  at 
least  mediately,  through  the  present  of  a  small  copper. 

"Ah,  well!  youll  soon  be  going  where  there  is  no  more 
snuff.  You'll  be  in  need  of  mercy  then.  You  must 
remember  that  you  may  have  to  seeK  for  mercy  and  not 
find  it,  just  as  you're  seeking  for  snuff." 

At  the  first  sentence  of  this  admonition,  the  twinkle 
subsided  from  Mrs.  Brick's  eyes.  The  lid  of  her  box  went 
^^ click!"  and  her  heart  was  shut  up  at  the  same  moment. 

But  now  Mr.  Barton's  attention  was  called  for  by  Mr. 
Spratt,  who  was  dragging  a  small  and  unwilling  boy  from 
the  rear.  Mr.  Spratt  was  a  small-featured,  ?mall-statured 
man,  with  a  remarkable  power  of  ^language,  mitigated  by 
hesitation,  who  piqued  himself  on  expressing  unexception- 
able sentiments  'in  unexceptionable  language  on  all 
occasions. 

"Mr.  Barton,  sir — aw — aw— excuse  my  trespassing  on 
your  time — aw — to  beg  that  you  will  administer  a  rebuke 
to  this  boy;  he  is — aw — aw — most  inveterate  in  ill-behavior 
during  service-time." 

The  inveterate  culprit  was  a  boy  of  seven,  vainly  con- 
tending against  a  cold  in  his  nose  by  feeble  sniffing.  But 
no  sooner  had  Mr.  Spratt  uttered  his  impeachment,  than 
Miss  Fodge  rushed  forward  and  placed  herself  between  Mr. 
Barton  and  the  accused. 

"That's  my  child.  Muster  Barton,"  she  exclaimed, 
further  manifesting  her  maternal  instincts  by  applying  her 
apron  to  her  offspring's  nose.     "  He's  al'ys  a-findin'  faut 
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/  ^ 

wi'  him,  and  a-poundin'  him  for  nothin'.  Let  him  goo  an' 
eat  his  roost  goose  as  is  a-smellin'  up  in  our  noses  while 
we're  a-swallering  them  greasy  broth,  an*  let  my  boy 
alooan/*  ^ 

-  Mr.  Spratt's  small  eyes  flashed,  and  he  t^  in  danger  of 
uttering  sentiments  not  unexceptionable  before  the  clergy- 
man; but  Mr.  Barton,  forseeing  that  a  prolongation  of 
this  episode  would  not  be  to  edification,  said  "Silence!** 
in  his  severest  tones. 

"Let  me  hear  no  abuse.  Your  boy  is  not  likely  to 
behave  well,  if  you  set  him  the  example  of  being  saucy.'* 
Then  stooping  down  to  Master  Fodge,  and  taking  him  by 
the  shoulder,  "  Do  you  like  being  beaten?** 

"No-a.** 

"  Then  what  a  silly  boy  you  are  to  be  naughty.  If  you 
were  not  naughty,  you  wouldn*t  be  beaten.  But  if  you 
are  naughty,  God  will  be  angry,  as  well  as  Mr.  Spratt;  and 
God  can  burn  you  forever.  That  will  be  worse  than  being 
beaten.*' 

Master  Podge*s  countenance  was  neither  affirmative  nor 
negative  of  this  proposition. 

"But,*'  continued  Mr.  Barton,  "if  you  will  be  a  good 
boy,  God  will  love  you,  and  you  will  grow  up  to  be  a  good 
man.  Now,  let  me  hear  next  Thursday  tnat  you  have 
been  a  good  boy.** 

Master  Fodge  had  no  distinct  vision  of  the  benefit  that 
would  accrue  to  him  from  this  change  of  courses.  But 
Mr.  Barton,  being  aware  that  Miss  Fodge  had  touched  on  a 
delicate  subjtct  in  alluding  to  the  roast  goose,  was  deter- 
mined to  witness  no  more  polemics  between  her  and  Mr. 
Spratt,  so,  saying  good*  morning  to  the  latter,  he  hastily 
left  the  College. 

The  snow  was  falling  in  thicker  and  thicker  flakes,  and 
already  the  vicarage-garden  was  cloaked  in  white  as  he 
passed  through  the  gate.  Mrs.  Barton  heard  him  open 
the  door,  and  ran  out  of  the  sitting'-room  to  meet  him. 

"  I*m  afraid  your  feet  are  very  wet,  dear.  What  a  ter- 
rible morning!  Let  me  take  your  hat.  Your  slippers  are 
at  the  fire.** 

Mr.  Barton  was  feeling  a  little  cold  and  cross.  It  is 
difficult,  when  you  have  been  doing  disagreeable  duties,  ' 
without  praise,  on  a  snowy  day,  to  attend  to  the  very 
minor  morals.  So  he  showed  no  recognition  of  Milly's 
attentions,  but  simply  said,  "Fetch  me  my  dressing-gown, 
will  you?'* 
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*^  It  is  down,  dear.  I  thought  you  wouldn't  go  into  the 
study,  because  you  said  you  would  letter  and  number  the 
books  for  the  Lending  Library.  Patty  and  I  have  been 
covering  them,  and  they  are  alreadj  in  the  sitting-room.'^ 

*^0h,  I  can't  do  those  this  morning,"  said  Mr.  Barton, 
as  he  took  off  his  boots  and  put  his  feet  into  the  slippers 
Milly  had  brought  him;  ^^you  must  put  them  away  into 
the  parlor." 

The  sitting-room  was  also  the  day  nursery  and  school- 
room; and  while  Mamma's  back  was  turned,  Dickey,  the 
second  boy,  had  insisted  on  superseding  Chubby  in  the 
guidance  of  a  headless  horse,  of  the  red-wafered  species, 
which  she  was  drawing  round  the  room,  so  that  when 
Papa  opened  the  door  Chubby  was  giving  tongue  energet- 
ically. 

^'  Milly,  some  of  these  children  must  go  away.  I  want 
to  be  quiet." 

"Yes,  dear.  Hush,  Chubby;  go  with  Patty,  and  see 
what  Nannv  is  getting  for  our  dinner.  Now,  Pred  and 
Sophy  and  Jbickey,  help  me  to  carry  these  books  into  the 
parlor.    There  are  three  for  Dickey.    Carry  them  steadily." 

Papa  meanwhile  settled  himself  in  his  easy-chair,  and 
took  up  a  work  on  Episcopacy,  which  he  had  from  the 
Clerical  Book  Society;  thinking  he  would  finish  it  and 
return  it  this  afternoon,  as  he  was  going  to  the  Clerical 
Meeting  at  Milby  Vicarage,  where  the  Book  Society  had 
its  headquarters. 

The  Clerical  Meetings  and  Book  Society,  which  had  been 
founded  some  eight  or  ten  months,  had  had  a  noticeable 
effect  on  the  Eev.  Amos  Barton.  When  he  first  came  to 
Shepperton  he  was  simply  an  evangelical  clergyman,  whose 
Christian  experiences  had  commenced  under  the  teaching 
of  the  Eev.  Mr.  Johns,  of  Gun  Street  Chapel,  and  had 
be^  consolidated  at  Cambridge  under  the  influence  of 
Mr.  Simeon.  John  Newton  and  Thomas  Scott  were  his 
doctrinal  ideals;  he  would  have  taken  in  the  "Christian 
Observer"  and  the  "  Eecord,"  if  he  could  have  afforded  it: 
his  anecdotes  were  chiefly  of  the  pious-jocose  kind,  cur- 
rent in  Dissenting  circles;  and  he  thought  an  Episcopalian 
Establishment  unobjectionable. 

But  by  this  time  the  effect  of  the  Tractarian  agitation 
was  beginning  to  be  felt  in  backward  provincial  regions, 
and  the  Tractarian  satire  on  the  Low-Church  party  was 
beginning  to  tell  even  on  those  who  disavowed  or  resisted 
Tractarian  doctrines.    The  vibration  of  an  intellectual 
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movement  was  felt  from  the  golden  head  to  the  miry  toes 
of  the  Establishment;  and  so  it  came  to  pass  that,  m  the 
district  round  Milby,  the  market-town  close  to  Shepper- 
ton,  the  clergy  had  agreed  to  have  a  clerical  meeting  every 
month  wherein  they  would  exercise  their  intellects  by  dis- 
cussing theological  and  ecclesiastical  questions,  and  cement 
their  brotherly  love  by  discussing  a  good  dinner.  A.  Book 
Society  naturally  suggested  itself  as  an  adjunct  of  this 
agreeable  plan;  and  thus,  you  perceive,  there  was  provision 
made  for  ample  friction  of  the  clerical  mind. 

Now,  the  Eev.  Amos  Barton  was  one  of  those  men 
who  have  a  decided  will  and  opinion  of  their  own;  he  held 
himself  bolt  upright,  and  had  no  self-distrust.  He  would 
march  very  determinedly  along  the  road  he  thought  best; 
but  then  it  was  wonderfully  easy  to  convince  him  which 
toas  the  best  road.  And  so  a  very  little  unwonted  reading 
and  unwonted  discussion  made  him  see  that  an  Episco- 

Ealian  Establishment  was  much  more  than  unobjectiona- 
ie,  and  on  many  other  points  he  began  to  feel  that  he 
held  opinions  a  little  too  far-sighted  and  profound  to  be 
crudely  and  suddenly  communicated  to  ordinary  minds. 
He  was  like  an  onion  that  has  been  rubbed  with  spices; 
the  strong  original  odor  was  blended  with  something  new 
and  foreign.  The  Low-Church  onion  still  offended  refined 
High-Church  nostrils,  and  the  new  spice  was  unwelcome 
to  the  palate  of  the  genuine  onion-eater. 

We  will  not  accompany  him  to  the  Clerical  Meeting 
to-day,  because  we  shall  probably  want  to  go  thither  some 
day  when  he  will  be  absent.  And  just  now  I  am  bent  on 
introducing  you  to  Mr.  Bridmain  and  the  Countess 
Czerlaski,  with  whom  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Barton  are  invited  to 
dine  to-morrow. 


CHAPTER  III. 


Outside,  the  moon  is  shedding  its  cold  light  on  the 
cold  snow,  and  the  white-bearded  fir-trees  round  Camp 
Villa  are  casting  a  blue  shadow  across  the  white  ground, 
while  the  Rev.  Amos  Barton  and  his  wife  are  audibly 
crushing  the  crisp  snow  beneath  their  feet,  as,  about  seven 
o'clock  on  Friday  evening,  they  approach  the  door  of  the 
above-named  desirable  country  residence,  containing  din- 
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ing,  breakfast,  and  drawing-rooms,  etc.,  situated  only 
half  a  mile  from  the  market-town  of  Milby. 

Inside,  there  is  a  bright  fire  in  the  drawing-room,  casting 
a  pleasant  but  uncertain  light  on  the  delicate  silk  dress  of 
a  lady  who  is  reclining  behind  a  screen  in  the  corner  of  the 
sofa,  and  allowing  you  to  discern  that  the  hair  of  the  gen- 
tleman who  is  seated  in  the  arm-chair  opposite,  with  a 
newspaper  over  his  knees,  is  becoming  decidedly  gray.  A 
little  "King  Charles,'^  with  a  crimson  ribbon  round  his 
neck,  who  has  been  lying  curled  up  in  the  very  middle  of 
the  hearth-rug,  has  just  discovered  that  that  zone  is  too 
hot  for  him,  and  is  jumping  on  the  sofa,  evidently  with 
the  intention  of  accommodating  his  person  on  the  silk 
gown.  On  the  table  there  are  two  wax-candles,  which  will 
be  lighted  as  soon  as  the  expected  knock  is  heard  at  the 
door. 

The  knock  is  heard,  the  candles  are  lighted,  and  pres- 
ently Mr.  and  Mrs.  Barton  are  ushered  in — Mr.  Barton 
erect  and  clerical,  in  a  faultless  tie  and  shining  cranium; 
Mrs.  Barton  graceful  in  a  newly-turned  black  silk. 

''Now  this  is  charming  of  you,'*  said  the  Countess  Czer- 
laski,-  advancing  to  meet  them,  and  embracing  Milly  with 
careful  elegance.  '^  I  am  really  ashamed  of  my  selfishness 
in  asking  my  friends  to  come  and  see  me  in  tnis  frightful 
weather.^*  Then,  giving  her  hand  to  Amos,  "And  you, 
Mr.  Barton,  whose  time  is  so  precious!  But  I  am  doing  a 
good  deal  in  drawing  you  away,  from  your  labors.  I  have 
a  plot  to  prevent  you  from  martyrising  yourself. '' 

While  this  greeting  was  going  forward,  Mr.  Bridmain, 
and  Jet  the  spaniel,  looked  on  with  the  air  of  actors  who 
had  no  idea  of  by-play.  Mr.  Bridmain,  a  stiff  and  rather 
thick-set  man,  gave  his  welcome  with  a  labored  cordiality. 
It  was  astonishing  how  very  little  he  resembled  his  beauti- 
ful sister. 
.For  the  Countess  Czerlaski  was  undeniably  beautiful. 
As  she  seated  herself  by  Mrs.  Barton  on  the  sofa,  Milly^s 
eyes,  indeed,  rested — must  it  be  confessed? — chiefiy  on 
the  details  of  the  tasteful  dress,  the  rick  silk  of  a  pinkish 
lilac  hue  (the  Countess  always  wore  delicate  colors  in  an 
evening),  the  black  lace  pelerine,  and  the  black  lace  veil 
falling  at  the  back  of  the  small  closely-braided  head.  For 
Milly  had  one  weakness — don't  love  her  any  the  less  for  it, 
it  was  a  pretty  woman's  weakness  —  she  was  fond  of  dress; 
and  often,  when  she  was  making  up  her  own  economical 
millinery,  she  had  romantic  visions  how  nice  it  would  be 
19 
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to  put  on  really  handsome  stylish  things  —  to  have  very 
stiff  balloon  sleeves,  for  example,  without  which  a  woman^i 
dress  was  nought  in  those  days.  You  and  1,  too,  reader, 
have  our  weakness,  have  we  not?  which  makes  us  think 
foolish  things  now  and  then.  Perhaps  it  may  lie  in  an 
excessive  admiration  for  small  hands  and  feet,  a  tall  lithe 
figure,  large  dark  eyes,  and  dark  silken  braided  hair.  All 
these  the  Countess  possessed,  and  she  had,  moreover,  a 
delicately-formed  nose,  the  least  bit  curved,  and  a  clear 
brunette  complexion.  Her  mouth,  it  must  be  admitted, 
receded  too  much  from  her  nose  and  chin,  and  to  a 
prophetic  eye  threatened  ^* nut-crackers^'  in  advanced 
age.  But  by  the  light  of  fire  and  wax-candles  that  age 
seemed  very  far  off  indeed,  and  you  would  have  said  that 
the  Countess  was  not  more  than  thirty. 

Look  at  the  two  women  on  the  sofa  together!  The 
large,  fair,  mild-eyed  Milly  is  timid  even  in  friendship: 
it  is  not  easy  to  her  to  speak  of  the  affection  of  which  her 
heart  is  full.  The  litne,  dark,  thin-lipped  Countess  is 
racking  her  small  brain  for  caressing  words  and  charming 
exaggerations. 

''And  how  are  all  the  cherubs  at  home?'*  said  the 
Countess,  stooping  to  pick  up  Jet,  and  without  waiting  for 
an  answer.  "  I  have  been  kept  in-doors  hy  a  cold  ever 
since  Sunday,  or  I  should  not  nave  rested  without  seeing 
you.  What  have  you  done  with  those  wretched  singers, 
Mr.  Barton?^' 

"  Oh,  we  have  got  a  new  choir  together,  which  will  go 
on  very  well  with  a  little  practice.  I  was  (juite  determined 
that  the  old  set  of  singers  should  be  dismissed.  I -had 
given  orders  that  they  should  not  sing  the  wedding  psali  i; 
as  they  call  it,  again,  to  make  a  new-married  couple  look 
ridiculous,  and  they  sang  it  in  defiance  of  me.  I  -could 
put  them  into  the  Ecclesiastical  Court,  if  I  chose  for  to  do 
so,  for  lifting  up  their  voices  in  church  in  opposition  to 
the  clergyman. 

"And  a  most  wholesome  discipline  that  would  be,''  said 
the  Countess;  ''  indeed,  you  are  too  patient  and  forbear- 
ing, Mr.  Barton.  For  my  part,  I  I6se  my  temper  when  I 
see  how  far  you  are  from  being  appreciated  in  tha^ 
miserable  Shepperton." 

If,  as  is  probable,  Mr.  Barton  felt  at  a  loss  what  to  say  in 
reply  to  the  insinuated  compliment,  it  was  a  relief  to  him 
that  dinner  was  announced  just  then,  and  that  he  had  to 
offer  his  arm  to  the  Countess. 
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As  Mr.  Bridmain  was  leading  Mrs.  Barton  to  the  dining- 
room,  he  observed,  ^^The  weatner  is  very  severe.  ^^ 

**  Very  indeed/^  said  Milly. 

Mr.  Bridmain  studied  conversation  as  an  art.  To  ladies 
he  spoke  of  the  weather,  and  was  accustomed  to  consider 
it  under  three  points  of  view:  as  a  question  of  climate  in 
general,  comparing  England  with  other  countries  in  this 
respect;  as  a  personal  question,  inquiring  how  it  affected 
his  lady  interlocutor  in  particular;  and  as  a  question  of 
probabilities,  discussing  whether  there  would  be  a  change 
or  a  continuance  of  the  present  atmospheric  conditions. 
To  gentlemen  he  talked  politics,  and  he  read  two  daily 
papers  expressly  to  qualify  himself  for  this  function.  Mr. 
Barton  thought  him  a  man  of  considerable  political  infor- 
mation, but  not  of  lively  parts. 

"  And  so  you  are  always  to  hold  your  clerical  meetings 
at  Mr.  Ely^s?"  said  the  Countess,  between  her  spoonfuls  of 
soup.  (The  soup  was  a  little  overspiced.  Mrs.  Short  of 
Camp  Villa,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  letting  her  best  apart- 
ments, gave  only  moderate  wages  to  her  cook.) 

**  Yes,^^  said  Mr.  Barton;  "  Milby  is  a  central  place,  and 
there  are  many  conveniences  in  having  only  one  point  of 
meeting." 

^^  Well,"  continued  the  Countess,  "  every  one  seems  to 
agree  in  giving  the  precedence  to  Mr.  Ely.  For  my  part, 
I  cannot  admire  him.  His  preaching  is  too  cold  for  me. 
It  has  no  fervor — no  heart.  I  often  say  to  my  brother,  it 
is  a  great  comfort  to  me  that  Shepperton  Church  is  not 
too  far  off  for  us  to  go  to;  don^t  I,  Edmund?" 

^^•Yes,"  answered  Mr.  Bridmain;  ^*  they  show  us  into  such 
a  bad  pew  at  Milby — just  where  there  is  a  draught  from 
that  door.  I  caught  a  stiff  neck  the  first  time  I  went 
there." 

"  Oh,  it  is  the  cold  in  the  pulpit  that  affects  me,  not  the 
cold  in  the  pew.  I  was  writing  to  my  friend,  Lady  Porter, 
this  morning,  and  telling  her  all  about  my  feelings.  She 
and  I  think  alike  on  such  matters.  She  is  most  anxious 
that  when  Sir  WiJliam  has  an  opportunity  of  giving  away 
the  living  at  their  place,  Dippley,  they  should  have  a 
thoroughly  zealous,  clever  man,  there.  I  have  been 
describing  a  certain  friend  of  mine  to  her,  who,  I  think, 
would  be  just  to  her  mind.  And  there  is  such  a  pretty 
rectory,  Milly;  shouldn^t  I  like  to  see  you  the  mistress 
ofit?^^ 

Milly  smiled  and  blushed  slightly.    The  Eev.  Amos 
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blushed  very  red,  and  gave  a  little  embarrassed  Tangh — ^he 
could  rarely  keep  his  muscles  within  the  limits  of  a  smile. 

At  this  moment  John,  the  man-servant,  approached 
Mrs.  Barton  with  a  ^ravy-tureen,  and  also  with  a  slight 
odor  of  the  stable,  which  usually  adhered  to  him  through- 
out his  in-door  functions.  John  was  rather  nervous;  and 
the  Countess,  happening  to  speak  to  him  at  this  inoppor- 
tune moment,  the  tureen  slipped  and  emptied  itself  on 
Mrs.  Barton^s  newly-turned  black  silk. 

'^  Oh,  horror!  Tell  Alice  to  come  directly  and  rub  Mrs. 
Bartends  dress, ^^  said  the  Countess  to  the  trembling  John, 
carefully  abstaining  from  approaching  the  gravy-sprinkled 
spot  on  the  floor  with  her  own  lilac  silk.  But  Mr.  Brid- 
main,  who  had  a  strictly  private  interest  in  silks,  good- 
naturedly  jumped  up  and  applied  his  napkin  at  once 
to  Mrs.  Bartends  gown. 

Milly  felt  a  little  inward  anguish,  but  no  ill-temper,  and 
tried  to  make  light  of  the  matter  for  the  sake  of  John  as 
well  as  others.  The  Countess  felt  inwardly  thankful  that 
her  own  delicate  silk  had  escaped,  but  threw  out  lavish 
interjections  of  distress  and  indignation. 

"  Dear  saint  that  you  are,"  she  said,  when  Milly  laughed, 
and  suggested  that,  as  her  silk  was  not  very  glossy  to  begin  ' 
with,  the  dim  patch  would  not  be  much  seen;  "you 
don't  mind  about  these  things,  I  know.  Just  the  same 
sort  of  thing  happened  to  me  at  the  Princess  Wengstein's 
one  day,  on  a  pink  satin.  I  was  in  an  agony.  But  you 
are  so  indifferent  to  dress;  and  well  you  may  be.  It  is 
you  who  make  dress  pretty,  and  not  dress  that  makes  you 
pretty.^' 

Alice,  the  buxom  lady's-maid,  wearing  a  much  better 
dress  than  Mrs.  Barton's,  now  appeared  to  take  Mr.  Brid- 
main's  place  in  retrieving  the  mischief,  and  after  a  great 
amount  of  supplementary  rubbing,  composure  was  restored, 
and  the  business  of  dining  was  continued. 

When  John  was  recounting  his  accident  to  i^e  cook 
in  the  kitchen,  he  observed:  "Mrs.  Barton's  a  hamable 
woman;  I'd  a  deal  sooner  ha'  throwed  the  gravy  o'er  the 
Countess's  fine  gownd.  But  laws!  what  tantrums  she'd 
ha'  been  in  arter  the  visitors  was  ffone." 

"  You'd  a  deal  sooner  not  ha'  throwed  it  down  at  all,  I 
should  think,"  responded  the  unsympathetic  cook,  to 
whom  John  did  not  make  love.  "  Who  d'you  think's  to 
make  gravy  anufl,  if  you're  to  baste  people's  gownds  wi' 
it  r 
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'  "Well/^  suggested  John,  humbly,  ^^  you  should  wet  the 
bottom  of  the  duree  a  bit,  to  hold  it  from  slipj)in\'' 

*'  Wet  your  granny  !^^  returned  the  cook;  a  retort  which 
she  probably  regarded  in  the  light  of  a  reductio  ad  dbsur- 
durriy  and  which  in  fact  reduced  John  to  silence. 

Later  on  in  the  evening,  while  John  was  removing  the 
tea-things  from  the  drawing-room,  and  brushing  the 
crumbs  from  the  table-cloth  with  an  accompanying  hiss, 
such  as  he  was  wont  to  encourage  himself  with  in  rubbing 
down  Mr.  Bridmain's  horse,  the  Eev.  Amos  Barton,  drew 
from  his  pocket  a  thin  green-covered  pamphlet,  and,  pre- 
senting it  to  the  Countess,  said — 

'^  You  were  pleased,  I  think,  with  my  sermon  on  Christ- 
mas Day.  It  has  been  printed  in  *  The  Pulpit,^  and  I 
thought  you  might  like  a  copy.^^ 

''That  indeed  I  shall.  1  shall  quite  value  the  oppor- 
tunity of  reading  that  sermon.  There  was  such  depth  in 
it! — such  argument!  It  was  not  a  sermon  to  be  neard 
only  once.  I  am  delighted  that  it  should  become  gener- 
ally known,  as  it  will  be,  now  it  is  printed  in  '  The  Pul- 
pit\^^ 

''  Yes,^'  said  Milly  innocently,  ''  I  was  so  pleased  with 
the  editor^s  letter.  ^^  And  she  drew  out  her  little  pocket- 
book,  where  she  carefully  treasured  the  editorial  autograph, 
while  Mr.  Barton  laughed  and  blushed,  and  said,  ''Non- 
sense, Milly  !^' 

"  You  see,"  she  said,  giving  the  letter  to  the  Countess, 
"  I  am  very  proud  of  the  praise  my  Imsband  gets.^^ 

The  sermon  in  question,  by  the  by,  was  an  extremely 
argumentative  one  on  the  Incarnation;  which,  as  it  was 
preached  to  a  congregation  not  one  of  whom  had  any 
doubt  of  that  doctrine,  and  to  whom  the  Sociuians  therein 
confuted  were  as  unknown  as  the  Arimaspians,  was  exceed- 
ingly well  adapted  to  the  trouble  and  confuse  the  Shep- 
pertonian  mind. 

"  Ah,^^  said  the  Countess,  returning  the  editor's  letter, 
"he  may  well  say  he  will  be  glad  of  other  sermons  from 
the  same  source.  But  I  would  rather  you  should  publish 
your  sermons  in  an  independent  volume,  Mr.  Barton;  it 
would  be  so  desirable  to  have  them  in  that  shape.  For 
instance,  I  could  send  a  copy  to  the  Dean  of  Eedborough. 
And  there  is  Lord  Blarney,  whom  I  knew  before  he  was 
Chancellor.  I  was  a  special  favorite  of  his,  and  you  can't 
think  what  sweet  things  he  used  to  say  to  me.  I  shall  not 
resist  the  temptation  to  write  to  him  one  of  these  days 
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sansfa^on,  and  tell  him  how  he  ought  to  dispose  of  the 
next  vacant  livinff  in  his  gift/' 

Whether  Jet,  the  spaniel,  being  a  much  more  knowing 
elog  than  was  suspected,  wished  to  express  his  disapproval 
of  the  Countess's  last  speech,  as  not  accordant  with  his 
ideas  of  wisdom  and  veracity,  I  cannot  say;  but  at  this 
moment  he  jumped  off  her  lap,  and  turning  his  back  upon 
her,  placed  one  paw  on  the  fender,  and  held  the  other  up 
to  warm,  as  if  affecting  to  abstract  himself  from  the 
current  of  conversation. 

But  now  Mr.  Bridmain  brought  out  the  chess-board,  and 
Mr.  Barton  accepted  his  challenge  to  play  him  a  game, 
with  immense  satisfaction.  The  Kev.  Amos  was  vary  fond 
of  chess,  as  most  people  are  who  can  continue  through 
many  years  to  create  interesting  vicissitudes  in  the  game, 
by  taking  long-meditated  moves  with  their  knights,  and 
subsequently  discovering  that  they  have  thereby  exposed 
.  their  queen. 

Chess  is  a  silent  game;  and  the  Countess's  chat  with 
Milly*  is  in  quite  an  under- tone — probably  relating  to 
women's  matters  that  it  would  be  impertinent  for  us  to 
listen  to;  so  we  will  leave  Camp  Villa,  and  proceed  to 
Milby  Vicarage,  where  Mr.  Farquhar  has  sat  out  two  other 
guests  with  whom  he  has  been  dining  at  Mr.  Ely's,  and  is 
now  rather  wearying  that  reverend  gentleman  by  his  pro- 
tracted small-talK. 

Mr.  Ely  was  a  tall,  dark-haired,  distinguished-looking 
man  of  three-and-thirty.  By  the  laity  of  Milby  and  its 
neighborhood  he  was  regarded  as  a  man  of  quite  remark- 
able powers  and  learning,  who  must  make  a  considerable 
sensation  in  London  pulpits  and  drawing-rooms  on  his 
occasional  visits  to  the  metropolis;  and  by  his  brother 
clergy  he  was  regarded  as  a  discreet  and  agreeable  fellow. 
Mr.  Ely  never  got  into  a  warm  discussion;  he  suggested 
Avhat  might  be  thought,  but  rarely  said  what  he  thought 
himself;  he  never  let  either  men  or  women  see  that  he  was 
laughing  at  them,  and  he  never  gave  any  one  an  oppor- 
tunity of  laughing  at  Mm,  In  one  thing  only  he  was 
injudicious.  He  parted  his  dark  wavy  hair  down  the 
middle;  and  as  his  head  was  rather  flat  than  otherwise, 
that  style  of  coiffure  was  not  advantageous  to  him. 

Mr.  Farquhar,  though  not  a  parishioner  of  Mr.  Ely's, 
was  one  of  his  warmest  admirers,  and  thought  he  would 
make  an  unexceptionable  son-in-law,  in  spite  of  his  being 
of  no  particular  ^^  family."    Mr.  Farquhar  was  susceptible 
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on  the  point  of  "  blood  ^^ — ^his  own  circulating  fluid,  which 
animated  a  short  and  somewhat  flabby  person,  being,  he 
considered*  of  very  superior  quality. 

**  By  the  by/^  he  said,  with  a  certain  pomposity  counter- 
acted by  a  lisp,  ^'  what  an  ath  Barton  makth  of  himthelf 
about  that  Bridmain  and  the  Counteth,  ath  she  callth  her- 
thelf.  After  you  were  gone  the  other  evening,  Mithith 
Farquhar  wath  telling  him  the  general  opinion  about  them 
in  the  neighborhood,  and  he  eot  quite  rod  and  angry. 
Bleth  your  thoul,  he  believth  the  whole  thtory  about  her 
Polish  huthband  and  hith  wonderful  ethcapeth;  and  ath 
for  her — why,  he  thinkth  her  perfection,  a  woman  of  motht 
refined  feelingth,  and  no  end  of  thtuff." 

Mr.  Ely  smiled.  *^Some  people  would  say  our  friend 
Barton  was  not  the  best  judge  of  refinement.  Perhaps  the 
lady  flatters  him  a  little,  and  we  men  are  susceptible.  She 
goes  to  Shepperton  Church  every  Sunday — drawn  there, 
let  us  suppose,  by  Mr.  Barton's  eloquence. '^ 

^^Pthaw,''  said  Mr.  Farquhar:  "now,  to  my  mind,  vou 
have  only  to  look  at  that  woman  to  thee  what  she  ith — 
throwing  her  eyth  about  when  she  comth  into  church, 
and  drething  in  a  way  to  attract  attention.  I  should  thay, 
she'th  tired  of  her  brother  Bridmain  and  looking  out  for 
another  brother  with  a  thtronger  family  likeneth.  Mithith 
Farquhar  ith  very  fond  of  Mithith  Barton,  and  ith  quite 
dithtrothed  tliat  she  should  athothiate  with  thucn  ^a 
woman,  tho  she  attacked  him  on  the  thubject  pur- 
pothly.  But  I  tell  her  it'th  of  no  uthe,  with  a  pig-headed 
fellow  like  him.  Barton'th  well-meaning  enough,  but  tho 
contheited.     Pve  left  off  giving  him  my  advithe.*' 

Mr.  Ely  smiled  inwardly  and  said  to  himself,  "  What  a 
punishment !''  But  to  Mr.  Farquhar  he  said,  "Barton 
might  be  more  judicious,  it  must  be  confessed. ''  He  was 
getting  tired,  and  did  not  want  to  develop  the  subject. 

"Why,  nobody  vithit-th  them  but  the  Bar  tenth,"  con- 
tinued Mr.  Farquhar,  and  why  should  thuch  people  come 
here,  unleth  they  had  particular  reathonth  for  preferring 
a  neighborhood  where  they  are  not  known?  Pooh!  it 
lookth  bad  on  the  very  fathe  of  it.  You  called  on  them, 
now;  how  did  you  find  them?'* 

"Oh! — Mr.  Bridmain  strikes  me  as  a  comnion  sort  of 
man,  who  is  making  an  effort  to  seem  wise  and  well-bred. 
He  comes  down  on  one  tremendously  with  political  infor- 
mation, and  seems  knowing  about  the  king  of  the  French. 
The  Countess  is  certainly  a  handsome  woman,  but  she 
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puts  on  the  grand  air  a  little  too  powerfully.  Woodcock 
was  immensely  takeri^  with  her,  and  insisted  oa  his  wife's 
calling  on  her  and  asking  her  to  dinner;  but  I  think  Mrs. 
Woodcock  turned  restive  after  the  first  visit,  and  wouldn^t 
invite  her  again.'^ 

"  Ha,  ha!  Woodcock  hath  alwath  a  thof  t  place  in  hith 
heart  for  a  pretty  fathe.  It'th  odd  how  he  came  to  marry 
that  plain  woman,  and  no  fortune  either.  ^^ 

*^  Mysteries  of  the  tender  passion/'  said  Mr.  Ely-  "  I 
am  not  initiated  yet,  you  know." 

Hero  Mr.  Farquhar's  carriage  was  announced,  and  as 
we  have  not  found  his  conversation  particularly  brilliant 
under  the  stimulus  of  Mr.  Ely's  exceptional  presence,  we 
will  not  accompany  him  home  to  the  less  exciting  atmos- 
phere of  domestic  life. 

Mr.  Ely  threw  himself  with  a  sense  of  relief  into  his 
easiest  chair,  set  his  feet  on  the  hobs,  and  in  this  attitude 
of  bachelor  enjoyment  began  to  read  Bishop  Jebb's  Mem- 
oirs. 


CHAPTEE  rV. 


I  AM  by  no  means  sure  that  if  the  good  people  of  Milby 
had  known  the  truth  about  the  Countess  Czerlaski,  they 
would  not  have  been  considerably  disappointed  to  find 
that  it  was  very  far  from  being  as  bad  as  they  imagined. 
Nice  distinctions  are  troublesome.  It  is  so  much  easier  to 
say  that  a  thing  is  black,  than  to  discriminate  the  particu- 
lar shade  of  brown,  blue  or  green,  to  which  it  really 
belongs.  It  is  so  much  easier  to  make  up  your  mind  that 
your  neighbor  is  good  for  nothing,  than  to  enter  into  all 
the  circumstances  that  would  oblige  you  to  modify  that 
opinion. 

Besides,  think  of  all  the  virtuous  declamation,  all  the 
penetrating  observation,  which  had  been  built  up  entirely 
on  the  fundamental  position  that  the  Countess  was  a  very 
objectionable  person  indeed,  and  which  would  be  utterly 
overturned  and  nullified  by  the  destruction  of  that  pre- 
miss. Mrs.  Phipps,  the  banker's  wife,  and  Mrs.  Landor, 
the  attorney's  wife,  had  invested  part  of  their  reputation 
for  acuteness  in  the  supposition  that  Mr.  Bridmain  was 
not  the  Countess's  brother.  Moreover,  Miss  Phipps  was 
conscious  that  if  the  Countess  was  not  a  disreputable  per- 
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son,  she.  Miss  Phipps,  had  no  compensating  superiority  in 
virtue  to  set  against  the  other  lady's  manifest  superiority 
in  personal  charms.  Miss  Phipp's  stumpy  figure  and 
unsuccessful  attire,  instead  of  looking  down  from  a  mount 
of  virtue  with  an  aureole  round  its  head,  would  then  be 
seen  on  the  same  level  and  on  the  same  light  as  the  Count- 
ess Czerlaski's  Diana-like  form  and  well-chosen  drapery. 
Miss  Phipps,  for  her  part,  didn't  like  dressing  for  effect — 
she  had  always  avoided  that  style  of  appearance  which  was 
calculated  to  create  a  sensation. 

Then  what  amusing  innuendoes  of  the  Milby  gentlemen 
over  their  wine  would  have  been  entirely  frustrated  and 
reduced  to  nought,  if  you  had  told  them  that  the  Count- 
ess had  really  been  guilty  of  no  misdemeanors  which 
demanded  her  exclusion  from  strictly  respectable  society; 
that  her  husband  had  been  the  veritable  Count  Czerlaski, 
who  had  had  wonderful  escapes,  as  she  said,  and  who, 
as  she  did  not  say,  but  as  was  said  in  certain  circulars, 
once  folded  by  her  fair  hands,  had  subseauently  given 
dancing  lessons  in  the  metropolis;  that  Mr.  feridmain  was 
neither  more  nor  less  than  her  half-brother,  who,  by  unim- 
peached  integrity  and  industry,  had  won  a  partnership  in 
a  silk-manufactory,"  and  thereby  a  moderate  fortune,  that 
enabled  him  to  retire,  as  you  see,  to  study  politics,  the 
weather,  and  the  art  of  conversation  at  his  leisure.  Mr. 
Bridmain,  in  fact,  quadragenarian  bachelor  as  he  was,  felt 
extremely  well  pleased  to  receive  his  sister  in  her  widow- 
hood, and  to  shme  in  the  reflected  light  of  her  beauty  and 
title.  Every  man  who  is  not  a  monster,  a  mathematician, 
or  a  mad  philosopher,  is  the  slave  of  some  women  or  other. 
Mr.  Bridmain  had  put  his  neck  under  the  yoke  of  his 
handsome  sister,  and  though  his  soul  was  a  very  little 
one — of  the  smallest  description  indeed — he  would  not  have 
ventured  to  call  it  his  own.  He  might  be  slightly  recal- 
citrant n,ow  and  then,  as  is  the  habit  of  lon^-eared  pachy- 
derms, under  the  thong  of  the  fair  Countesses  tongue;  but 
there  seemed  little  probability  that  he  would  ever  get  his 
neck  loose.  Still  a  bachelor's  heart  is  an  outlying  fortress 
that  some  fair  enemy  may  any  day  take  either  by  storm  or 
stratagem;  and  there  was  always  the  possibility  that  Mr. 
Bridmain's  first  nuptials  might  occur  before  the  Countess 
was  quite  sure  of  her  second.  As  it  was,  however,  he  sub- 
mitted to  all  his  sister's  caprices,  never  grumbled  because 
her  dress  and  her  maid  formed  a  considerable  item  beyond 
her  own  little  income  of  sixty  pounds  per  annum,  and  con- 
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sented  to  lead  with  her  a  migratory  life,  as  personages  on 
the  debatable  ground  between  aristocracy  and  commonalty, 
instead  of  settling  in  some  spot  where  his  five  hundred  a 
year  might  have  won  him  the  definite  dignity  of  a  parochial 
magnate. 

The  Countess  had  her  views  in  choosing  a  guiet  pro- 
vincial place  like  Milby.  After  three  years  of  widowhood,  ■ 
she  had  brought  her  feelings  to  contemplate  giving  a  suc- 
cessor to  her  lamented  Czerlaski,  whose  fine  whiskers,  fine 
air,  and  romantic  fortunes  had  won  her  heart  ten  years 
ago,  when,  as  pretty  Caroline  Bridmain,  in  the  full  bloom 
of  five-and-twenty,  she  was  governess  to  Lady  Porter^s 
daughters,  whom  he  initiated  into  the  mysteries  of  the 
pas  de  basque  and  the  Lancers'  quadrilles.  She  had  had 
seven  years  of  sufficiently  happy  matrimony  with  Czerlaski, 
who  had  taken  her  to  Paris  and  Germany,  and  introduced 
her  there  to  many  of  his  old  friends  with  large  titles  and 
small  fortunes.  So  that  the  fair  Caroline  had  had  con- 
siderable experience  of  life,  and  had  gathered  therefrom, 
not,  indeed,  any  verv  ripe  and  comprehensive  wisdom,  but 
much  external  polish,  and  certain  practical  conclusions  of 
a  very  decided  ikind.  One  of  these  conclusions  was,  that 
there  were  things  more  solid  in  life  than  fine  whiskers  and 
a  title,  and  that,  in  accepting  a  second  husband,  she 
would  regard  these  items  as  quite  subordinate  to  a  carriage 
and  a  settlement.  Now,  she  had  ascertained,  by  tentative 
residences,  that  the  kind  of  bite  she  was  angling  for  was 
difficult  to  be  met  with  at  watering-places,  which  were 
already  preoccupied  with  abundance  oi  angling  beauties, 
and  were  chiefly  stocked  with  men  whose  whiskers  might 
be  dyed,  and  whose  incomes  were  still  more  problematic; 
so  she  had  determined  on  trying  a  neighborhood  where 
people  were  extremely  well  acquainted  with  each  other's 
afEairs,  and  where  the  women  were  mostly  ill-dressed  and 
ugly.  Mr.  Bridmain's  slow  brain  had  adopted  his  sister's 
views,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  a  woman  so  handsome 
and  distinguished  as  the  Countess  must  certainly  make  a 
match  that  might  lift  himself  into  the  region  of  county 
celebrities,  and  give  him  at  least  a  sort  of  cousinship  to  the 
quarter-sessions. 

All  this,  which  was  the  simple  truth,,  would  have 
seemed  extremely  flat  to  the  gossips  of  Milby,  who  had 
made  up  their  minds  to  something  much  more  exciting. 
There  was  nothing  here  so  very  detestable.  It  is  true,  the 
Countess  was  a  little  vain,  a  little  ambitious,  a  little 
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selfish,  a  little  shallow  and  frivolous,  a  little  given  to 
white  lies. —  But  who  considers  such  slight  blemishes,  such 
moral  pimples  as  these,  disqualifications  for  entering  into 
the  most  respectable  society!  Indeed,  the  severest  ladies 
in  Milby  would  have  been  perfectly  aware  that  these  char- 
acteristics would  have  created  no  wide  distinction  between 
the  Countess  Czerlaski  and  themselves;  and  since  it  was 
clear  there  wm  a  wide  distinction  —  why,  it  must  lie  in 
the  possession  of  some  vices  from  which  they  were  unde- 
niably free. 

Hence  it  came  to  pass  that  Milby  respectability  refused 
to  recognize  the  Countess  Czerlaski,  in  spite  of  her  assidu- 
ous church-going,  and  the  deep  disgust  she  was  known  to 
have  expressed  at  the  extreme  paucity  of  the  congregations 
on  Ash- Wednesdays.  So  she  oegan  to  feel  that  she  had 
miscalculated  the  advantages  of  a  neighborhood  where 
people  are  well  acquainted  with  each  other's  private 
afEairs.  Under  these  circumstances,  you  will  imagine  how 
welcome  was  the  perfect  credence  and  admiration  she  met 
with  from  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Barton.  She  had  been  especially 
irritated  by  Mr.  Ely's  behavior  to  her;  she  felt  sure  that 
he  was  not  in  the  least  struck  with  her  beauty,  that  he 
quizzed  her  conversatit)n,  and  that  he  spoke  of  ner  with  a 
sneer.  A  woman  always  knows  where  she  is  utterly  power- 
less, and  shuns  a  coldly  satirical  eye  as  she  would  shun  a 
Gorgon.  And  she  was  especially  eager  for  clerical  notice 
and  friendship,  not  merely  because  that  is  quite  the  most 
respectable  countenance  to  be  obtained  in  society,  but 
because  she  really  cared  about  religious  matters,  and  had 
an  uneasy  sense  that  she  was  not  altogether  safe  in  that 
quarter.  She  had  serious  intentions  of  becoming  quite 
pious — without  any  reserves — when  she  had  once  got  her 
carriage  and  settlement.  Let  us  do  this  one  sly  trick, 
says  Ulysses  to  Neoptolemus,  and  we  will  be  perfectly 
honest  ever  after — 

AU  edu  gar  toi  chtema  tes  uiches  labein, 
Tolma  dichaioi  d  authu  ecfiphayxmmetha. 

The  Countess  did  not  quote  Sophocles,  but  she  said  to 
herself,  **  Only  this  little  bit  of  pretense  and  vanity,  and 
then  I  will  be  quite  good,  and  make  myself  quite  safe  for 
another  world.' 

And  as  she  had  bv  no  means  such  fine  taste  and  insight 
in  theological  teaching  as  in  costume,  the  Eev.  Amos 
Barton  seemed  to  her  a  man  not  only  of  learning — 
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that  is  always  understood  with  a  clergyman  —  but  of  much 
power  as  a  spiritual  director.  As  for  Milly,  the  Countess 
really  loved  her  as  well  as  the  preoccupied  state  of  her 
affections  would  allow.  For  you  have  already  perceived 
that  there  was  one  being  to  whom  the  Countess  was  absorb- 
ingly devoted,  and  to  whose  desires  she  made  everything 
subservient — namely,  Caroline  Czerlaski,  nie  Bridmain. 

Thus  there  was  really  not  much  affectation  in  her  sweet 
speeches  and  attentions  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Barton.  Still 
their  friendship  bjr  no  means  adequately  represented  the 
object  she  had  in  view  when  she  came  to  Milby,  and  it  had 
been  for  some  time  clear  to  her  that  she  must  suggest  a 
new  change  of  residence  to  her  brother. 

The  thing  we  look  forward  to  often  comes  to  pass,  but 
never  precisely  in  the  way  we  have  imagined  to  ourselves. 
The  Countess  did  actually  leave  Camp  Villa  before  many 
months  were  passed,  but  under  circumstances  which  had 
not  at  all  entered  into  her  contemplation. 


CHAPTER   V. 


The  Rev.  Amos  Barton,  whose  sad  fortunes  I  have 
undertaken  to  relate,  was,  you  perceive,  in  no  respect  an 
ideal  or  exceptional  character;  and  perhaps  I  am  doing  a 
bold  thing  to  bespeak  your  sympathy  on  behalf  of  a  man 
who  was  so  very  far  from  remarkable  —  a  man  whose 
virtues  were  not  heroic,  and  who  had  no  undetected  crime 
within  his  breast;  who  had  not  the  slightest  mystery 
hanging  about  him,  but  was  palpably  and  unmistakably 
commonplace;  who  was  not  even  in  love,  but  had  had  that 
complaint  favorably  many  years  ago.  "An  utterly  unin- 
teresting character  !^^  I  think  I  hear  a  lady  reader  exclaim — 
Mrs.  Farthingale,  for  example,  who  prefers  the  ideal  in 
fiction;  to  whom  tragedy  means  ermine  tippets,  adultery^ 
and  murder;  and  comeay,  the  adventures  of  some  person- 
age who  is  quite  a  "character." 

.  But,  my  dear  madam,  it  is  so  very  large  a  majority  of 
your  fellow-countrymen  that  are  of  this  insignificant 
stamp.  At  least  eighty  out  of  a  hundred  of  your  adult 
male  fellow-Britons  returned  in  the  last  census  are  neither 
extraordinarily  silly,  nor  extraordinarily  wicked,  nor  extra- 
ordinarily wise;  their  eyes  are  neither  deep  and  liquid  with 
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sentiment,  nor  sparkling  with  suppressed  witticisms;  they 
have  probably  had  no  hairbreadth  escapes  or  thrilling 
adventures;  their  brains  are  certainly  not  pregnant^with 
genius,  and  their  passions  have  not  manifested  themselves 
at  all  after  the  fashion  of  a  volcano.  They  are  simply 
men  of  complexions  more  or  less  muddy,  whose  conver- 
sation is  more  or  less  bald  and  disjointed.  Yet  these 
commonplace  people — many  of  them — bear  a  conscience, 
and  have  felt  the  sublime  prompting  to  do  the  painful 
right;  they  have  their  unspoken  sorrows,  and  their  sacred 
joys;  their  hearts  have  perhaps  gone  out  toward  their 
first-born,  and"  they  have  mourned  over  the  irreclaimable 
dead.  Nay,  is  there  not  a  pathos  in  their  very  insignifi- 
cance— in  our  comparison  of  their  dim  and  narrow 
existence  with  the  glorious  possibilities  of  that  human 
nature  which  they  share? 

Depend  upon  it,  you  would  gain  unspeakably  if  you 
would  learn  with  me  to  see  some  of  the  poetry  and  the 
pathos,  the  tragedy  and  the  comedy,  lying  in  the  experi- 
ence of  a  human  soul  that  looks  out  through  dull  gray 
eyes,  and  that  speaks  in  a  voice  of  quite  ordinary  tones. 
In  that  case,  I  should  have  no  fear  of  your  not  caring  to 
know  what  further  befell  the  Kev.  Amos  Bartoji,  or 
of  your  thinking  the  homely  details  I  have  to  tell  at  all 
beneath  your  attention.  As  it  is,  you  can,  if  you  please, 
decline  to  pursue  my  story  farther;  and  you  will  easily 
find  reading  more  to  your  taste,  since  I  learn  from  the 
newspapers  that  many  remarkable  novels,  full  of  strik- 
ing situations,  thrilling  incidents,  and  eloquent  writing, 
have  appeared  only  within  the  last  season. 

Meanwhile>  readers  who  have  begun  to  feel  an  interest 
in  the  Eev.  Amos  Barton  and  his  wife,  will  be  glad  to 
learn  that  Mr.  Oldinport  lent  the  twenty  pounds.  But 
twenty  pounds  are  soon  exhausted  when  twelve  are  due  as 
back  payment  to  the  butcher,  and  when  the  possession  of 
eight  extra  sovereigns  in  February  weather  is  an  irresistible 
temptation  to  order  a  new  greatcoat.  And  though  Mr. 
Bridmain  so  far  departed  from  the  necessary  economy 
entailed  on  him  by  the  Countess's  elegant  toilette  and 
expensive  maid,  as  to  choose  a  handsome  black  silk,  stiff, 
as  his  experienced  eye  discerned,  with  the  genuine  strength 
of  its  own  texture,  and  not  with  the  factitious  strength  of 
gum,  and  present  it  to  Mrs.  Barton,  in  retrieval  of  the 
accident  that  had  occurred  at  his  table,  yet,  dear  me — ^as 
every  husband  has  hedrd — what  is  the  present  of  a  gown 
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when  you  are  deficiently  furnished  with  the  et-ceteras  of 
apparel,  and  when,  moreover,  there  are  six  children 
whose  wear  and  tear  of  clothes  is  something  incredible  to 
the  non- maternal  mind? 

Indeed,  the  equation  of  income  and  expenditure  was 
offering  new  and  constantly  accumulating  difficulties  to 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Barton;  for  shortly  after  the  birth  of  little 
Walter,  Milly^s  *aunt,  who  had  lived  with  her  ever  since 
her  marriage,  had  withdrawn  herself,  her  furniture,  and 
her  yearly  income  to  the  household  of  another  niece; 
prompted  to  that  step,  very  probably,  by  a  slight  *^tiff'' 
with  the  Rev.  Amos,  which  occurred  whil5  Milly  was  up- 
stairs, and  proved  one  too  many  for  the  elderly  lady's 
patience  and  magnanimity.  Mr.  Barton's  temper  was  a 
little  warm;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  elderly  maiden  ladies 
are  known  to  be  susceptible;  so  we  will  not  suppose  that 
all  the  blame  lay  on  his  side — the  less  so,  as  he  had  every 
motive  for  humoring  an  inmate  whose  presence  kept  the 
wolf  from  the  door.  It  was  now  nearly  a  year  since  Miss 
Jackson's  departure,  and,  to  a  fine  ear,  the  howl  of  the 
wolf  was  audibly  approaching. 

It  was  a  sad  thmg,  too,  that  when  the  last  snow  had 
melte.d,  when  the  purple  and  yellow  crocuses  were  coming 
up  in  the  garden,  and  the  old  church  was  already  half 
pulled  down,  Milly  had  an  illness  which  made  her  lips 
look  pale,  and  rendered  it  absolutely  necessary  that  she 
should  not  exert  herself  for  some  time.  Mr.  Brand,  the 
Shepperton  doctor  so  obnoxious  to  Mr.  Pilgrim,  ordered 
her  to  drink  port  wine,  and  it  was  quite  necessary  to  have 
a  charwoman  very  often,  to  assist  Nanny  in  all  the  extra 
work  that  fell  upon  her. 

Mrs.  Hackit,  who  hardljr  ever  paid  a  visit  to  any  one  but 
her  oldest  and  nearest  neighbor,  Mrs.  Patten,  now  took 
the  unusual  step  of  calling  at  the  vicarage  one  morning; 
and  the  tears  came  into  her  unsentimental  eyes  as  she  saw 
Milly  seated  pale  and  feeble  in  the  parlor,  unable  to  per- 
severe in  sewing  the  pinafore  that  lay  on  the  table  heside 
her.  Little  Dickey,  a  boisterous  boy  of  five,  with  large 
pink  cheeks  and  sturdy  legs,  was  having  his  turn  to  sit 
with  Mamma,  and  was  squatting  quiet  as  a  mouse  at  her 
knee,  holding  her  soft  white  hand  between  his  little  red 
hlack-nailed  fists.  He  was  a  boy  whom  Mrs.  Hackit,  in  a 
severe  mood,  had  pronounced  "stocky''  (a  word  that 
etymologically,  in  all  probability,  conveys  some  allusion  to 
an  instrument  of  punishment  for  the  refractory);  but 
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seeing  him  thus  subdued  into  goodness,  she  smiled  at  him 
with  her  kindest  smile,  and,  stooping  down,  suggested  a 
kiss — a  favor  which  Dickey  resolutely  declined. 

**Now  do  you  take  nourishing  things  enough  ?^^  was  one 
of  Mrs.  Hackit's  first  questions,  and  Milly  endeavored  to 
make  it  appear  that  no  woman  was  ever  so  much  in  danger 
of  being  over-fed  and  led  into  self-indulgent  habits  as  her- 
self. But  Mrs.  Hackit  gathered  one  fact  from  her  replies, 
nameljr,  that  Mr.  Brand  had  ordered  port  wine. 

While  this  conversation  was  going  forward,  Dickey  had 
been  furtively  stroking  and  kissing  the  soft  white  hand; 
so  that  at  last,  when  a  pause  came,  his  mother  said,  smil- 
ingly, *^  Why  are  vou  kissing  my  hand,  Dickey? ^^ 

*'  It  id  to  yovely/^  answered  Dickey,  who,  you  observe, 
was  decidedly  backward  in  his  pronunciation. 

Mrs.  Hackit  remembered  this  little  scene  in  after  days, 
and  thought  with  peculiar  •tenderness  and  pity  of  the 
*^  stocky  boy.*^ 

The  next  day  there  came  a  hamper  with  Mrs.  Hackit's 
respects;  and  on  being  opened  it  was  found  to  contain 
half-a-dozen  of  port-wine  and  two  couples  of  fowls.  Mrs. 
Purquhar,  too,  was  very  kind;  insisted  on  Mrs.  Bartends 
rejecting  all  arrowroot  but  hers,  which  was  genuine  Indian, 
and  carried  away  Sophy  and  Fred  to  stay  with  her  a  fort- 
night. These  and  other  good-natured  attentions  made  the 
trouble  of  Milly's  illness  more  bearable;  but  they  could 
not  prevent  it  from  swelling  expenses,  and  Mr.  Barton 
began  to  have  serious  thoughts  of  representing  his  case  to 
a  certain  charity  for  the  relief  of  needy  curates. 

Altogether,  as  matters  stood  in  Shepperton,  the  parish- 
ioners were  more  likely  to  have  a  strong  sense  that  the 
clergyman  needed  their  material  aid,  than  that  they  needed 
bis  spiritual  aid, — not  the  best  state  of  things  in  this  age 
and  country,  where  faith  in  men  solely  on  the  ground  of 
their  spiritual  gifts  has  considerably  diminished,  and 
especially  unfavorable  to  the  influence  of  the  Eev.  Amos, 
whose  spiritual  gifts  would  not  have  had  a  very  command- 
ing power  even  m  an  age  of  faith. 

But,  you  ask,  did  not  the  Countess  Czerlaski  pay  any 
attention  to  her  friends  all  this  time?  To  be  sure  she  did. 
She  was  indefatigable  in  visiting  her  ^*  sweet  Milly,^^  and 
sitting  with  her  for  hours  together.  It  may  seem  remark- 
able to  you  that  she  neither  thought  of  taking  away  any  of 
the  children,  nor  of  providing  for  any  of  Milly's  probable 
wants;   but  ladies  of  rank  arid  of  luxurious  habits,  you 
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know,  cannot  be  expected  to  surmise  the  details  of  poverty. 
She  put  a  great  deal  of  eau-de-Cologne  on  Mrs.  Bartends 
pocket-handkerchief,  rearranged  her  pillow  and  footstool, 
kissed  her  cheeks,  wrapped  her  in  a  soft  warm  shawl  from 
her  own  shoulders,  and  amused  her  with  stories  of  the  life 
she  had  seen  abroad.  When  Mr.  Barton  joined  them 
she  talked  of  Tractarianism,  of  her  determination  not  to 
re-enter  the  vortex  of  fashionable  life,  and  of  her  anxiety 
to  see  him  in  a  sphere  large  enough  for  his  talents.  Milly 
thought  ner  sprightliness  and  affectionate  warmth  quite 
charming,  and  was  very  fond  of  her;  while  the  Rev.  Amos 
had  a  vague  consciousness  that  he  had  risen  into  aristo- 
cratic life,  and  only  associated  with  his  middle-class 
parishioners  in  a  pastoral  and  parenthetic  manner. 

However,  as  the  days  brightened,  Milly's  cheeks  and 
lips  brightened  too;  and  in  a  few  weeks  she  was  almost 
as  active  as  ever,  though  watchful  eyes  might  have  seen 
that  activity  was  not  easy  to  her.  Mrs.  Hackit^s  eyes  were 
of  that  kind,  and  one  day,  when  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Barton  had 
been  dining  with  her  for  the  first  time  since  Milly's  illness, 
she  observed  to  her  husband —  ^^That  poor  thing's  dread- 
ful weak  an'  dilicate;  she  won't  stan'  havin'  many  more 
children." 

Mr.  Barton,  meanwhile,  had  been  indefatigable  in  his 
vocation.  He  had  preached  two  extemporary  sermons 
every  Sunday,  at  the  work-house,  where  a  room  had  been 
fitted  up  for  divine  service,  pending  the  alterations  in  the 
church;  and  had  walked  the  same  evening  to  a  cottage  at 
one  or  other  extremity  of  his  parish  to  deliver  another  ser- 
mon, still  more  extemporary,  in  an  atmosphere  impreg- 
nated with  spring -flowers  and  perspiration.  After  all 
these  labors  you  will  easily  conceive  that  he  was  consider- 
ably exhausted  by  half -past  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening, 
and  that  a  supper  at  a  friendly  parishioner's,  with  a  glass, 
or  even  two  glasses,  of  brandy-and- water  after  it,  was  a  wel- 
come reinforcement.  Mr.  Barton  was  not  at  all  an  ascetic; 
he  thought  the  T^enefits  of  fasting  were  entirely  confined 
to  the  Old  Testament  dispensation;  he  was  fond  of  relax- 
ing himself  with  a  little  gossip;  indeed.  Miss  Bond,  and 
other  ladies  of  enthusiastic  views,  sometimes  regretted 
that  Mr.  Barton  did  not  more  uninterruptedly  exhibit  a 
superiority  to  the  things  of  the  flesh.  Thin  ladies,  who 
take  little  exercise,  and  whose  livers  are  not  strong  enough 
to  bear  stimulants,  are  so  extremely  critical  about  one's 
personal  habits!    And,  after  all,  the  fie  v.  Amos  never 


AMOS  BARTOK.  305 

came  near  the  borders  of  a  vice.  .  His  very  faults  were 
middling — ^he  was  not  very  ungrafmmatical.  It  was  not  in 
his  nature  to  be  superlative  in  anything;  unless,  indeed,  he 
was  superlatively  middling,  the  quintessential  extract  of 
mediocrity.  If  there  was  any  one  point  on  which  he  showed 
an  inclination  to  be  excessive,  it  was  confidence  in  his  own 
shrewdness  and  ability  in  practical  matters,  so  that  he  was 
very  full  of  plans  which  were  something  like  his  moves  in 
chess — ^admirably  well  calculated,  supposing  the  state  of 
the  case  were  otherwise.  For  example,  that  notable  plan 
of  introducing  anti-Dissenting  books  into  his  Lending 
Library  did  not  in  the  least  appear  to  have  bruised  the 
head  of  the  Dissent,  though  it  had  certainly  made  Dissent 
strongly  inclined  to  bite  the  Eev.  Amos's  heel.  Again,  he 
vexed  the  souls  of  his  churchwardens  and  influential 
parishioners  by  his  fertile  suggestiveness  as  to  what  it 
would  be  well  for  them  to  (Jo  in  the  matter  of  the  church 
repairs,  and  other  ecclesiastical  secularities. 

"  I  never  saw  the  like  to  parsons, ^^  Mr.  Hackit  said  one 
day  in  conversation  with  his  brother  churchwarden,  Mr. 
Bond;  ^Hhey^re  aFys  for  meddling  with  business,  an'  they 
know  no  more  about  it  than  my  black  filly.'' 

*^Ah,"  said  Mr.  Bond,  ^^ they're  too  high  learnt  to  have 
much  common-sense." 

^*  Well,"  remarked  Mr.  Hackit,  in  a  modest  and  dubious 
tone,  as  if  throwing  out  a  hypothesis  which  might  be  con- 
sidered bold,  ^'  I  should  say  that's  a  bad  sort  of  eddi  cation 
as  makes  folks  unreasonable." 

So  that,  you  perceive,  Mr.  Barton's  popularity  was  in 
that  precarious  condition,  in  that  toppling  and  contingent 
state,  in  which  a  very  slight  push  from  a  malignant  des- 
tiny would  utterly  upset  it.  That  push  was  not  long  in 
being  given,  as  you  shall  hear. 

One  fine  May  morning,  when  Amos  was  out  on  his  paro- 
chial visits,  and  the  sunlight  was  streaming  through  the 
bow-window  of  the  sitting  room,  where  Milly  was  seated 
at  her  sewing,  occasionally  looking  up  to  glance  at  the 
children  playing  in  the  garden,  there  came  a  loud  rap  at 
the  door,  which  she  at  once  recognised  at  the  Countess's, 
and  that  well-dressed  lady  presently  entered  the  sitting- 
room^  with  her  veil  drawn  over  her  face.  Milly  was  not  at 
all  surprised  or  sorry  to  see  her;  but  when  the  Countess 
threw  up  her  veil,  and  showed  that  her  eyes  were  red  and 
swollen,  she  was  both  surprised  and  sorry. 

^^  What  can  be  the  matter,  dear  Caroline?" 
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Caroline  threw  down  Jet,  who  gave  a  little  yelp;  then 
she  threw  her  arms  round  Milly's  neok,  and  began  to  sob; 
then  she  threw  herself  on  the  sofa,  and  begged  for  a  glass 
of  water;  then  she  threw  off  her  bonnet  and  shawl;  and  by 
fche  time  Milly^s  imagination  had  exhausted  itself  in  con- 
juring up  calamities,  she  said— 

*'Dear,  how  shall  I  tell  you?  I  am  the  most  wretched 
woman.  To  be  deceived  by  a  brother  to  whom  I  have 
been  so  devoted — ^to  see  him  degrading  himself — ^giving 
himself  utterly  to  the  do^s!  ^' 

*^  What  can  it  be?^^  said  Milly,  who  began  to  picture  to 
herself  the  sober  Mr.  Bridmain  taking  to  brandy  and 
betting. 

"  He  is  going  to  be  married — to  marry  my  own  maid, 
that  deceitful  Alice,  to  whom  I  have  been  tlie  most  indul- 
gent mistress.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  anything  so  disgrace- 
ful? so  mortifying?  so  disreputable?^^ 

*^  And  has  he  only  iust  told  you  of  it?^'  said  Milly,  who, 
having  really  heard  or  worse  conduct,  even  in  her  innocent 
life,  avoided  a  direct  answer. 

"  Told  me  of  it!  he  had  not  even  the  grace  to  do  that. 
I  went  into  the  dining-room  suddenly  and  found  him 
kissing  her — disgusting  at  his  time  of  life,  is  it  not? — and 
when  I  reproved  her  for  allowing  such  liberties,  she 
turned  round  saucily,  and  said  she  was  engaged  to  be 
married  to  my  brother,  and  she  saw  no  shame  in  allowing 
him  to  kiss  her.  Edmund  is  a  miserable  coward,  you 
know,  and  looked  frightened;  but  when  she  asked  him  to 
say  whether  it  was  not  so,  he  tried  to  summon  up  courage 
and  say  yes.  I  left  the  room  in  disgust,  and  this  morning 
I  have  been  questioning  Edmund,  and  find  that  he  is  bent 
on  marrying  this  woman,  and  that  he  has  been  putting  off 
tellinff  me — because  he  was  ashamed  of  himself,  I  suppose. 
I  couTdn^t  possibly  stay  in  the  house  after  this,  with  my 
own  maid  turned  mistress.  And  now,  Milly,  I  am  come 
to  throw  myself  on  your  charity  for  a  week  or  two.  Will 
you  take  me  in?^^ 

^*  That  we  will/^  said  Millv,  "  if  you  will  only  put  up  with 
our  poor  rooms  and  way  of  living.  It  will  be  delightful 
to  have  you!^^ 

**It  will  soothe  me  to  be  with  you  and  Mr.  Barton  a 
little  while.  I  feel  quite  unable  to  go  among  my  other 
friends  just  at  present.  What  those  ^o  wretcned  people 
will  do  I  don^t  know — ^leave  the  neighborhood  at  once,  I 
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hope.  I  entreated  my  brother  to  do* so,  before  he  disgraced 
himself/' 

When  Amos  came  home,  he  joined  his  cordial  welcome 
and  sympathy  to  Milly's.  By-and-by  the  countess's  for- 
midable boxes,  which  she  had  carefully  packed  before  her 
indignation  drove  her  away  from  Camp  Villa,  arrived  at 
the  vicarage,  and  were  deposited  in  the  spare  bedroom,  and 
in  two  closets,  not  spare,  which  Milly  emptied  for  their 
reception.  A  week  afterward,  the  excellent  apartments  at 
Camp  Villa,  comprising  dining  and  drawing  rooms,  three 
bedrooms  and  a  dressing-room,  were  again  to  let,  and  Mr. 
Bridmain's  sudden  departure,  together  with  the  Countess 
Czerlaski's  installation  as  a  visitor  at  Shepperton  Vicarage, 
became  a  topic  of  general  conversation  in  the  neighbor- 
hood. The  keen-sighted  virtue  of  Milby  and  Shepperton 
saw  in  all  this  a  confirmation  of  its  worst  suspicions,  and 
pitied  the  Rev.  Amos  Barton's  gullibility. 

But  when  week  after  week,  and  month  after  month, 
slipped  by  without  Witnessing  the  Countess's  departure — 
when  summer  and  harvest  had  fled,  and  still  left  her 
behind  them  occupying  the  spare  bedroom  and  the  closets, 
and  also  a  large  proportion  of  Mrs.  Barton's  time  and 
attention,  new  surmises  of  a  very  evil  kind  were  added  to 
the  old  rumors,  and  began  to  take  the  form  of  settled  con- 
victions in  the  minds  even  of  Mr.  Barton's  most  friendly 
parishioners. 

And  now,  here  is  an  opportunity  for  an  accomplished 
writer  to  apostrophise  calumny,  to  quote  Virgil,  and  to 
show  that  he  is  acquainted  with  the  most  ingenious  things 
which  have  been  said  on  that  subject  in  polite  literature. 

But  what  is  opportunity  to  the  man  who  can't  use  it? 
An  unfecundated  egg,  which  the  waves  of  time  wash  away 
into  nonentity.  So,  as  my .  memory  is  ill-furnished,  and 
my  note-book  still  worse,  I  am  unable  to  show  myself 
either  erudite  or  eloquent  apropos  of  the  calumny  whereof 
the  Eev.  Amos  Barton  was  the  victim.  I  can  only 
ask  my  reader, — did  you  ever  upset  your  ink-bottle,  and 
watch,  in  helpless  agony,  the  rapid  spread  of  Stygian 
blackness  over  your  fair  manuscript  or  fairer  table-cover? 
With  a  like  inky  swiftness  did  gossip  now  blacken  the 
reputation  of  the  Eev.  Amos  Barton,  causing  the  unfriendly 
to  scorn  and  even  the  friendly  to  stand  aloof,  at  a  time 
when  difficulties  of  another  kind  were  fast  thickening 
around  him. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

One  N" ovember  morning,  at  least  six  months  after  the 
Countess  Czerlaski  had  taken  up  her  residence  at  the  vic- 
arage, Mrs.  Hackit  heard  that  her  neighbor  Mrs.  Patten 
had  an  attack  of  her  old  complaint,  vaguely  called  *Hhe 
spasms.^'  Accordingly,  about  eleven  o^clock,  she  put  on 
her  velvet  bonnet  and  cloth  cloak,  with  a  long  boa  and 
muff  large  enough  to  stow  a  prize  baby  in;  for  Mrs.  Hackit 
regulated  her  costume  by  the  calendar,  and  brought  out 
her  furs  on  the  first  of  November,  whatever  might  be  the 
temperature.  She  was  not  a  woman  weakly  to  accommo- 
date herself  to  shilly-shally  proceedings.  If  the  season 
didn^t  know  what  it  ought  to  do,  Mrs.  Hackit  did.  In 
her  best  days  it  was  always  sharp  weather  at  "Gunpowder 
Plot,^^  and  she  didn^t  like  new  fashions. 

And  this  morning  the  weather  was  very  rationally  in 
accordance  with  her  costume,  for  as  she  made  her  way 
through  the  fields  to  Cross  Farm,  the  yellow  leaves  on  the 
hedge-girt  elms,  which  showed  bright  and  golden  against 
the  low-hanging  purple  clouds,  were  being  scattered  across 
the  grassy  path  by  the  coldest  of  November  winds.  "  Ah," 
Mrs.  Hackit  thought  to  herself,  "'  I  daresay  we  shall  have 
a  sharp  pinch  this  winter,  and  if  we  do,  I  shouldn^t  won- 
der if  it  takes  the  old  lady  off.  They  say  a  green  Yule 
makes  a  fat  churchyard;  but  so  does  a  white  Yule,  too,  for 
that  matter.  When  the  stool's  rotten  enough,  no  matter 
who  sits  on  it.'' 

However,  on  her  arrival  at  Cross  Farm,  the  prospect  of 
Mrs.  Patten's  decease  was  again  thrown  into  the  dim  dis- 
tance in  her  imagination,  for  Miss  Janet  Gibbs  met  her 
with  the  news  that  Mrs.  Patten  was  much  better,  and  led 
her,  without  any  preliminary  announcement,  to  the  old 
lady's  bedroom.  Janet  had  scarcely  reached  the  end  of 
her  circumstantial  narrative  how  the  attack  came  on  and 
what  were  her  aunt's  sensations — a  narrative  to  which  Mrs. 
Patten,  in  her  neatly-plaited  nightcap,  seemed  to  listen 
with  a  contemptuous  resignation  to  her  niece's  historical 
inaccuracy,  contenting  herself  with  occasionally  confound- 
ing Janet  by  a  shake  of  the  head — when  the  clatter  of  a 
horse's  hoofs  on  the  yard  pavement  announced  the  arrival 
of  Mr.  Pilgrim,  whose  large,  top-booted  person  presently 
made  its  appearance  up-stairs.    He  found  Mrs.  Patten 
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going  on  so'  well  that  there  was  no  need  to  look  solemn. 
He  might  glide  from  condolence  into  gossip  without 
offence,  and  the  temptation  of  having  Mrs.  Hackit's  ear 
was  irresistible. 

^^  What  a  disgraceful  business  this  is  turning  out  of  your 
parson^s,"  was  the  remark  with  which  he  made  this  agree- 
able transition,  throwing  himself  back  in  the  chair  from 
which  he  had  been  leaning  toward  the  patient. 

'^  Eh,  dear  me!  *'  said  Mrs.  Hackit,  '^  disgraceful  enough. 
I  stuck  to  Mr.  Barton  as  long  as  I  could,  for  his  wife^s 
sake;  but  I  can^t  countenance  such  goings-on.  It^s  hateful 
to  see  that  woman  coming  with  'em  to  service  of  a  Sunday, 
^  and  if  Mr.  Hackit  wasn't  churchwarden  and  I  didn^t  think 
it  wrong  to  forsake  one's  own  parish,  I  should  go  to 
Knebley  Church.     There's  a  many  parish 'ners  as  do." 

"I  used  to  think  Barton  was  only  a  fool,"  observed  Mr. 
Pilgrim,  in  a  tone  which  implied  that  he  was  conscious  of 
having  been  weakly  charitable.  ^^I  thought  he  was 
imposed  upon  and  led  away  by  those  people  when  they 
first  came.     But  that's  impossible  now." 

*^  Oh,  it's  as  plain  as  the  nose  in  your  face,"  said  Mrs. 
Hackit,  unreflectingly,  not  perceiving  the  equivoque  in 
her  comparison — ^^  comin'  to  Milby,  like  a  sparrow  perchin' 
on  a  bough,  as  I  may  say,  with  her  brother,  as  she  called 
him;  and  then  all  on  a  sudden  the  brother  goes  off  with 
himself,  and  she  throws  herself  on  the  Bartons.  Though 
what  could  make  her  take  up  with  a  poor  notomise  of  a 
parson,  as  hasn't  got  enough  to  keep  wife  and  children, 
there's  One  above  knows — /don't." 

^^  Mr.  Barton  may  have  attractions  we  don't  know  of," 
said  Mr.  Pilgrim,  who  piqued  himself  on  a  talent  for  sar- 
casm. ^^The  Countess  has  no  maid  now,  and  they  say 
Mr.  Barton  is  handy  in  assisting  at  her  toilette — Places  her 
boots,  and  so  forth." 

^^Tilette,  be  fiddled!"  said  Mrs.  Hackit,  with  indignant 
boldness  of  metaphor;  *^  an'  there's  that  poor  thing  a-sew- 
ing  her  fingers  to  the  bone  for  them  children — an'  another 
comin'  on.  What  she  must  have  to  go  through !  It  goes 
to  my  heart  to  turn  my  back  on  her.  But  she's  i'  the 
wrong  to  let  herself  be  put  upon  i'  that  manner." 

*^Ah!  I  was  talking  to  Mrs.  Farquhar  about  that  the 
other  day.  She  said,  ^I  think  Mrs.  Barton  a  v-e-r-y 
w-e-a-k  w-o-m-a-n.'"  ^Mr.  Pilgrim  gave  this  quotation 
with  slow  emphasis,  as  if  he  thought  Mrs.  Farquhar  had 
ottered  a  remarkable  sentiment.)     ^*  They  find  it  impos- 
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sible  to  invite  her  to  their  house  while  she  haS  that  equir- 
ocal  person  staying  with  her/' 

^^ Well!''  remarked  Miss  Gibbs,  "if  I  was  a  wife, 
nothing  should  induce  me  to  bear  what  Mrs.  Barton  does." 

^^Yes,  it's  fine  talking,"  said  Mrs.  Patten,  from  her 
pillow;  "old  maids'  husbands  are  al'ys  well-managed.  If 
you  was  a  wife  you'd  be  as  foolish  as  your  betters,  belike." 

"All  my  wonder  is,"  observed  Mrs.  Hackit,  "how  the 
Bartons  make  both  ends  meet.  You  may  depend  on  it, 
slie^s  got  nothing  to  give  'em;  for  I  understand  as  he's 
been  havin'  money  from  some  clergy  charity.  They  said 
at  fust  as  she  stuffed  Mr.  Barton  wi'  notions  about  her 
writing  to  the  Chancellor  an'  her  fine  friends,  to  give  him 
a  living.  However,  I  don't  know  what's  true  an'  what's 
false.  Mr.  Barton  keeps  away  from  our  house  now,  for  I 
gave  him  a  bit  o'  my  mind  one  day.  May  be  he's  ashamed 
of  himself.  He  seems  to  me  to  look  dreadful  thin  an'  har- 
assed of  a  Sunday." 

"  Oh,  he  must  be  aware  he's  getting  into  bad  odor  every- 
where. The  clergy  are  quite  disgusted  with  his  folly. 
They  say  Carpe  would  be  glad  to  get  Barton  out  of  the 
curacy  if  he  could;  but  he  can't  do  that  without  coming  to 
Shepperton  himself,  as  Barton's  a  licensed  curate;  and  he 
wouldn't  like  that,  I  suppose." 

At  this  moment  Mrs.  Patten  showed  signs  of  uneasiness, 
which  recalled  Mr.  Pilgrim  to  professional  attentions;  and 
Mrs.  Hackit,  observing  that  it  was  Thursday,  and  she  must 
see  after  the  butter,  said  good-bye,  promising  to  look  in 
again  soon,  and  bring  her  knitting. 

This  Thursday,  by  the  by,  is  the  first  in  the  month — the 
day  on  which  the  Clerical  Meeting  is  held  at  Milby  Vicar- 
age; and  as  the  Rev.  Amos  Barton  has  reasons  for  not 
attending,  he  will  very  likely  be  a  subject  of  conversation 
among  his  clerical  brethren.  Suppose  we  go  there,  and  hear 
whether  Mr.  Pilgrim  has  reported  their  opinion  correctly. 

There  is  not  a  numerous  party  to-day,  for  it  is  a  season 
of  sore  throats  and  catarrhs;  so  that  the  exegetical  and 
theological  discussions,  which  are  the  preliminary  of  dining, 
have  not  been  quite  so  spirited  as  usual;  and  although  a 
question  relative  to  the  Epistle  of  Jude  has  not  been  quite 
cleared  up,  the  striking  of  six  by  the  church  clock,  and  the 
simultaneous  announcement  of  dinner,  are  sounds  that  no 
one  feels  to  be  importunate. 

Pleasant  (when  one  is  not  in  the  least  bilious)  to  enter  a 
comfortable  dining-room,  where  the  closely-drawn  red  cu?- 


AMOS   BARTON.  311 

tains  glow  with  the  double  light  of  fire  and  caudle,  where 
glass  and  silver  are  glittering  on  the  pure  damask,  and  a  soup- 
kireen  gives  a  hint  of  the  fragrance  that  will  presently 
rush  out  to  inundate  your  hungry  senses,  and  prepare  them, 
by  the  delicate  visitation  of  atoms,  for  the  keen  gusto  of 
ampler  contact!  Especially  if  you  have  confidence  in  the 
dinner-giving  capacity  of  your  host — if  you  know  that  he 
is  not  a  man  who  entertains  grovelling  views  of  eating  and 
drinking  as  a  mere  satisfaction  of  hunger  and  thirst,  and 
dead  to  all  the  finer  influences  of  the  palate,  expects  his 
guests  to  be  brilliant  on  ill-flavored  gravies  and  the  cheap- 
est Marsala.  Mr.  Ely  was  particularly  worthy  of  such  confi- 
dence, and  his  virtues  as  an  Amphitryon  had  probably  con- 
tributed quite  as  much  aa  the  central  situation  of  Milby  to 
the  selection  of  his  house  as  a  clerical  rendezvous.  He 
looks  particularly  graceful  at  the  head  of  his  table,  and, 
indeed,  on  all  occasions  where  he  acts  as  president  or  mode- 
rator: he  is  a  man  who  seems  to  listen  well,  and  is  an  excel- 
lent amalgam  of  dissimilar  ingredients. 

At  the  other  end  of  the  table,  as  "  Vice,^^  sits  Mr.  Pel- 
lowes,  rector  and  magistrate,  a  man  of  imposing  appear- 
ance, with  a  mellifluous  voice  and  the  readiest  of  tongues. 
Mr.  FeUowes  once  obtained  a  living  by  the  persuasive 
charms  of  his  conversation,  and  the  fluency  with  which  he 
interpreted  the  opinions  of  an  obese  and  stammering 
baronet,  so  as  to  give  that  elderly  gentleman  a  very  pleas- 
ing perception  of  his  own  wisdom.  Mr.  Fellows  is  a  very 
successful  man,  and  has  the  highest  character  everywhere 
except  in  his  own  parish,  where,  doubtless  because  his 
parishioners  happen  to  be  quarrelso^pe  people,  he  is  always 
at  fierce  feud  with  a  farmer  or  two,  a  colliery  proprietor,  a 
grocer  who  was  once  churchwarden,  and  a  tailor  who 
formerly  officiated  as  clerk. 

At  Mr.  Ely^s  right  hand  you  see  a  very  small  man  with 
a  sallow  and  somewhat  puny  face,  whose  hair  is  brushed 
straight  up,  evidently  with  the  intention  of  giving  him  a 
height  somewhat  less  disproportionate  to  his  sense  of  his 
own  importance  than  the  measure  of  five  feet  three 
accordedTiim  by  an  oversight  of  nature.  This  is  the  Eev. 
Archibald  Duke,  a  very  dyspeptic  and  evangelical  man, 
who  takes  the  gloomiest  view  of  mankind  and  their  pros- 
pects, and  thinks  the  immense  sale  of  the  "Pickwick 
Papers,"  recently  completed,  one  of  the  strongest  proofs 
of  original  sin.  Unfortunately,  though  Mr.  Duke  was  not 
burdened  with  a  family,  his  yearly  expenditure  was  apt 
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considerably  to  exceed  his  income;  and  tlie  unpleasant  cir- 
cumstances resulting  from  this,  together  with  heavy  meat- 
breakfasts,  may  probably  have  contributed  to  his  despond- 
ing views  of  the  world  generally. 

Next  to  him  is  seated  Mr.  Furness,  a  tall  young  man, 
with  blonde  hair  and  whiskers,  who  was  plucked  at  Cam- 
bridge entirely  owing  to  his  genius;  at  least  I  know  that 
he  soon  afterward  published  a  volume  of  poems,  which 
were  considered  remarkably  beautiful  by  many  young 
ladies  of  his  acquaintance.  Mr.  Furness  preached  his 
own  sermons,  as  any  one  of  tolerable  critical  acumen 
might  have  certified  by  comparing  them  with  his  poems; 
in  both  there  was  an  exuberance  of  metaphor  and  simile 
entirely  original,  and  not  in  the  least  borrowed  from  any 
resemblance  in  the  things  compared. 

On  Mr.  Furness's  left  you  see  Mr.  Pugh,  another  young 
curate,  of  much  less  marked  characteristics.  He  had  not 
published  any  poems;  he  had  not  even  been  plucked;  he 
had  neat  black  whiskers  and  a  pale  complexion;  read 
prayers  and  a  sermon  twice  every  Sunday,  and  might  be 
seen'  any  day  sallying  forth  on  his  parochial  duties  in  a 
white  tie,  a  well-brushed  hat,  a  perfect  suit  of  black  and 
well-polished  boots — an  equipment  which  he  probablv  sup- 
posed hieroglyphically  to  represent  the  spirit  of  Christi- 
anity to  the  parishoners  of  Whittlecombe. 

Mr.  Pugh^s  vis-a-vis  is  the  Rev.  Martin  Cleves,  a  man 
about  forty — middle-sized,  broad-shouldered,  with  a  neg- 
ligently-tied cravat,  large,  irregular  features,  and  a  large 
head  thickly  covered  with  lanky  brown  hair.  To  a  super- 
ficial glance,  Mr.  Cleaves  is  the  plainest  and  least  clerical- 
looking  of  the  party;  yet,  strange  to  say,  there  is  the  true 
parish  priest,  the  pastor  beloved,  consulted,  relied  on  by 
his  flocK;  a  clergyman  who  is  not  associated  with  the 
undertaker,  but  thought  of  as  the  surest  helper  under  a 
difficulty,  as  a  monitor  who  is  encouraging  rather  than 
severe.  Mr.  Cleves  has  the  wonderful  art  of  preaching 
sermons  which  the  wheelwright  and  the  blacksmith  can 
understand;  not  because  he  talks  condescending  twaddle, 
but  because  he  can  call  a  spade  a  spade,  and  knows  how  to 
disencumber  ideas  of  their  wordy  frippery.  Look  at  him 
more  attentively,  and  you  will  see  that  his  face  is  a  very 
interesting  one — ^that  there  is  a  great  deal  of  humor  and 
feeling  playing  in  his  gray  eyes,  and  about  the  comers  of 
his  roughly-cut  mouth:  —  a  man,  you  observe,  who  has 
most  likely  sprung  from  the  harder-working  section  of  the 
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middle  class,  and  has  hereditary  sympathies  with  tlie 
checkered  life  of  the  people.  He  gets  together  the  work- 
ing men  in  his  parish  on  a  Monday  evening,  and  gives 
them  a  sort  of  conversational  lecture  on  useful  practical 
matters,  telling  them  stories,  or  reading  some  select  pas- 
sages from  an  agreeable  book,  and  commenting  on  them-, 
and  if  you  were  to  ask  the  first  laborer  or  artisan  in  Triple- 
gate  what  sort  of  man  the  parson  was,  he  would  say, — ^^a 
uncommon  knowin',  sensible,  free-spoken  gentleman;  very 
kind  an'  good-natur'd  too/'  Yet  for  all  this  he  is  perhaps 
the  best  Grecian  of  the  party,  if  we  except  Mr.  Baird,  the 
young  man  on  his  left. 

Mr.  Baird  has  since  gained  considerable  celebrity  as  an 
original  writer  and  metropolitan  lecturer,  but  at  that  time 
he  used  to  preagh  in  a  little  church  something  like  a  bam, 
to  a  congregation  consisting  of  three  rich  farmers  and 
their  servants,  about  fifteen  laborers,  and  the  due  propor- 
tion of  women  and  children.  The  rich  farmers  understood 
him  to  be  "very  high  learnt";  but  if  you  had  interrogated 
them  for  a  more  precise  description,  they  would  have  said 
that  he  was  "  a  thinnish-faced  man,  with  a  sort  o'  cast  in 
his  eye,  like." 

Seven,  altogether  a  delightful  number  for  a  dinner- 
party, supposing  the  units  to  be  delightful,  but  everything 
depends  on  that.  During  dinner  Mr.  Fellowes  took  the 
lead  in  the  conversation,  which  set  strongly  in  the  direction 
of  mangold- wurzel  and  the  rotation  of  crops;  for  Mr.  Fel- 
lowes and  Mr.  Cleves  cultivated  their  own  glebes.  Mr. 
Ely,  too,  had  some  agricultural  notions,  and  even  the  Eev. 
Archibald  Duke  was  made  alive  to  that  class  of  mundane 
subjects  by  the  possession  of  some  potato-ground.  The 
two  young  curates  talked  a  little  aside  during  these  discus- 
sions, which  had  imperfect  interest  for  their  unbeneficed 
minds;  and  the  transcendental  and  near-sighted  Mr.  Baird 
seemed  to  listen  somewhat  abstractedly,  knowing  little 
more  of  potatoes  and  mangold-wurzel  than  that  they  were 
some  form  of  the  "Conditioned." 

"What  a  hobby  farming  is  with  Lord  Watling!"  said 
Mr.  Fellowes,  when  the  cloth  was  being  drawn.  "  I  went 
over  his  farm  at  Tetterley  with  him  last  summer.  It  is 
really  a  model  farm;  first-rate  dairy,  grazing  and  wheat 
land,  and  such  splendid  farm-buildings  I  An  expensive 
hobby,  though.  He  sinks  a  good  deal  of  money  there, 
I  fancy.  He  has  a  great  whim  for  black  cattle,  and  he 
sends  that  drunken  old  Scotch  bailiff  of  his  to  Scotland 
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every  year,  with  hundreds  in  his  pocket,  to  buy  these 
beasts. 

*^By  the  by/^  said  Mr.  Ely,  ^^do  you  know  who-is  the 
m^n  to  whom  Lord  Watling  has  given  the  Bramhill  liv- 
ings?'' 

^^  A  man  named  Sargent.  I  knew  him  at  Oxford.  His 
brother  is  a  lawyer,  and  was  very  useful  to  Lord  Watling 
in  that  ugly  Brounsell  affair.  That's  why  Sargent  got  the 
living." 

^*  Sargent,"  said  Mr.  Ely.  *^I  know  him.  Isn't  he  a 
showy,  talkative  fellow;  has  written  travels  in  Mesopo- 
tamia, or  something  of  that  sort?" 

"That's  the  man." 

"He  was  at  Witherington  once,  as  Bagshawe's  curate. 
He  got  into  rather  bad  odor  there,  through  some  scandal 
about  a  flirtation,  I  think." 

"Talking  of  scandal,"  returned  Mr.  Pellowes,  "have 
you  heard  the  last  story  about  Barton?  Nisbett  was 
telling  me  the  other  day  that  he  dines  alone  with  the 
Countess  at  six,  while  'Mrs.  Barton  is  in  the  kitchen 
acting  as  cook." 

"Kather  an  apocryphal  authority,  Nisbett,"  said  Mr. 
Ely. 

"Ah,"  said  Mr.  Cleves,  with  .good-natured  humor 
twinkling  in  his  eyes,  "depend  upon  it,  that  is  a  cor- 
rupt ve;*sion:  The  original  text  is,  that  they  all  dined 
together  with  six — meaning  six  children — and  that  Mrs. 
Barton  is  an  excellent  cook." 

**  I  wish  dining  alone  together  may  be  the  worst  of  that 
sad  business,"  said  the  Rev.  Archibald  Duke,  in  a  tone 
implying  that  his  wish  was  a  strong  figure  of  speech. 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Fellowes,  filling  his  glass  and  looking 
jocose,  "Barton  is  certainly  either  the  greatest  gull  in 
existence,  or  he  has  some  cunning  secret, —  some  philtre 
or  other  to  make  himself  charming  in  the  eyes  of  a  fair 
lady.  It  isn't  all  of  us  that  can  make  conquests  when  our 
ugliness  is  past  its  bloom." 

"The  lady  seemed  to  have  made  a  conquest  of  him 
at  the  very  outset,"  said  Mr.  Ely.  "I  was  immensely 
amused  one  night  at  Granby's  when  he  was  telling  us  her 
story  about  her  husband's  adventures.  He  said,  *When 
she  told  me  the  tale,  I  felt  I  don't  know  how, —  I  felt  it 
from  the  crown  of  my  head  to  the  sole  of  my  feet.' " 

Mr.  Ely  gave  these  words  dramatically,  imitating  the 
Rev,  Amok's  fervor  and  symbolic  action,  and  every  one 
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ianghed  except  Mr.  Duke,  whose  after-dinner  view  of 
things  was  not  apt  to  be  jovial.     He  said  — 

^*I  think  some  of  us  ought  to  remonstrate  ^ith  Mr. 
Barton  on  the  scandal  he  is  causing.  He  is  not  only 
imperiling  his  own  soul,  but  the  sotils  of  his  flock. ^^ 

^^ Depend  upon  it,^^  said  Mr.  Cleves,  "there  is  some 
simple  explanation  of  the  whole  affair,  if  we  only  happened 
to  know  it.  Barton  has  always  impressed  me  as  a  right- 
minded  man,  who  has  the  knack  of  doing  himself  injustice 
by  his  manner.^' 

"  Now  /  never  liked  Barton,"  said  Mr."  Fellowes.  "  He^s 
not  a  gentleman.  Why  he  used  to  be  on  terms  of  intimacy 
with  that  canting  Prior,  who  died  a  little  while  ago; — a 
fellow  who  soaked  himself  with  spirits,  and  talked  of  the 
Gospel  through  an  inflamed  nose." 

"The  Countess  has  given  him  more  refined  tastes  I 
daresay,"  said  Mr.  Ely. 

"Well,"  observed  Mr.  Cleves,  "the  poor  fellow  must 
have  a  hard  pull  to  get  along,  with  his  small  income  and 
large  familj;.  Let  us  hope  the  Countess  does  something 
toward  making  the  pot  boil." 

"Not  she,"  said  Mr.  Duke;  "there  are  greater  signs  of 
poverty  about  them  than  ever." 

"Well,  come,"  returned  Mr.  Cleves,  who  could  be 
caustic  sometimes,  and  who  was  not  at  all  fond  of  his  rever- 
end brother,  Mr.  Duke,  "that^s  something  in  Bartends 
favor  at  all  events.  He  might  be  poor  without  showing 
signs  of  poverty." 

Mr.  Duk^  turned  rather  yellow,  which  was  his  way  of 
blushing,  and  Mr.  Ely  came  to  his  relief  by  observing — 

"  They^re  making  a  very  good  piece  of  work  of  Shepper- 
ton  Church.  Dolby,  the  architect,  who  has  it  in  hand,  is 
a  very  clever  fellow." 

"It's  he  who  has  been  doing  Coppeton  Church,"  said 
Mr.  Fumess.  "TheyVegot  it  in  excellent"  order  for  the 
visitation." 

This  mention  of  the  visitation  suggested  the  Bishop,  and 
thus  opened  a  wide  duct,  which  entirely  diverted  the 
stream  of  animadversion  from  that  small  pipe — that  capil- 
lary vessel,  the  Eev.  Amos  Barton. 

The  talk  of  the  clergy  about  their  Bishop  belongs  to  the 
esoteric  part  of  their  profession;  so  we  will  at  once  quit  the 
dining-room  at  Milby  Vicarage,  lest  we  should  happen  to 
overhear  remarks  unsuited  to  the  lay  understanding,  and 
perhaps  dangerous  to  our  repose  of  mm^. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 


I  DARE  say  the  long  residence  of  the  Countess  Czerlaski 
at  Shepperton  Vicarage  is  very  puzzling  to  you  also,  dear 
reader,  as  well  as  to  Mr.  Baritones  clerical  brethren;  the 
more  so,  as  I  hope  you  are  not  in  the  least  inclined  to  put 
that  very  evil  interpretation  on  it  which  evidently  found 
acceptance  with  the  sallow  and  dyspeptic  Mr.  Duke,  and 
with  the  florid  and  highly  peptic  Mr.  Fellows.  You  have 
seen  enough,  I  trust,  of  the  Rev.  Amos  Barton,  to  be 
convinced  that  he  was  more  apt  to  fall  into  a  blunder  than 
into  a  sin^more  apt  to  be  deceived  than  to  incur  a  neces- 
sity for  being  deceitful:  and  if  you  have  a  keen  eye  for 
physiognomy,  you  will  have  detected  that  the  Countess 
Czerlaski  loved  herself  far  too  well  to  get  entangled  in  an 
unprofitable  vice. 

How,  then,  you  will  say,  could  this  fine  lady  choose  to 
quarter  herself  on  the  establishment  of  a  poor  curate, 
where  the  carpets  were  probably  falling  into  boles,  where 
the  attendance  was  limited  to  a  maid-of-^U  work,  and 
where  six  children  were  running  loose  from  eight  o^clock 
in  the  morning  till  eight  o^clock  in  the  evening?  Surely 
you  must  be  straining  probability. 

Heaven  forbid !  For,  not  having  a  lofty  imagination, 
as  you  perceive,  and  being  unable  to  invent  thrilling  inci- 
dents for  your  amusement,  my  only  merit  must  lie  in  the 
truth  with  which  I  represent  to  you  the  humble  experience 
of  ordinary  fellow-mortals.  I  wish  to  stir  your  sympathy 
with  commonplace  troubles — ^to  win  your  tears  for  real 
sorrow:  sorrow  such  as  may  live  next  door  to  you — such  as 
walks  neither  in  rags  nor  m  velvet,  but  in  very  ordinary, 
decent  apparel. 

Therefore,  that  you  may  dismiss  your  suspicions  as  to 
the  truth  of  my  picture,  I  will  beg  you  to  consider  that,  at 
the  time  the  Countess  Czerlaski  left  Camp  Villa  in  dud- 
geon, she  had  only  twenty  pounds  in  her  pocket,  being  about 
one-third  of  the  income  she  possessed  independently  of  her 
brother.  You  will  then  perceive  that  she  was  in  the 
extremely  inconvenient  predicament  of  having  quarreled, 
not  indeed  with  her  bread  and  cheese,  but  certainly  with 
her  chicken  and  tart — a  predicament  all  the  more  incon- 
venient to  her,  because  the  habit  of  idleness  had  quite  un- 
fitted her  for  earning  those  necessary  superfluities,  and 
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because,  with  all  her  fascinations,  she  had  not  secured  any 
enthusiastic  friends  whose  houses  were  open  to  her,  and  who 
wero  dying  tct  see  her.  Thus  she  had  completely  checkmated 
herself,  unless  she  could  resolve  on  one  unpleasant  move — 
namely,  to  humble  herself  to  her  brother,  and  recognize 
his  wife.  This  seemed  quite  impossible  to  her  as  long  as 
she  entertained  the  hope  that  he  would  make  the  first 
advances;  and  in  this  flattering  hope  she  remained  month 
after  month  at  Shepperton  Vicarage,  gracefully  over- 
looking the  deficiencies  of  accommodation,  and  feeling 
that  she  was  really  behaving  charmingly.  *^  Who  indeed, ^^ 
she  thought  to  herself,  '*  could  do  otherwise,  with  a  lovely, 
gentle  creature  like  Milly?  I  shall  really  be  sorry  to  leave 
the  poor  thing.  ^^ 

So,  though  she  lay  in  bed  till  ten,  and  came  down  to  a 
separate  breakfast  at  eleven,  she  kindly  consented  to  dine 
as  early  as  five,  when  a  hot  joint  was  prepared,  which 
coldly  furnished  forth  the  children's  table  pie  next  day; 
she  considerately  prevented  Milly  from  devoting  herself 
too  closely  to  the  children,  by  insisting  on  reading,  talk- 
ing, and  walking  with  her;  and  she  even  began  to  em- 
broider a  cap  for  the  next  baby,  which  must  certainly  be 
a  girl,  and  be  named  Caroline. 

After  the  first  month  or  two  of  her  residence  at  the 
Vicarage,  the  ,Eev.  Amos  Barton  became  aware — as, 
indeed,  it  was  unavoidable  that  he  should — of  the  strong 
disapprobation  it  drew  upon  him,  and  the  change  of 
feeling  toward  him  which  it  was  producing  in  his  kindest 
parishioners.  But,  in  the  first  place,  he  still  believed  in 
the  Countess  -as  a  charming  and  influential  woman,  dis- 

Eosed  to  befriend  him,  and,  in  any  case,  he  could  hardly 
int  departure  to  a  lady  guest  who  had  been  kind  to  him 
and  his,  afiid  who  mignt  any  day  spontaneously  announce^ 
the  termination  of  her  visit;  in  the  second  place,  he  was 
conscious  of  his  own  innocence,  and  felt  some  contemptu- 
ous indignation  toward  people  who  were  ready  to  imagine 
evil  of  him;  and,  lastly,  he  had,  as  I  have  already  inti- 
mated, a  strong  will  of  his  own,  so  that  a  certain  obstinacy 
and  defiance  mingled  itself  with  his  other  feelings  on  the 
subiect. 

The  one  unpleasant  consequence  which  was  not  to  be 
evaded  or  counteracted  by  any  mere  mental  state,  was  the 
increasing  drain  on  his  slender  purse  for  household  ex- 
penses, to  meet  which  the  remittance  he  had  received 
from  the  clerical  charity  threatened  to  be  quite  inade- 
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quate.  Slander  may  be  defeated  by  equanimity;  but 
courageous  thoughts  will  not  pay  your  baker^s  bill,  and 
fortitude  is  nowhere  considered  legal  tender  for  beef. 
Month  after  month  the  financial  aspect  of  the  Rev. 
Amos's  affairs  became  more  and  more  serious  to  him,  and 
month  after  month,  too,  Avore  away  more  and  more  of  that 
armor  of  indignation  and  defiance  with  which  he  had  at 
first  defended  himself  from  the  harsh  looks  of  faces  that 
were  once  the  friendliest. 

But  quite  the  heaviest  pressure  of  the  trouble  fell  on 
Milly — on  gentle,  uncomplaining  Milly — whose  delicate 
body  was  becoming  daily  less  fit  for  all  the  many  things 
that  had  to  be  done  between  rising  and  up  and  lying  down. 
At  first,  she  thought  the  Countess's  visit  would  not  last 
long,  and  she  was  quite  glad  to  incur  extra  exertion  for  the 
sake  of  making  her  friend  comfortable.  I  can  hardly  bear 
to  think  of  -all  the  rough  work  she  did  with  those  lovely 
hands — all  by  the  sly,  without  letting  her  husband  know 
anything  about  it,  and  husbands  are  not  clairvoyant:  how 
she  salted  bacon,  ironed  shirts  and  cravats,  put  patches  on 
patches,  and  redarned  darns.  Then  there  was  the  task  of 
mending  and  eking  out  baby-linen  in  prospect,  and  the 
problem  perpetually  suggesting  itself  how  she  and  E'anny 
should  manage  when  there  was  another  baby,  as  there 
would  be  before  many  months  were  past. 

When  time  glided  on,  and  the  Countesses  visit  did  not 
end,  Milly  was  not  blind  to  any  phase  of  their  position. 
She  knew  of  the  slander;  she  was  aware  of  the  keeping 
aloof  of  old  friends;  but  these  she  felt  almost  entirely  on 
her  husband^s  account.  A  loving  woman's  world  lies 
within  the  four  walls  of  her  own  home;  and  it  is  only 
through  her  husband  that  she  is  in  any  electric  communi- 
cation with  the  world  beyond.  Mrs.  Simkins  may  have 
looked  scornfully  at  her,  but  baby  crows  and  holds  out  his 
little  arms  none  the  less  blithely;  Mrs.  Tomkins  may  have 
left  off  calling  on  her,  but  her  husband  comes  home  none 
the  less  to  receive  her  care  and  caresses;  it  has  been  wet 
and  gloomy  out  of  doors  to-day,  but  she  has  looked  well 
after  the  shirt  buttons,  has  cut  out  baby's  pinafores,  and 
half  finished  Willy's  blouse. 

So  it  was  with  Milly.  She  was  only  vexed  that  her 
husband  should  be  vexed — only  wounded  because  he  was 
misconceived.  But  the  difficulty  about  ways  and  means 
she  felt  in  quite  a  different  manner.  Her  recMtude  was 
alarmed  lest  they  should  have  to  make  tradesmen  wait  for 
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'their  money;  her  motherly  love  dreaded  the  diminution  of 
comforts  for  the  children;  and  the  sense  of  her  own  failing 
health  gave  exaggerated  force  to  these  fears. 

Milly  could  no  longer  shut  her  eyes  to  the  fact  that  the 
Countess  was  inconsiderate,  if  she  did  not  allow  herself  to 
entertain  severer  thoughts;  and  she  be^n  to  feel  that  it 
would  soon  be  a  duty  to  tell  her  frankly  that  they  really 
could  not  afford  to  have  her  visit  farther  prolonged.  But 
a  process  was  going  forward  in  two  other  minds,  which 
ultimately  saved  MiUy  from  having  to  perform  this  painful 
task. 

In  the  first  place,  the  Countess  was  getting  weary  of 
Shepperton — weary  of  waiting  for  her  brothers  overtures 
which  never  came;  so,  one  fine  morning,  she  reflected  that 
forgiveness  was  a  ^Christian  duty,  that  a  sister  should  be 
placable,  that  Mr.  Bridmain  must  feel  the  need  of  her 
advice,  to  which  he  had  been  accustomed  for  three  years, 
and  that  very  likely  "  that  woman  "  didn^t  make  the  poor 
man  happjr.  In  this  amiable  frame  of  mind  she  wrote  a 
very  affectionate  appeal,  and  addressed  it  to  Mr.  Bridmain, 
through  his  hanker. 

Another  mind  that  was  being  wrought  up  to  a  climax 
was  Nanny^s,  the  maid-of-all-work,  who  had  a  warm  heart 
and  a  still  warmer  temper.  Nanny  adored  her  mistress: 
she  had  been  heard  to  say  that  she  was  "ready  to  kiss  the 
ground  as  the  missis  trod  on  ^';  and  Walter,  she  considered, 
was  her  baby,  of  whom  she  was  as  jealous  as  a  lover.  But 
she  had,  from  the  first,  very  slight  admiration  for  the 
Countess  Czerlaski.  That  lady,  from  Nanny's  point  of 
view,  was  a  personage  always  "  drawed  out  i'  fine  clothes, '' 
the  chief  result  of  whose  existence  was  to  cause  additional 
bed-making,  carrying  of  hot  water,  laying  of  table-cloths, 
and  cooking  of  dinners.  It  was  a  perpetually  heightening 
"aggravation  '^  to  Nanny  that  she  ana  her  mistress  had  to 
^^  slave  "  more  than  ever,  because  there  was  this  fine  lady 
in  the  house. 

"  An^  she  pays  nothin'  for't,  neither, '^  observed  Nanny 
to  Mr.  Jacob  Tomms,  a  joung  gentleman  in  the  tailoring 
line,  who  occasionally — simply  out  of  a  taste  for  dialogue — 
looked  into  the  vicarage  kitchen  of  an  evening.  "  I  know 
the  master^s  shorter  o'  money  than  iver,  an'  it  meks  no 
end  o'  difference  i'  th'  housekeepin- —  her  bein'  here,  besides 
bein'  obliged  to  have  a  charwoman  constant.'' 

"  There's  fine  stories  i'  the  village  about  her,"  said  Mr. 
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Tomms.  They  say  as  Muster  Barton^s  great  wi^  her,  or 
else  she^d  niver  stop  here/^  ^ 

^^  Then  they  say  a  passill  o^  lies,  an'  you  ought  to  be 
ashamed  to  go  an'  tell  'em  o'er  again.  Do  you  think  as  the 
master,  as  has  got  a  wife  like  the  missis,  ^id  go  running 
arter  a  stuck-up  piece  o'  goods  like  that  Countess,  as  isn't 
fit  to  black  the  missis's  shoes?  I'm  none  so  fond  o' the 
master,  but  I  know  better  on  him  nor  that." 

''  Well,  I  didn't  b'lieve  it,"  said  Mr.  Tomms,  humbly. 

^^B'lieve  it?  You'd  ha'  been  a  niniiy  if  yer  did.  An^ 
she's  a  nasty,  stingy  thing,  that  Countess.  She's  niver 
giv  me  a  sixpence  nor  an  old  rag,  neither,  sin'  here  she's 
been.  A-lyin'  a  bed  an'  a-comin'  down  to  breakfast  when 
other  folks  wants  their  dinner!" 

If  such  was  the  state  of  Nanny's  myid  as  early  as  the 
end  of  Atgust,  when  this  dialogue  with  Mr.  Tomms 
occurred,  yon  may  imagine  what  it  must  have  been  by  the 
beginning  of  November,  and  that  at  that  time  a  very 
slight  spark  might  any  day  cause  the  long-smouldering 
anger  to  flame  forth  in  open  indignation. 

That  spark  happened  to  fall  the  very  morning  that  Mrs. 
Hackit  paid  the  visit  to  Mrs.  Patten,  recorded  in  the  last 
chapter.  Nanny's  dislike  of  the  Countess  extended  to  the 
innocent  dog  Jet,  whom  she  ^^  couldn't  a-bear  to  see  made 
a  fuss  wi'  like  a  Christian.  An'  the  little  ouzel  must  be 
washed,  too,  ivery  Saturday,  as  if  there  wasn't  children 
enoo  to  wash,  wi'out  washin'  dogs." 

Now,  this  particular  morning  it  happened  that  Milly 
was  quite  too  poorly  to  get  up,  and  Mr.  Barton  observed 
to  Nanny,  on  going  out,  tnat  he  would  call  and  tell  Mr. 
Brand  to  come.  These  circumstances  were  already  enough 
to  make  Nanny  anxious  and  susceptible.  But  the  Countess, 
comfortably  ignorant  of  them,  came  down  as  usual  about 
eleven  o'clock  to  her  seperate  breakfast,  which  stood  ready 
for  her  at  that  hour  in  the  parlor;  the  kettle  singing  on 
the  hob  that  she  might  make  her  own  tea.  There  was  a 
little  jug  of  cream,  taken  according  to  custom  from  last 
night's  milk,  and  specially  saved  for  the  Countess's  break- 
fast. Jet  always  awaited  his  mistress  at  her  bedroom 
door,  and  it  was  her  habit  to  carry  him  down  stairs. 

^'  Now,  my  little  Jet,"  she  said,  putting  him  down  gently 
on  the  hearth-rug,  "you  shall  have  a  nice,  nice  break- 
fast." 

Jet  indicated  that  he  thought  that  observation  extremely 
pertinent  and  well-timed,  by  immediately  raising  himself 
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on  his  hind  legs,  and  the  Countess  emptied  the  cream-jug 
into  the  saucer.  Now  there  was  usually  a  small  jug  of 
milk  standing  on  the  tray1)y  the  side  of  the  cream,  and 
destined  for  Jet^s  breakfast,  but  this  morning  Nanny,  being 
"  moithered,^' had  forgotten  that  part  of  the  arrangements, 
so  that  when  the  Countess  had  made  her  tea,  she  perceived 
there  was  no  second  jug,  and  rang  the  bell.  Nanny 
appeared,  looking  very  red  and  heated — the  fact  was,  she 
had  been  **  doing  up  the  kitchen  fire,  and  that  is  a  sort 
of  work  which  by  no  means  conduces  to  blandness  of 
temper. 

"Nanny,  you  have  forgotten  Jet's  milk;  will  you  bring 
me  some  more  cream,  please  ?'' 

This  was  just  a  little  too  much  for  Nanny's  forbearance. 

"  Yes,  I  dare  say.  Here  am  I  wi'  my  hands  full  o'  the 
children  an'  the  dinner,  and  missis  ill  a-bed,  and  Mr. 
Brand  a-comin';  and  I  must  run  o'er  the  villaffe  to  get 
more  cream,  'cause  you've  give  it  to  that  nasty  little  blacka- 
moor," 

"Is  Mrs.  Barton  ill?" 

^^  111 — yes — I  should  think  she  is  ill,  and  much  you  care. 
She's  likely  to  be  ill,  moithered  as  she  is  from  mornin'  to 
night,  wi'  folks  as  had  better  be  elsewhere." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  behaving  in  this  way?" 

"  Mean?  Why  I  mean  as  the  missis  is  a-slavin'  her  life 
out  an'  a-sittin'  up  o'  nights,  for  folks  as  are  better  able  to 
wait  of  her,  i'stid  o'  lyin'  a-bed  an'  doin'  nothin'  all  the 
blessed  day,  but  mek  work." 

"  Leave  the  room  and  don't  be  insolent." 

"Insolent!  I'd  belter^be  insolent  than  like  what  some 
folks  is, — a-livih'  on  other  folks,  an'  bringin'  a  bad  name 
on  'em  into  the  bargain." 

Here  Nanny  flung  out  of  the  room,  leaving  the  lady  to 
digest  this  unexpected  breakfast  at  her  leisure. 

The  Countess  was*  stunned  for  a  few  moments,  but  when 
she  be^an  to  recall  Nanny's  words,  there  was  no  possibility 
of  avoiding  very  unpleasant  conclusions  from  them,  or  of 
failing  to  see  her  present  position  at  the  vicarage  in  an 
entirely  new  light.  Tfle  interpretation  too  of  ifanny's 
allusion  to  a  "bad  name"  did  not  lie  out  of  the  reach  of 
the  Countess's  imagination,  and  she  saw  the  necessity  of 
quitting  Shepperton  without  delay.  Still,  she  would  like 
to  wait  for  her  brother's  letter — no — she  would  ask  Milly 
to  forward  it  to  her — still  better,  she  would  go  at  once  to 
21 
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London,  inquire  her  brother^s  address  at  his  banker^s,  and 
go  to  see  him  without  preliminary. 

She  went  up  to  Milly's  rogm,  and,  after  kisses  and 
inquiries,  said — *^I  find,  on  consideration,  dear  Milly, 
from  the  letter  I  had  yesterday,  that  I  must  bid  you  good- 
by  and  go  up  to  London  at  once.  But  you  nrast  not  let 
me  leave  you  ill,  you  naughty  thing/^ 

*'  Oh,  no,"  said  Milly,  who  felt  as  if  a  load  had  been 
taken  off  her  back,  **I  shall  be  very  well  in  an  hour  or 
two.  Indeed,  I'm  much  better  now.  You  will  want  me 
to  help  you  to  pack.  But  you  won't  go  for  two  or  three 
days?'' 

'^'Yes,  I  must  go  to-morrow.  But  I  shall  not  let  you 
help  me  to  pack,  so  don't  entertain  any  unreasonable 
projects,  but  lie  still.     Mr.  Brand  is  coming,  Nanny  says. " 

The  news  was  not  an  unpleasant  surprise  to  Mr.  Barton 
when  he  came  home,  though  he  was  able  to  express  more 
regret  at  the  idea  of  parting  than  Milly  could  summon  to 
her  lips.  He  retained  more  of  his  original  feeling  for  the 
Countess  than  Milly  did,  for  women  never  betray  them- 
selves to  men  as  they  do  to  each  other;  and  the  Rev.  Amos 
had  not  a  keen  instinct  for  character.  But  he  felt  that  he 
was  being  relieved  from  a  difficulty,  and  m  the  way  that 
was  easiest  for  him.  Neither  he  nor  Milly  suspected  that 
it  was  Nanny  who  had  cut  the  knot  for  them,  for  the 
Countess  took  care  to  give  no  sign  on  that  subject.  As 
for  Nanny,  she  was  perfectly  aware  of  the  relation  between 
cause  and  effect  in  the  affair,  ana  secretly  thuckled  over 
her  outburst  of  "sauce "as  the  best  morning's  work  she 
had  ever  done. 

So,  on  Friday  morning,  a  fly  was  seen  standing  at  the 
vicarage  gate  with  the  Countess's  boxes  packed  upon  it; 
and  presently  that  lady  herself  was  seen  getting  into  the 
vehicle.  After  a  last  shake  of  the  hand  to  Mr.  Barton, 
and  last  kisses  to  Milly  and  the  children,  the  door  was 
closed;  and  as  the  fly  rolled  off,  the  little  party  at  the 
vicarage  gate  caught  a  last  glimpse  of  the  handsome 
Countess  leaning  and  waving  kisses  from  the  carriage 
window.  Jet's  little  black  phiz  was  also  seen,  and  doubt- 
less he  had  his  thoughts  and  feelings  on  the  occasion,  but 
he  kept  them  strictly  within  his  own  bosom. 

The  schoolmistress  opposite  witnessed  this  departure, 
and  lost  no  time  in  telling  it  to  the  schoolmaster,  who 
again  communicated  the  news  to  the  landlord  of  "The 
Jolly  Colliers,"  at  the  close  of  the  morning  school  hours. 
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Nanny  poured,  the  joyful  tidings  into  the  ear  of  Mr. 
Earquhart  footman,  who  happened  to  call  with  a  letter, 
and  Mr.  Brand  carried  them  to  all  the  patients  he  visited 
that  morning,  after  calling  on  Mrs.  Barton.  So  that, 
before  Sunday,  it  was  very  generally  known  in  Shepperton 
parish  that  the  Countess  Czerlaski  had  left  the  vicarage. 

The  Countess  had  left,  but  alas,  the  bills  she  had  con- 
tributed to  swell  still  remained;  so  did  the  exiguity  of  the 
children's  clothing,  which  also  was  partly  an  indirect  con- 
sequence of  her  presence;  and  so,  too,  did  the  coolness 
and  alienation  in  the  parishioners,  which  could  not  at  once 
vanish  before  the  the  fact  of  her  departure.  The  Eev. 
Amos,  was  not  exculpated — the  past  was  not  expunged. 
But  what  was  worse  than  all,  Milly's  health  gave  frequent 
cause  for  alarm,  and  the  prospect  of  baby's  birth  was 
overshadowed  by  more  than  the  usual  fears.  The  birth 
came  prematurely,  about  six  weeks  after  the  Countess's 
departure,  but  Mr.  Brand  gave  favorable  reports  to  all 
inquirers  on  the  following  day,  which  was  Saturday.  On 
Sunday,  after  morning  service,  Mrs.  Hackit  called  at  the 
vicarage  to  enquire  how  Mrs.  Barton  was,  and  was  invited 
up-stairs  to  see  her.  Milly  lay  placid  and  lovely  in  her 
feebleness,  and  held  out  her  hand  to  Mrs.  Hackit  with  a 
beaming  smile.  It  was  very  pleasant  to  her  to  see  her  old 
friend  unreserved  and  cordial  once  more.  The  seven 
month's  baby  was  very  tiny  and  very  red,  but  ''handsome 
is  that  handsome  does  " — he  was  pronounced  to  be  '*  doing 
well,"  and  Mrs.  Hackit  went  home  gladdened  at  heart  to 
think  that  the  perilous  hour  was  over. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


The  following  Wednesday,  when  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hackit 
were  seated  comfortably  by  their  bright  hearth,  enjoying 
the  long  afternoon  afforded  by  an  early  dinner,  Rachel, 
the  housemaid,  came  in  and  said — 

''  If  you  please  'm,  the  shepherd  says,  have  you  heard  as 
Mrs.  Barton's  wuss,  and  not  expected  to  live?" 

Mjrs.  Hackit  turned  pale,  and  hurried  out  to  question 
the  shepherd,  who,  she  found,  had  heard  the  sad  news  at 
an  alehouse  in  the  village.     Mr.  Hackit  followed  her  out 
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and  said,  "You'd  better  have  the  pony-chaise,  and  go 
directly." 

"  Yes,^'  said  Mrs.  Hackit,  too  much  overcome  to  utter 
any  exclamations.  "  Rachel,  come  an'  help  me  on  wi^  my 
things. '*  When  her  husband  was  wrapping  her  cloak 
round  her  feet  in  the  pony-chaise,  she  said — 

*'If  I  don't  come  home  to-night,  I  shall  send  back  the 
pony-chaise,  and  you'll  know  I'm  wanted  there." 

"Yes,  yes." 

It  was  a  bright  frosty  day,  and  by  the  time  Mrs.  Hackit 
arrived  at  the  vicarage  the  sun  was  near  its  setting.  There 
was  a  carriage  and  pair  standing  at  the  gate,  which  she 
recognized  as  Dr.  Madeley's,  the  physician  from  Rotherby. 
She  entered  at  the  kitchen  door,  that  she  might  avoid 
knocking,  and  quietly  questioned  Nanny.  No  one  was  in 
the  kitchen,  but,  passing  on,  she  saw  the  sitting-room 
door  open,  and  Nanny,  with  Walter  in  her  arms,  removing 
the  knives  and  forks,  which  had  been  laid  for  dinner  three 
hours  ago. 

"  Master  says  he  can't  eat  no  dinner,"  was  Nanny's  first 
word.  "  He's  never  tasted  nothin'  sin'  yesterday  mornin', 
but  a  cup  o'  tea." 

'^  When  was  your  Missus  took  worse?" 

"0'  Monday  night.  They  sent  for  Dr.  Madeley  i^  the 
middle  o'  the  day  yisterday,  an'  he's  here  again  now." 

"Is  the  baby  alive?" 

"No,  it  died  last  night.  The  children's  all  at  Mrs. 
Bond's.  She  come  and  took  'em  away  last  night,  but  the 
master  says  they  must  be  fetched  soon.  He's  up-stairs 
now,  wi'Dr.  Madeley  and  Mr.  Brand." 

At  this  moment  Mrs.  Hackit  heard  the  sound  of  a  heavy, 
slow  foot  in  the  passage;  and  presently  Amos  Barton 
entered,  with  dry,  despairing  eyes,  haggard  and  unshaven. 

He  expected  to  find  the  sitting-room  as  he  left  it,  with 
nothing  to  meet  his  eyes  but  Milly's  work-basket  in  the 
corner  of  the  sofa,  and  the  children'^  toys  overturned  in 
the  bow- window.  But  when  he  saw  Mrs.  Hackit  come 
toward  him  with  answering  sorrow  in  her  face,  the  pent-up 
fountain  of  tears  was  opened;  he  threw  himself  on  the 
sofa,  hid  his  face,  and  sobbed  aloud. 

"  Bear  up,  Mr.  Barton,"  Mrs.  Hackit  ventured  to  say  at 
last;  "bear  up,  for  the  sake  o'  them  dear  children." 

"The  children,"  said  Amos,  starting  up.  "They  must 
be  sent  for.  Some  one  must  fetch  them.  Milly  will  want 
to " 
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He  couldn^t  finish  the  sentence,  but  Mrs.  Hackit  under- 
stood him,  and  said,  **  I'll  send  the  man  with  the  pony- 
carriage  for  'em/' 

She  went  out  to  give  the  order,  and  encountered  Dr. 
Madeley  and  Mr.  Brand,  who  were  just  going. 

Mr.  Brand  said:  "I  am  very  glad  to  see  you  are  here, 
Mrs.  Hackit.  No  time  must  be  lost  in  sending  for  the 
children.     Mrs.  Barton  wants  to  see  them." 

'*  Do  you  quite  give  her  up,  then?" 

^'She  can  hardly  live  through  the  night.  She  begged 
us  to  tell  her  how  long  she  had  to  live;  and  then  asked  for 
the  children." 

The  pony-carriage  was  sent;  and  Mrs.  Hackit,  return- 
ing to  Mr.  Barton,  said  she  should  like  to  go  up-stairs  now. 
He  went  up-stairs  with  her  and  opened  the  door.  The 
chamber  fronted  the  west;  the  sun  was  just  setting,  and 
the  red  light  fell  full  upon  the  bed,  where  Milly  lay  with 
the  hand  of  death  visibly  upon  her.  The  feather-bed 
had  been  removed,  and  she  lay  low  on  a  mattress,  with 
her  head  slightly  raised  by  pillows.  Her  long  fair  neck 
seemed  to  be  struggling  with  a  painful  effort;  her  features 
were  pallid  and  pinched,  and  her  eyes  were  closed.  There 
was  no  one  in  the  room  but  the  nurse,  and  the  mistress  of 
the  free  school,  who  had  come  to  give  her  help  from  the 
beginning  of  the  change. 

Amos  and  Mrs.  Hackit  stood  beside  the  bed,  and  Milly 
opened  her  eyes. 

*^My  darling,  Mrs.  Hackit  is  come  to  see  you." 

Milly  smiled  and  looked  at  her  with  that  strange,  far-off 
look  which  belongs  to  ebbing  life. 

**Are  the  children  coming?"  she  said,  painfully, 

"Yes,  they  will  be  here  directly." 

She  closed  her  eyes  again. 

Presently  the  pony-carriage  was  heard;  and  Amos, 
motioning  to  Mrs.  Hackit  to  follow  him,  left  the  room. 
On  their  way  down-stairs,  she  suggested  that  the  carriage 
should  remain  to  take  them  away  again  afterward,  and 
Amos  assented. 

There  they  stood  in  the  melancholy  sitting-room — the 
five  sweet  children,  from  Patty  to  Chubby— ^all,  with  their 
mother's  eyes-  all,  except  Patty,  looking  up  with  a  vague 
fear  at  their  father  as  he  entered.  Patty  understood  the 
great  sorrow  that  was  come  upon  them,  and  tried  to  check 
her  sobs  as  she  heard  her  jjapa's  footsteps. 

"My  children,"  said  Amos,  taking  Chubby  in  his  arms. 
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"  God  is  going  to  take  away  your  dear  mamma  from  us. 
She  wants  to  see  you  to  say  good-by.  You  must  try  to  be 
very  good  and  not  cry/' 

He  could  say  no  more,  but  turned  round  to  see  if  Nanny 
was  there  with  Walter,  and  then  led  the  way  up-stairs, 
leading  Dickey  with  the  other  hand.  Mrs.  Hackit  fol- 
lowed with  Sophy  and  Patty,  and  then  came  Nanny  with 
Walter  and  Fred. 

It  seemed  as  if  Milly  had  heard  the  little  footsteps  on 
the  stairs,  for  when  Amos  entered  her  eyes  were  wide 
open,  eagerly  looking  toward  the  door.  They  all  stood  by 
the  bedside  —  Amos  nearest  to  her,  holding  Chubby  and 
Dicky.  But  she  motioned  for  Patty  to  come  first,  and 
clasping  the  poor  pale  child  by  the  hand,  said — 

^^  Patty,  Fm  going  away  from  you.  Love  your  papa. 
Comfort  him;  and  take  care  of  you  little  brothers  and  sis- 
ters.    God  will  help  you. " 

Patty  stood  perfectly  quiet,  and  said,  *^  Yes,  mamma." 

The  mother  motioned  with  her  pallid  lips  for  the  dear 
child  to  lean  toward  her  and  kiss  her;  and  then  Patty's 
great  anguish  overcame  her,  and  she  burst  into  sobs. 
Amos  drew  her  toward  him  and  pressed  her  head  gently  to 
him,  while  Milly  beckoned  Fred  and  Sophy,  and  said  to 
them  more  faintly — 

'^  Patty  will  try  to  be  your  mamma  when  I  am  gone,  my 
darlings.     You  will  be  good  and  not  vex  her.*' 

They  leaned  toward  her,  and  she  stroked  their  fair 
heads,  and  ^kissed  their  tear-stained  cheeks.  They  cried 
because  mamma  was  ill  and  papa  looked  so  unhappy;  but 
they  thought,  perhaps  next  week  things  would  be  as  they 
used  to  be  again.'' 

The  little  ones  were  lifted  on  the  bed  to  kiss  her. 
Little  Walter  said,  *^  Mamma,  mamma,"  and  stretched  out 
his  fat  arms  and  smiled;  and  Chubby  seemed  gravely 
wondering;  but  Dickey,  who  had  been  looking  fixedly  at 
her,  with  lip  hanging  down,  ever  since  he  came  into  the 
room,  now  seemed  suddenly  pierced  with  the  idea  that 
mamma  was  going  away  somewhere;  his  little  heart 
swelled,  and  he  cried  aloud. 

Then  Mrs.  Hackit  and  Nanny  took  them  all  away. 
Patty  at  first  begged  to  stay  at  home  and  not  go  to  Mrs. 
bond's  again;  but  when  Nannv  reminded  her  that  she 
had  better  go  to  take  care  of  tlie  younger  ones,  she  sub- 
mitted at  once,  and  they  were  all  packed  in  the  pony- 
carriage  once  more. 
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Milly  kept  her  eyes  shut  for  some  time  after  the  children 
were  gone.  Amos  had  sunk  on  his  knees,  and  was  holding 
her  hand  while  he  watched  her  face.  By-and-by  she 
opened  her  eyes,  and  drawing  him  close  to  her,  whispered 
slowly — 

"  My  dear — dear — husband — you  have  been — very — 
good  to  me.     You — have — mad  e  me — very — happy,  ^' 

She  spoke  no  more  for  many  hours.  They  watched  her 
breathing  becoming  more  and  more  difficult,  until  evening 
deepened  into  night,  and  until  midnight  was  passed. 
About  half-past  twelve  she  seemed  to  be  trying  to  speak, 
and  they  leaned  to  catch  her  words. 

"Music — music  —  didn't  you  hear  it?^' 

Amos  knelt  b;^  the  bed  and  held  her  hand  in  his.  He 
did  not  believe  in  his  sorrow.  It  was  a  bad  dream.  He 
did  not  know  when  she  was  gone.  But  Mr.  Brand,  whom 
Mrs.  Hackit  had  sent  for  before  twelve  o^clock,  thinking 
that  Mr.  Barton  might  probably  need  his  help,  now  came 
up  to  him,  and  said — 

*^  She  feels  no  more  pain  now.  Come,  my  dear  sir,  come 
with  me.'^ 

"She  isn't  deadf  shrieked  the  poor  desolate  man, 
struggling  to  shake  off  Mr.  Brand,  who  had  taken  him  by 
the  arm.  But  his  weary  weakened  frame  was  not  equal 
to  resistance,  and  he  was  dragged  out  of  the  room. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


They  laid  her  in  the  grave — the  sweet  mother  with  her 
baby  in  her  arms — while  the  Christmas  snow  lay  thick 
upon  the  graves.  It  was  Mr.  Cleves  who  buried  her.  On 
the  first  news  of  Mr.  Barton's  calamity,  he  had  ridden  over 
from  Tripplegate  to  beg  that  he  might  be  made  of  some 
use,  and  his  silent  grasp  of  Amos's  hand  had  penetrated 
like  the  painful  thrill  of  life-recovering  warmth  to  the 
poor  benumbed  heart  of  the  stricken  man. 

The  snow  lay  thick  upon  the  graves,  and  the  day  was 
cold  and  dreary;  but  there  was  many  a  sad  eye  watching 
that  black  procession  as  it  passed  from  the  vicarage  to  the 
church,  and  from  the  church  to  the  open  grave.  There 
were  men  and  women  standing  in  that  churchyard  who 
had  bandied  vulgar  jests  about  their  pastor,  and  who  had 
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liffhtly  charged  him  with  sin;  but  now,  when  they  saw  him 
following  the  coffin,  pale  and  haggard,  he  was  consecrated 
anew  by  his  great  sorrow,  and  they  looked  at  Iiim  with 
respectful  pity. 

AH  the  children  were  there*,  for  Amos  had  willed  it  so, 
thinking  that  some  dim  memory  of  that- sacred  moment 
might  remain  even  with  little  Walter,  and  link  itself  .with 
what  he  would  hear  of  his  sweet  mother  in  after  years. 
He  himself  led  Patty  and  Dickey;  then  came  Sophy  and 
Fred;  Mr'  Brand  had  begged  to  carry  Chubby,  and  Nanny 
followed  with  Walter.  They  made  a  circle  round  the 
grave  while  the  coffin  was  being  lowered.  Patty  alone  of 
all  the  children  felt  that  mamma  was  in  that  coffin,  and 
that  a  new  and  sadder  life  had  begun  for  papa  and  herself. 
She  was  pale  and  trembling,  but  she  clasped  nis  hand  more 
firmly  as  the  coffin  went  down,  and  gave  no  sob.  Fred 
and  Sophy,  though  they  were  only  two  and  three  years 
younger,  and  though  they  had  seen  mamma  in  her  coffin, 
seemed  to  themselves  to  be  looking  at  some  strange  show. 
They  had  not  learned  to  decipher  that  terrible  hand- 
writing of  human  destiny,  illness  and  death.  Dickey  had 
rebelled  against  his  black  clothes,  until  he  was  told  that  it 
would  be  naughty  to  mamma  not  to  put  them  on,  when  he 
at  once  submitted;  and  now,  though  he  had  heard  Nanny 
say  that  mamma  was  in  heaven,  he  had  a  vague  notion 
that  she  would  come  home  again  to-morrow,  and  say  he 
had  been  a  good  boy  and  let  him  empty  her  work-box.  He 
stood  close  to  his  father,  with  great  rosy  cheeks,  and  wide 
open  blue  eyes,  looking  first  up  at  Mr.  Cleves  and  then 
down  at  the  coffin,  and  thinking  he  and  Chubby  would 
play  at  that  when  they  got  home. 

The  burial  was  over,  and  Amos  turned  with  his  children 
to  re-enter  the  house — the  house  ^  where,  an  hour  ago, 
Milly's  dear  body  lay,  where  the  windows  were  half-dark- 
ened, and  sorrow  seemed  to  have  a  hallowed  precinct  for 
itself,  shut  out  from  the  world.  But  now  she  was  gone; 
the  broad  snow-reflected  daylight  was  in  all  the  rooms; 
the  vicarage  again  seemed  part  of  the  common  working- 
day  world,  and  Amos,  for  the  first  time,  felt  that  he  was 
alone — that  day  after  day,  month  after  month,  year  after 
year,  would  have  to  be  lived  through  without  Milly^s  love. 
Spring  would  come,  and  she  would  not  be  there;  summer, 
and  she  would  not  be  there;  and  he  would  never  have  her 
again  with  him  by  the  fireside  in  the  long  evenings.  The 
seasons  all  seemed  irksome  to  his  thoughts;  and  how 
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dreary  the  sunshiny  days  that  would  be  sure  to  come! 
She  was  gone  from  him ;  and  he  could  never  show  her  his 
love  any  more,  never  make  up  for  omissions  in  the  past  by 
filling  future  days  with  tenderness. 

Oh  the  anguisn  of  that  thought  that  we  can  never  atone 
to  our  dead  for  the  stinted  affection  we  gave  them,  for  the 
light  answers  we  returned  to  their  plaints  or  their  plead- 
ings, for  the  little  reverence  we  ^showed  to  that  sacred 
human  soul  that  lived  so  close  to  ue,  and  was  the  divinest 
thing  God  had  given  us  to  know! 

Amos  Barton  had  been  an  affectionate  husband,  and 
while  Milly  was  with  him,  he  was  never  visited  by  the 
thought  that  perhaps  his  sympathy  with  her  was  not  quick 
and  watchful  enough;  but  now  he  re-lived  all  their  life 
together,  with  that  terrible  keenness  of  memory  and 
imagination  which  bereavement  gives,  and  he  felt  as  if  his 
very  love  needed  a  pardon  for  its  poverty  and  selfishness. 

No  outward  solace  could  counteract  the  bitterness  of 
this  inward  woe.  But  outward  solace  came.  Cold  faces 
looked  kind  again,  and  parishioners  turned  over  in  their 
minds  what  they  could  best  do  to  help  their  pastor.  Mr. 
Oldinport  wrote  to  express  his  sympathy,  and  inclosed 
another  twenty-pound  note,  begging  that  he  might  be 
permitted  to  contribute  in  this  way  to  the  relief  of  Mr. 
bartends  mind  from  pecuniary  anxieties,  under  the  press- 
ure of  a  grief  which  all  his  parisioners  must  share;  and 
offering  his  interest  toward  placing  the  two  eldest  girls  in 
a  school  expressly  founded  for  clergymen's  daughters. 
Mr.  Oleves  succeeded  in  collecting  thirty  pounds  among  his 
richer  clerical  brethren,  and,  adding  ten  pounds  himself, 
sent  the  sum  to  Amos,  with  the  kindest  and  most  delicate 
words  of  Christian  fellowship  and  manly  friendship. 
Miss  Jackson  forgot  old  grievances,  and  came  to  stay 
some  months  with  Milly's  children,  bringing  such  material 
aid  as  she  could  spare  from  her  small  income.  These 
were  substantial  helps,  which  relieved  Amos  from  the 
pressure  of  his  money  difficulties;  and  the  friendly  atten- 
tions, the  kind  pressure  of  the  hand,  the  cordial  looks  he 
met  with  everywhere  in  his  parish,  made  him  feel  that  the 
fatal  frost  which  had  settled  on  his  pastoral  duties,  during 
the  Countess's  residence  at  the  vicjwage,  was  completely 
thawed,  and  that  the  hearts  of  his  parishioners  were  once 
more  open  to  him. 

No  one  breathed  the  Countess's  name  now;  for  Milly^s 
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memory  hallowed  her  husband,  as  of  old  the  place  was 
hallowed  on  which  an  angel  from  God  had  alighted. 

When  the  spring  came,  Mrs.  Hackit  begged  that  she 
might  have  Dickey  to  stay  with  her,  and  great  was  the 
enlargement  of  Dickey^s  experience  from  that  visit/  Every 
morning  he  was  allowed — being  well  wrapped  up  as  to  his 
chest  by  Mrs.  Hacket^s  own  hands,  but  very  bare  and  red 
as  to  his  legs — ^to  run  loose  in  the  cow  and  poultry  yard, 
to  persecute  the  turkey-cock  by  satirical  imitations  of  his 
gobble-gobble,  and  to  put  difficult  questions  to  the  groom 
as  to  the  reasons  why  horses  had  four  legs,  and  other  tran- 
scendental matters.  Then  Mr.  Hackit  would  take  Dickey 
up  on  horseback  when  he  rode  round  his  farm,  and  Mrs. 
Hackit  had  a  large  plum-cake  in  cut,  ready  to  meet  inci- 
dental attacks  of  hunger.  So  that  Dickey  had  considerably 
modified  his  views  as  to  the  desirability  of  Mrs.  Hacket^s 
kisses. 

The  Misses  Parquhar  made  particular  pets  of  Fred  and 
Sophy,  to  whom  they  undertook  to  give  lessons  twice  a-week 
in  writing  and  geography;  and  Mrs.  Farquhar  devised 
many  treats  for  the  little  ones.  Patty's  treat  was  to  stay 
at  home,  or  walk  about  with  her  papa;  and  when  he  sat 
by  the  fire  in  an  evening,  after  the  other  children  were 
gone  to  bed,  she  would  bring  a  stool,  and,  placing  it 
against  his  feet,  would  sit  down  upon  it  and  lean  her  head 
against  his  knee.  Then  his  hand  would  rest  on  that  fair 
head,  and  he  would  feel  that  Milly^s  love  was  not  quite 
gone  out  of  his  life. 

So  the  time  wore  on  till  it  was  May  again,  and  the 
church  was  quite  finished  and  reopened  in  all  its  new 
splendor,  and  Mr.  Barton  was  devoting  himself  with  more 
vigor  than  ever  to  his  parochial  duties.  But  one  morn- 
ing— it  was  a  very  bright  morning,  and  evil  tidings  some- 
times like  to  fly  in  the  finest  weather — there  came  a  letter 
for  Mr.  Barton,  addressed  in  the  vicar^s  handwriting.  Amos 
opened  it  with  some  anxiety — somehow  or  other  ne  had  a 
presentiment  of  evil.  The  letter  contained  the  announce- 
ment that  Mr.  Carpe  had  resolved  on  coming  to  reside  at 
Shepperton,  and  that,  consequently,  in  six  months  from 
that  time  Mr.  Bartends  duties  as  curate  in  that  parish 
would  be  closed.      ^^ 

Oh,  it  was  hard!  Just  when  Shepperton  had  become 
the  place  where  he  most  wished  to  stay — where  he  had 
friends  who  knew  his  sorrows — where  he  lived  close  to 
Milly^s  grave.     To  part  from  that  grave  seemed  like  part- 
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ing  with  Milly  a  second  time;  for  Amos  was  one  who 
clung  to  all  the  material  links  between  his  mind  and  the 
past.  His  imagination  was  not  vivid,  and  required  the 
stimulus  of  actual  perception. 

It  roused  some  bitter  feeling,  too,  to  think  that  Mr. 
Carpels  wish  to  reside  at  Shepperton  was  merely  a  pretext 
for  removing  Mr.  Barton,  in  order  that  he  might  ultimately 
give  the  curacy  of  Shepperton  to  his  own  brother-in-law, 
who  was  known  to  be  wanting  a  new  position. 

Still,  it  must  be  borne;  and  the  painful  business  of 
seeking  another  curacy  must  be  set  about  without  loss  of 
time.  After  the  lapse  of  some  months,  Amos  was  obliged 
to  renounce  the  hope  of  getting  one  at  all  near  Shepper- 
ton, and  he  at  lengtn  resigned  himself  to  accepting  one  in 
a  distant  county.  The  parish  was  in  a  large  manufactur- 
ing town,  where  his  walks  would  lie  among  noisy  streets 
and  dingy  alleys,  and  where  the  children  would  have  no 
garden  to  play  in,  no  pleasant  farm-houses  to  visit. 

It  was  another  blow  inflicted  on  the  bruised  man. 


CHAPTER  X. 


At  length  the  dreaded  week  was  come,  when  Amos  and 
his  children  must  leave  Shepperton,  There  was  general 
regret  among  the  parishioners  at  his  departure:  not  that 
any  one  of  them  thought  his  spiritual  gifts  pre-eminent,  or 
was  conscious  of  great  edification  from  his  ministry.  But 
his  recent  troubles  had  called  out  their  better  sympathies, 
and  that  is  always  a  source  of  love.  Amos  failed  to  touch 
the  spring  of  goodness  by  his  sermons,  but  he  touched  it 
effectually  by  his  sorrows;  and  there  was  now  a  real  bond 
between  him  and  his  flock. 

*' My  heart  aches  for  them  poor  motherless  children,^' 
said  Mrs.  Hackit  to  her  husband,  ^'  a-going  among  strang- 
ers, and  into  a  nasty  town,  where  there^s  no  good  victuals 
to  be  had,  and  you  must  pay  dear  to  get  bad  uns." 
.  Mrs.  Hackit  had  a  vague  notion  of  a  town  life  as  a 
combination  of  dirty  back  yards,  measly  pork,  and  dingy 
linen. 

The  same  sort  of  sympathy  was  strong  among  the  poorer 
class  of  parishioners.  Old  stiff-jointed  Mr.  Tozer,  who  was 
still  able  to  earn  a  little  by  gardening  ^'  jobs,"  stopped  Mrs. 
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Cramp,  the  charwoman,  on  her  way  home  from  the  vicar- 
age, where  she  had  been  helping  Nanny  to  pack  up  the  day 
before  the  departure,  and  inquired  very  particularly  into 
Mr.  Bartends  prospects. 

'*  Ah,  poor  mon,"  he  was  heard  to  say,  ^Tm  sorry  for 
un.  He  hedn't  much  here,  but  he^ll  be  wuss  off  theer. 
Half  a  loaf's  better  nor  ne'er  un." 

The  sad  good-byes  had  ail  been  said  before  that  last 
evening;  and  after  all  the  packing  was  done  and  all  the 
arrangements  were  made,  Amos  felt  the  oppression  of  that 
blank  interval  in  which  one  has  nothing  left  to  think  of 
but  the  dreary  future — the  separation  from  the  loved  and 
familiar,  and  the  chilling  entrance  on  the  new  and  strange. 
In  f  very  parting  there  is  an  image  of  death. 

Soon  after  ten  o'clock,  when  he  had  sent  Nanny  to  bed, 
that  she  might  have  a  good  night's  rest  before  the  fatigues 
of  the  morrow,  he  stole  softer  out  to  pay  a  last  visit  to 
Milly's  grave.  It  was  a  moonless  night,  but  the  sky  was 
thick  with  stars,  and  their  light  was  enough  to  show  that 
the  grass  had  grown  long  on  the  grave,  and  that  there  was 
a  tombstone  telling  in  bright  letters,  on  a  dark  ground, 
that  beneath  were  deposited  the  remains  of  Amelia,  the 
beloved  wife  of  Amos  Barton,  who  died  in  the  thirty-fifth 
year  of  her  age,  leaving  a  husband  and  six  children  to 
lament  her  loss.  The  final  words  of  the  inscription  were, 
^^Thy  will  be  done." 

The  husband  was  now  advancing  toward  the  dear  mound 
from  which  he  was  so  soon  to  be  parted,  perhaps  for  ever. 
He  stood  a  few  minutes  reading  over  and  over  again  the 
words' on  the  tombstone,  as  if  to  assure  himself  that  all  the 
happy  and  unhappy  past  was  a  reality.  For  love  is  fright- 
ened at  the  intervals  of  insensibility  and  callousness  that 
encroach  bylittle  and  little  on  the  dominion  of  grief,  and 
it  makes  efforts  to  recall  the  keenness  of  the  first  anguish. 

Gradually,  as  his  eye  dwelt  on  the  words  **  Amelia,  the 
beloved  wife,"  the  waves  of  feeling  swelled  within  his  soul, 
and  he  threw  himself  on  the  grave,  clasping  it  with  his 
arms,  and  kissing  the  cold  turf. 

'*Milly,  Milly,  dost  thou  hear  me?  I  didn't  love  thee 
enough — I  wasn't  tender  enough  to  thee — but  I  think  of 
it  all  now." 

The  sobs  came  and  choked  his  utterance,  and  the  warm 
tears  fell. 
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CONCLUSION. 

Only  once  again  in  his  life  has  Amos  Barton  visited 
Milly's  grave.  It  was  in  the  calm  and  softened  light  of  an 
autumnal  afternoon,  and  he  was  nbt  alone.  He  held  on 
his  arm  a  young  woman,  with  a  sweet,  grave  face,  which 
strongly  recalled  the  expression  of  Mrs.  Barton's,  but  was 
less  lovely  in  form  and  color.  She  was  about  thirty,  but 
there  were  some  premature  lines  round  her  mouth  and, 
eyes,  which  told  of  early  anxiety. 

Amos  himself  was  much  changed.  His  thin  circlet  of 
hair  was  nearly  white,  and  his  walk  was  no  longer  firm  and 
upright.  But  his  glance  was  calm,  and  even  cheerful,  and 
his  neat  linen  told  of  a  woman's  care.  Milly  did  not  take 
all  her  love  from  the  earth  when  she  died.  She  had  left 
some  of  it  in  Patty's  heart. 

All  the  other  children  were  now  grown  up,  and  had 
gone  their  several  ways.  Dickey,  you  will  be  glad  to  hear, 
had  shown  remarkable  talents  as  an  engineer.  His  cheeks 
are  still  ruddy,  in  spite  of  mixed  mathematics,  and  his 
eyes  are  still  large  and  blue;  but  in  other  respects  his 
person  would  present  no  marks  of  identification  for  his 
friend  Mrs.  Hackit,  if  she  were  to  see  him;  especially  now 
that  her  eyes  must  be  grown  very  dim,  with  the  wear  of 
more  than  twenty  additional  years.  He  is  nearly  six  feet 
high,  and  has  a  proportionately  broad  chest;  he  wears 
spectacles,  and  rubs  his  large  white  hands  through  a  mass 
of  shaggy  brown  hair.  But  I  am  sure  you  have  no  doubt 
that  Mr.  Eichard  Barton  is  a  thoroughly  good  fellow,  as 
well  as  a  man  of  talent,  and  you  will  be  glad  any  day  to 
shake  hands  with  him,  for  his  own  sake  as  well  as  his 
mother's. 

Patty  alone  remains  by  her  father's  side  and  makes  the 
evening  sunshine  of  his  life. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

When  old  Mr.  Gilfil  died,  thirty  years  ago,  there  was 
General  sorrow  in  Shepperton;  and  it  black  cloth  had  not 
Deen  hung  round  the  pulpit  and  reading-desk,  by  order  of 
his  nephew  and  principal  legatee,  the  parishioners  would 
certainly  have  subscribed  the  necessary  sum  out  of  their 
own  pockets,  rather  than  allow  such  a  tribute  of  respect 
to  be  wanting.  All  the  farmers^  wives  brought  out  their 
black  bombasines;  and  Mrs.  Jennings,  at  the  Wharf,  by 
appearing  the  first  Sunday  after  Mr.  GilfiFs  death  in 
her  salmon-colored  ribbons  and  green  shawl,  excited  the 
severest  remark.  To  be  sure,  Mrs,  Jennings  was  a 
new-comer,  and  town-bred,  so  that  she  could  hardly  be 
expected  to  have  very  clear  notions  of  what  was  proper; 
but  as  Mrs.  Higgins  observed  in  an  undertone  to  Mrs. 
Parrot  when  they  were  coming  out  of  church,  ''Her 
husband,  who'd  been  born  i^  the  parish,  might  ha'  told 
her  better. '^  An  unreadiness  to  put  on  black  on  all  avail- 
able occasions,  or  too  great  an  alacrity  in  putting  it  off, 
argued,  in  Mrs.  Higgins's  oppinion,  a  da-ngerous  levity  of 
character,  and  an  unnatural  insensibility  to  the  essential 
fitness  of  things. 

**Some  folks  can't  a-bear  to  put  off  their  colors,''  she 
remarked;  "but  that  was  never  the  way  i'  mv  family. 
Why,  Mrs.  Parrot,  from  the  time  I  was  married,  till  Mr. 
Higgins  died,  nine  years  ago  come  Candlemas,  I  niver  was 
out  o'  black  two  year  together!" 

"Ah,"  said  Mrs.  Parrot,  who  was  conscious  of  inferiority 
in  this  respect,  "there  isn't  many  families  as  have  had  so 
many  deaths  as  yours,  Mrs.  Higgins." 

Mrs.  Higgins,  who  was  an  elderly  widow,  *^well  left,'^ 
reflected  with  complacency  that  Mrs.  Parrot's  observation 
was  no  more  than  lust,  and  that  Mrs,  Jennings  very  likely 
belonged  to  a  family  which  had  had  no  funerals  to  speak  of. 

Even  dirty  Dame  Fripp,  who  was  a  very  rare  church- 
goer, had  been  to  Mrs.  Hackit  to  beg  a  bit  of  old  crape, 
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and  with  this  sign  of  grief  pinned  on  her  little  coal-scuttle 
bonnet,  was  seen  dropping  ner  curtsy  opposite  the  reading- 
desk.  This  manifestation  of  respect  toward  Mr.  GilfiFs 
memory  on  the  part  of  Dame  Fripp  had  no  theological 
bearing  whatever.  It  was  due  to  an  event  which  had 
occurred  some  years  back,  and  which,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
had  left  that  grimy  old  lady  as  indifferent  to  the  means 
of  grace  as  ever.  Dame  Fripp  kept  leeches,  and  was 
understood  to  have  such  remarkable  influence  over  those 
willful  animals  in  inducing  them  to  bite  under  the  most 
unpromising  circumstances,  that  though  her  own  leeches 
were  usually  rejected,  from  a  suspicion  that  they  had  lost 
their  appetite,  she  herself  was  constantly  called  in  to  apply 
the  more  lively  individuals  furnished  from  Mr.  Pilgrim's 
surgery,  when,  as  was  very  often  the  case,  one  of  that 
clever  man's  paying  patients  was  attacked  with  inflamma- 
tion. Thus  Dame  Fripp,  in  addition  to  ^^ property" 
supposed  to  yield  her  no  less  than  half-a-crown  a  week, 
was  in  the  receipt  of  professional  fees,  the  gross  amount 
of  which  was  vaguely  estimated  by  her  neighbors  as 
^^pouns  an'  pouns."  Moreover,  she  drove  a  brisk  trade  in 
lollipop  with  epicurean  urchins,  who  recklessly  purchased 
that  luxury  at  the  rate  of  two  hundred  per  cent.  Never- 
theless, with  all  these  notorious  sources  of  income,  the 
shameless  old  woman  constantly  pleaded  poverty,  and 
begged  for  scraps  at  Mrs.  Hackit's,  who,  though  she 
always  said  Mrs.  Fripp  was  "  as  false  as  two  folks,"  and 
no  better  than  a  miser  and  a  heathen,  had  yet  a  leaning 
towards  her  as  an  old  neighbor. 

^^  There's  that  case-hardened  old  Judy  a-coming  after 
the  tea  leaves  again,"  Mrs.  Hackit  would  say;  "an  I'm 
fool  enough  to  give  'em  her,  though  Sally  wants  'em  all 
the  while  to  sweep  the  floors  with!"   , 

Such  was  Dame  Fripp,  whom  Mr.  Gilfil,  riding  leisurely 
in  top-boots  and  spurs  from  doin^  duty  at  Knebley  one 
Avarm  Sunday  afternoon,  observed  sitting  in  the  dry  ditch 
near  her  cottage,  and  by  her  side  a  large  pig,  who,  with 
that  ease  and  confidendfe  belonging  to  perfect  friendship, 
was  lying  with  his  head  in  her  lap,  and  making  no  effort 
to  play  the  agreeable  beyond  an.  occasional  grunt. 

''Why,  Mrs.  Fripp,"  said  the  vicar,  "I  didn't  know 
you  had  such  a  fine  pig.  You'll  have  some  rare  flitches  at 
Christmas!" 

"Eh,  God  forbid!  My  son  gev  him  me  two  'ear  ago, 
an'  he's  been  company  to  me  iver  sin'.     I  couldn't  find  i' 
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my  heart  to  part  wi^m,  if  I  niver  knowed  the  taste  o' 
bacon-fat  again." 

^ "  Why,  he^l  eat  his  head  off,  and  yours  too.  How  can 
you  go  on  keeping  a  nig,  and  making  nothing  by  him?" 

"  Oh,  he  picks  a  bit  hisself  wi^  rooting  and"  I  dooant 
mind  doing  wi'out  to  gi'  him  summat.  A  bit  o'  company's 
meat  an'  drink  too,  an'  he  follers  me  about,  and  grunts 
when  I  spake  to'm,  just  like  a  Christian." 

Mr.  Gilfil  laughed,  and  I  am  obliged  to  admit  that  he 
said  good-bye  to  Dame  Fripp  without  asking  her  why  she 
had  not  been  to  church,  or  making  the  slightest  effort  for 
her  spiritual  edification.  But  the  next  day  he  ordered  his 
man  David  to  take  her  a  great  piece  of  bacon,  with  a 
message,  saying  the  parson  wanted  to  make  sure  that  Mrs. 
Fripp  would  know  the  taste  of  bacon-fat  again.  So, 
when  Mr,  Gilfil  died.  Dame  Fripp  manifested  her  grati- 
tude and  reverence  in  the  simple  dingy  fashion  I  have 
mentioned. 

You  already  suspect  that  the  vicar  did  not  shine  in  the 
more  spiritual  functions  of  his  office;  and  indeed,  the 
utmost  I  can  say  for  him  in  this  respect  is,  that  he  per- 
formed those  functions  with  undeviating  attention  to 
brevity  and  dispatch.  He  had  a  large  heap  of  short  ser- 
mons, rather  yellow  and  worn  at  the  edges,  from  which  he 
took  two  every  Sunday,  securing  perfect  impartiality  in 
the*  selection  by  taking  them  as  they  came,  without  refer- 
ence to  topics;  and  having  preached  one  of  these  sermons 
at  Shei^erton  in  the  morning,  he  mounted  his  horse  and 
rode  hastily  with  the  other  in  his  pocket  to  Knebley,  where 
he  officiated  in  a  wonderful  little  church,  with  a  checkered 
pavement  which  had  once  rung  to  the  iron  tread  of  mili- 
tary monks,  with  coats  of  arms  in  clusters  on  the  lofty 
roof,  marble  warriors  and  their  wives  without  noses  occu- 
pying a  large  proportion  of  the  area,  and  the  twelve  apos- 
tles, with  their  heads  very  much  on  one  side,  holding 
didactic  ribbons,  painted  in  fresco  on  the  walls.  Here,  in 
an  absence  of  mind  to  which  he  ^was  prone,  Mr.  Gilfil 
would  sometimes  forget  to  take  off  liis  spurs  before  putting 
on  his  surplice,  and  only  become  aware  of  the  omission  by 
feeling  something  mysteriously  tugging  at  the  skirts  of 
that  garment  as  ne  stepped  into  the  reading-desk.  But 
the  Knebley  farmers  would  as  soon  have  thought  of  criti- 
cising the  moon  as  their  pastor.  He  belonged  to  the  course 
of  nature,  like  markets  and  toll-gates  and  dirty  bank-notes; 
and  being  a  vicar,  his  claim  on  their  veneration  had  never 
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been  counteracted  by  an  exasnerating  claim  on  their 
pockets.  Some  of  them,  who  did  not  indulge  in  the  super- 
fluity of  a  covered  cart  without  springs,  had  dined  half  an 
hour  earlier  than  usual — that  is  to  say,  at  twelve  o^clock — 
in  order  to  have  time  for  their  long  walk  through  miry 
lanes,  and  present  themselves  duly  in  their  places  at  two 
o'clock,  when  Mr.  Oldinport  and  Lady  Felicia,  to  whom 
Kuebley  Church  was  a  sort  of  family  temple,  made  their 
way  among  the  bows  and  curtsies  of  their  dependants  to  a 
carved  and  canopied  pew  in  the  chancel,  diffusing  as  they 
went  a  delicate  odor  of  Indian  roses  on  the  unsusceptible 
nostrils  of  the  congregation. 

The  farmers'  wives  and  children  sat  on  the  dark  oaken 
benches,  but  the  husbands  usually  chose  the  distinctive  dig- 
nity of  a  stall  under  one  of  the  twelve  apostles,  where,  when 
the  alternation  of  prayers  and  responses  had  given  place  to 
the  agreeable  monotony  of  the  sermon.  Paterfamilias  might 
be  seen  or  heard*  sinking  into  a  pleasant  doze,  from  which 
he  infallibly  woke  up  at  the  sound  of  the  concluding  dox- 
ology.  And  then  they  made  their  way  back  again  through 
the  miry  lanes,  perhaps  almost  as  much  the  better  for  this 
simple  weekly  tribute  to  what  they  knew  of  good  and 
right,  as  many  a  more  wakeful  and  critical  congregation  of 
the  present  day. 

Mr.  Gilfil,  too,  used  to  make. his  way  home  in  the  later 
years  of  his  life,  for  he  had  given  up  the  habit  of  dining 
at  Knebley  Abbey  on  a  Sunday,  having,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
had  a  very  bitter  quarrel  with  Mr.  Oldinport,  the  cousin, 
and  predecessor  of  the  Mr.  Oldinport  who  flourished  in  the 
Eev.  Amos  Barton's  time.  That  quarrel  was  a  sad  pity, 
for  the  two  had  had  many  a  good  day's  hunting  together 
when  they  were  younger,  and  in  those  friendly  times  not 
a  few  members  of  the  hunt  envied  Mr.  Oldinport  the 
excellent  terms  he  was  on  with  his  vicar;  for,  as  Sir  Jas- 
per Sitwell  observed,  ^^next  to  a  man^s  wife,  there's  nobody 
can  be  such  an  infernal  plague  to  you  as  a  parson,  always 
under  your  nose  on  your  own  estate." 

I  fancy  the  original  difference  which  led  to  the  rupture 
was  very  slight;  but  Mr.  Gilfil  was  of  an  extremely  caustic 
turn,  his  satire  having  a  flavor  of  originality  which  was 
quite  wanting  in  his  sermons;  and  as  Mr.  Oldinport's  armor 
of  conscious  virtue  presented  some  considerable  and  con- 
spicuous gaps,  the  vicar's  keen-edged  retorts  probably 
made  a  few  incisions  too  deep  to  be  forgiven.  Such,  at 
least,  was  the  view  of  the  case  presented  by  Mr.  Ilackit, 
29 
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who '  knew  as  much  of  the  matter  as  any  third  person. 
For,  the  very  week  after  the  quarrel,  when  pi*esiaing  at 
the  annual  dinner  of  the  Association  for  the  Prosecution 
of  Felons,  held  at  the  Oldinport  Arms,  he  contributed  an 
additional  zest  to  the  conviviality  on  that  occasion  by 
informing  the  company  that  ^^the  parson  had  given  the 
Squire  a  lick  with  the  rough  side  of  his  tongue/^  The 
detection  of  the  person  or  persons  who  had  driven  off  Mr. 
Parrot's  heifer,  could  hardly  have  been  more  welcome 
news  to  the  Shepperton  tenantry,  with  whom  Mr.  Oldin- 
port was  in  the  worst  odor  as  a  landlord,  having  kept  up 
his  rents  in  spite  of  falling  prices,  and  not  being  in  the 
least  stung  to  emulation  by  paragraphs  in  the  provincial 
newspapers,  stating  that  the  Hon.  Augustus  Purwell,  or 
Viscount  Blethers,  had  made  a  return  of  ten  per  cent  on 
their  last  rent-day.  The  fact  was,  Mr.  Oldinport  had  not 
the  slightest  intention  of  standing  for  Parliament,  whereas 
he  had  the  strongest  intention  of  adding  to  his  unentailed 
estate.  Hence,  to  the  Shepperton  farmers  it  was  as  good 
as  lempn  with  their  grog  to  know  that  the  vicar  had 
thrown  out  sarcasms  against  the  Squire's  charities,  as  little 
better  than  those  of  the  man  who  stole  a  goose,  and  gave 
away  the  giblets  in  alms.  For  Shepperton,  you  observe, 
was  in  a  state  of  Attic  culture  compared  with  Knebley;  it 
had  turnpike  roads  and  a  public  opinion,  whereas,  in  the 
Boeotian  Knebley,  men's  minds  and  wagons  alike  moved 
in  the  deepest  of  ruts,  and  the  landlord  was  only  grumbled 
at  as  a  necessary  and  unalterable  evil,  like  the  weather,  the 
weevils,  and  the  turnip-fly. 

Thus  in  Shepperton  this  breach  with  Mr.  Oldinport 
tended  only  to  heighten  that  good  understanding  which 
the  vicar  had  always  enjoyed  with  the  rest  of  his  parish- 
ioners, from  the  generation  whose  children  he  had  chris- 
tened a  quarter  of  a  century  before,  down  to  that  hopeful 
generation  represented  by  little  Tommy  Bond,  who  had 
recently  quitted  frocks  and  trousers  for  the  severe  sim- 
plicity of  a  tight  suit  of  corduroys,  relieved  by  numerous 
brass  buttons.  .  Tommy  was  a  saucy  boy,  impervious  to  all 
impressions  of  reverence,  and  excessively  addicted  to  hum- 
ming-tops and  marbles,  with  which  recreative  resources  he 
was  in  the  habit  of  immoderately  distending  the  pockets  of 
his  corduroys.  One  day,  spinning  his  top  on  the  garden- 
walk,  and  seeing  the  vicar  advance  directly  toward  it,  at 
that  exciting  moment  when  it  was  beginning  to  ^''  sleep  '* 
magnificently,  he  sliouted  out  with  all  the  force  of  his 
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lungs — ^'Stop!  don^t  knock  my  top  down,  now!"  From 
that  day  "  little  Corduroys  "  had  been  an  especial  favorite 
with  Mr.  Gilfil,  who  delighted  to  provoke  his  ready  scorn 
and  wonder  by  putting  questions  which  gftve  Tommy  the 
meanest  opinion  of  his  intellect. 

"Well,  little  Corduroys,  have  they  milked  the  geese 
to-day?" 

"Milked  the  geese!  why,  they  don't  milk  the  geese, 
you  sillv!" 

"No!  dear  heart!  why,  how  do  the  goslings  live, 
then?'' 

The  nutriment  of  goslings  rather  transcending  Tommy's 
observations  in  natural  history,  he  feigned  to  understand 
this  question  in  an  exclamatory  rather  than  an  interroga- 
tory sense,  and  became  absorbed  in  winding  up  his  top. 

"Ah,  I  see  you  don't  know  how  the  goslings  live!  But 
did  you  notice  how  it  rained  sugar-plums  yesterday?" 
(Here  Tommy  became  attentive.)  "Why,  they  fell  into 
my  pocket  as  I  rode  along.  You  look  in  my  pocket  and 
see  if  they  didn't." 

Tommy,  without  waiting  to  discuss  the  alleged  ante- 
cedent, lost  no  time  in  ascertaining  the  presence  of  the 
agreeable  consequent,  for  he  had  a  well-founded  belief  in 
the  advantages  of  diving  into  the  vicar's  pocket.  Mr. 
Gilfil  called  it  his  wonderful  pocket,  because,  as  he  de- 
lighted to  tell  the  "young  shavers"  and  "two-shoes" — so 
he  called  all  little  boys  and  girls — whenever  he  put  pennies 
into  it  they  turned  into  sugar-plums  or  gingerbread,  or 
some  other  nice  thing.  Indeed,  little  Bessie  Parrot,  a 
flaxen-headed  "  two-shoes,"  very  white  and  fat  as  to  her 
neck,  always  had  the  admirable  directness  and  sincerity  to 
salute  him  with  the  question — "What  zoo  dot  in  zoo 
pottetf" 

You  can  imagine,  then,  that  the  christening  dinners 
were  none  the  less  merry  for  the  presence  of  the  parson. 
The  farmers  relished  his  society  particularly,  for  he  could 
not  only  smoke  his  pipe,  and  season  the  details  of  parish 
affairs  with  abundance  of  caustic  jokes  and  proverbs, 
but,  as  *Mr.  Bond  often  said,  no  man  knew  more  than  the 
vicar  about  the  breed  of  cows  and  horses.  He  had 
grazing -land  of  his  own  about  five  miles  off,  which  a 
bailiff,  ostensibly  a  tenant,  farmed  under  his  direction; 
and  to  ride  backward  and  forward,  and  look  after  the 
baying  and  selling  of  stock,  was  the  old  gentleman's 
chief  relaxation,  now  his  hunting  days  were  over.     To 
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hear  him  discussing  the  respective  merits  of  the  Devon- 
shire breeds  and  the  short-horns,  or  the  last  foolish  decision 
of  the  magistrates  about  a  pauper,  a  superficial  observer 
might  have  seen  little  difference,  beyond  his  superior 
shrewdness,  between  the  vicar  and  his  bucolic  parish- 
ioners; for  it  was  his  habit  to  approximate  his  accent  and 
mode  of  speech  to  theirs,  doubtless  because  he  thought  it 
a  mere  fi*ustration  of  the  purposes  of  language  to  talk  of 
^^shear-hogs''  and  *' ewes''  to  men  who  habitually  said 
^'  sharrags  "  and  '  ^  yowes. "  !Nevertheles  the  farmers  them- 
selves were  perfectly  aware  of  the  distinction  b.etween 
them  and  the  parson,  and  had  not  at  all  the  less  belief  in 
him  as  a  gentleman  and  a  clergyman  for  his  easy  speech 
and  familiar  manners.  Mrs.  rarrot  smoothed  her  apron 
and  set  her  cap  right  with  the  utmost  solicitude  when  she 
saw  the  vicar  coming,  made  him  her  deepest  curtsy,  and 
every  Christmas  had  a  fat  turkey  ready  to  send  him  with 
her  *^  duty."  And  in  the  most  gossipping  colloquies  with 
Mr.  Gilfil,  you  might  have  observed  that  both  men  and 
women  ^'  minded  their  words,"  and  never  became  indiffer- 
ent to  his  approbation. 

The  same  respect  attended  him  in. his  strictly  clerical 
functions.  The  benefits  of  baptism  were  supposed  to  be 
somehow  bound  up  with  Mr.  Gilfil's  personality,  so  meta- 
physical a  distinction  as  that  between  a  man  and  his  office 
being,  as  yet,  quite  foreign  to*the  mind  of  a  good  Shepper- 
ton  Churchman,  savoring,  he  would  have  thought,  of  Dis- 
sent on  the  very  face  of  it.  Miss  Selina  Parrot  put  off  her 
marriage  a  whole  month  when  Mr.  Gilfil  had  an  attack  of 
rheumatism,  rather  than  be  married  in  a  makeshift  manner 
by  the  Milby  curate. 

*^  We've  had  a  very  good  sermon  this  morning,"  was  the 
frequent  remark,  after  hearing  one  of  the  old  yellow  series, 
heard  with  all  the  more  satisfaction  because  it  had  been 
heard  for  the  twentieth  time;  for  to  minds  on  the  Shep- 
perton  level  it  is  repetition,  not  novelty,  that  produces 
the  strongest  effect;  and  phrases,  like  tunes,  are  a  long 
time  making  themselves  at  home  in  the  brain. 

Mr.  Gilfil  s  sermons,  as  you  may  imagine,  were  not  of  a 
highly  doctrinal,  still  less  of  a  polemical,  cast.  They  per- 
haps did  not  search  the  conscience  verv  powerfully;  for  you 
remember  that  to  Mrs.  Patten,  who  had  listened  to  them 
thirty  years,  the  announcement  that  she  was  a  sinner 
appeared  an  uncivil  lieresy;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  they 
made  no  unreasonable  demand  on  the  Shepperton  intel- 
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lect — amounting,  indeed,  to  little  more  than  an  expansion 
of  the  concise  thesis,  that  those  who  do  wrong  will  find  it 
the  worse  for  them,  and  those  who  do  well  will  find  it  the 
better  for  them;  the  nature  of  wrong-doing  being  exposed 
in  special  sermons  against  lying,  backbiting,  anger,  sloth- 
fulness,  and  the  like;  and  well-doing  being  interpreted  as 
honesty,  truthfulness,  charfty^  industry,  and  other  common 
virtues,  lying  quite  on  the  surface  of  life,  and  having  very 
little  to  do  with  deep  spiritual  doctrine.  Mrs.  Patten 
understood  that  if  she  turned  out  ill-crushed  cheeses,  a  just 
retribution  awaited  her;  though,  I  fear,  she  made  no  par- 
ticular application  of  the  sermon  on  backbiting.  Mrs. 
Hack  it  expressed  herself  greatly  edified  by  the  sermon  on 
honesty,  the  allusion  to  the  unjust  weight  and  deceitful 
balance  having  a  peculiar  lucidity  for  her,  owing  to  a  recent 
dispute  with  her  grocer;  but  I  am  not  aware  that  she  ever 
appeared  to  be  much  struck  by  the  sermon  on  anger. 

As  to  any  suspicion  that  Mr.  Gilfil  did  not  dispense  the 
pure  Gospel,  or  any  strictures  on  his  doctrine  and  mode  of 
delivery,  such  thoughts  never  visited  the  minds  of  the 
Shepperton  parishioners — of  those  very  parishioners  who, 
ten  or  fifteen  years  later,  showed  themselves  extremely 
critical  of  Mr.  Barton's  discourses  and  demeanor.  But  in 
the  interim  they  had  tasted  that  dangerous  fruit  of  the 
tree  of  knowledge — innovation,  which  is  well  known  to 
open  the  eyes,  even  in  an*  uncomfortable  manner.  At 
present,  to  find  fault  with  the  sermon  was  regarded  as 
almost  equivalent  to  finding  fault  with  religion  itself. 
One  Sunday,  Mr.  Hackit's  nephew.  Master  Tom  Stokes,  a 
fiippant  town  youth,  greatly  scandalized  his  excellent 
relatives  by  declaring  that  he  could  write  as  good  a  sermon 
as  Mr.  Gilfil's;  whereupon  Mr.  Hackit  sought  to  reduce 
the  presumptuous  youth  to  utter  confusion,  by  offering 
him  a  sovereign  if  he  would  fulfill  his  vaunt.  The 
sermon  was  written,  however;  and  though  it  was  not 
admitted  to  be  anywhere  within  reach  of  Mr.  Gilfil's,  it 
was  yet  so  astonishingly  like  a  sermon,  having  a  text, 
three  divisions,  and  a  concluding  exhortation  beginning 
"And  now,  my  brethren,"  that  the  sovereign,  though 
denied  formally,  was  bestowed  informally,  and  the  sermon 
was  pronounced,  when  Master  Stokes's  back  was  turned, 
to  be  '^an  uncommon  cliver  thing." 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Pickard,  indeed,  of  the  Independent 
Meeting,  had  stated,  in  a  sermon  preached  at  Rotherby, 
for  the  reduction  of  a  debt  on  New  Zion,  built,  with  an 
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exuberance  of  faith  and  a  deficiency  of  funds,  by  seceders 
from  the  original  Zion,  that  he  lived  in  a  parish  where  the 
vicar  was  very  *^dark'';  and  in  the  prayers  he  addressed 
to  his  own  congregation/  he  was  in  the  habit  of  compre- 
hensively alluding  to  the  parishioners  outside  the  chapel 
walls,  as  those  who,  Gallio-like,  *^  cared  for  none  of  these 
things/'  But  I  need  hardly  say  that  no  church-goer  ever 
came  within  earshot  of  Mr.  Pickard. 

It  was  not  to  the  Shepperton  farmers  only  that  Mr. 
Gilfil's  society  was  acceptable;  he  was  a  welcome  guest  at 
some  of  the  best  houses  in  that  part  of  the  country.  Old 
Sir  Jasper  Sitwell  would  have  been  glad  to  see  him  every 
week;  and  if  you  had  seen  him  conducting  Lady  Sitwell 
in  to  dinner,  or  had  heard  him  talking  to  her  with  quaint 
yet  graceful  gallantry,  you  would  have  inferred  that  the 
earlier  period  of  his  life  had  been  passed  in  more  stately 
society  than  could  be  found  in  Shepperton,  and  that  his 
slipshod  chat  and  homely  manners  were  but  like  weather- 
stains  on  a  fine  old  block  of  njarble,  allowing  you  still  to 
see  here  and  there  the  fineness  of  the  grain,  and  the  deli- 
cacy of  the  original  tint.  But  in  his  later  years  these  visits 
became  a  little  too  troublesome  to  the  old  gentleman,  and 
he  was  rarely  to  be  found  anywhere  of  an  evening  beyond 
the  bounds  of  his  own  parish — most  frequently,  indeed, 
by  the  side  of  his  own  sitting-room  fire,  smoking  his  pipe, 
and  maintaining  the  pleasing  antithesis  of  dryness  and 
moisture  by  an  occasional  sip  of  gin-and- water. 

Here  I  am  aware  that  I  have  run  the  risk  of  alienating 
all  my  refined  lady-readers,  and  utterly  annihilating  any 
curiosity  that  they  may  have  felt  to  know  the  details  of 
Mr.  GilfiPs  love-story.  *^  Gin-and- water!  foh!  you  may  as 
well  ask  us  to  interest  ourselves  in  the  romance  of  a  tallow- 
chandler,  who  mingles  the  image  of  his  beloved  with  short 
dips  and  moulds. '' 

But  in  the  first  place,  dear  ladies,  allow  me  to  plead  that 
gin-and-water,  like  obesity,  or  baldness,  or  the  gout,  does 
not  exclude  a  vast  amount  of  antecedent  romance,  any 
more  than  the  neatly -executed  ^'fronts"  which  you  may 
some  day  wear,  will  exclude  your  present  possession  of  less 
expensive  braids.  Alas,  alas!  we  poor  mortals  are  often 
little  better  than  wood-ashes — there  is  small  sign  of  the 
sap,  and  the  leafy  freshness,  and  the  bursting  buds  that 
were  once  there;  but  wherever  we  see  wood-ashes,  we  know 
that  all  that  early  fulness  of  life  must  liave  been.  I,  at 
least,  hardly  ever  look  at  a  bent  old  man,  or  a  wizened  ol4 


MB.  gilfil's  love-story.  343 

woman^  but  I  see  also,  with  my  mind^s  eye,  that  Past  of 
which  they  are  the  shrunken  remnant,  ana  the  unfinished 
romance  of  rosy  cheeks  and  bright  eyes  seems  sometimes 
of  feeble  interest  and  significance,  compared  with  that 
drama  of  hope  and  love  which  has  long  ago  reached  its 
catastrophe,  and  left  the  poor  soul,  like  a  dim  and  dusty 
stage,  with  all  its  sweet  garden-scenes  and  fair  perspectives 
overturned  and  thrust  out  of  sight. 

In  the  second  place,  let  me  assure  you  that  Mr.  GilfiFs 
potations  of  gin-and-water  were  quite  moderate.  His  nose 
was  not  rubicund:  on  the  contrary,  his  white  hair  hung 
around  a  pale  and  venerable  face.  He  drank  it  chiefly,  1 
believe,  because  it  was  cheap;  and  here  I  find  myself 
alighting  on  another  of  the  vicars  weaknesses,  which,  if  I 
had  cared  to  paint  a  flattering  portrait  rather  than  a  faith- 
ful one,  I  might  have  chosen  to  suppress.  It  is  undeniable 
that,  as  the  years  advanced,  Mr.  Gilfil  became,  as  Mr. 
Hackit  observed,  more  and  more  **  close-fisted,^^  though 
the  growing  propensity  showed  itself  rather  in  the  parsi- 
mony of  his  personal  habits,  than  in  withholding  help  from 
rtie  needy.  He  was  saving — so  he  represented  the  matter 
10  himself — for  a  nephew,  the  only  son  of  a  sister  who  had 
been  the  dearest  object,  all  but  one,  in  his  life.  '^The 
lad,'^  he  thought,  "will  have  a  nice  little  fortune  to  begin 
life  with,  and  will  bring  his  pretty  young  wife  some  day 
to  see  the  spot  where  his  old  uncle  lies.  It  will,  perhaps, 
be  all  the  better  for  his  hearth  that  mine  was  lonely." 

Mr.  Gilfil  was  a  bachelor,  then  ? 

That  is  the  conclusion  to  which  you  would  probably  have 
come  if  you  had  entered  his  sitting-room,  where  the  bare 
tables,  the  large  olfl-fashioned  horse-hair  chairs,  and  the 
threadbare  Turkey  carpet  perpetually  fumigated  with 
tobacco,  seemed  to  tell  a  story  of  wifeless  existence  that 
was  contradicted  by  no  portrait,  no  piece  of  embroidery, 
no  faded  bit  of  pretty  triviality,  hinting  of  taper-fingers 
and  small  feminine  ambitions.  And  it  was  here  that  Mr. 
Gilfil  passed  his  evenings,  seldom  with  other  society  than 
that  of  Ponto,  his  old  brown  setter,  who,  stretched  out  at 
full  length  on  the  rug  with  his  nose  between  his  fore-paws, 
would  wrinkle  his  brows  and  lift  up  his  eyelids  every  now 
and  then,  to  exchange  a  glance  of  mutual  understanding 
with  his  master.  But  there  was  a  chamber  in  Shepperton 
Vicarage  which  told  a  different  story  from  that  bare  and 
cheerless  dining-room — a  chamber  never  entered  by  any 
W^  besides  Mr.  Gilfil  and  old  Martha  the  house-keeper. 
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who,  with  David  her  husband  as  groom  and  gardencfr, 
formed  the  vicar's  entire  establishment.  The  blinds  of 
this  chamber  were  always  down,  except  once  a  quarter, 
when  Martha  entered  that  she  might  air  and  clean  it. 
She  always  asked  Mr.  Gilfil  for  the  key,  which  he  kept 
locked  up  in  his  bureau,  and  returned  it  to  him  when  she 
had  finished  her  task. 

It  was  a  touching  sight  that  the  daylight  streamed  in 
upon,  as  Martha  drew  aside  the  blinds  and  thick  curtains, 
and  opened  the  Gothic  casement  of  the  oriel  window!  On 
the  little  dressing-table  there  was  a  dainty  looking-glass  in 
a  carved  and  gilt  frame;  bits  of  wax-candle  were  still  in 
the  branched  sockets  at  the  sides,  and  on  one  of  these 
branches  hung  a  little  black  lace  kerchief;  a  faded  satin 
pin-cushion,  with  the  pins  rusted  in  it,  a  scent-bottle,  and 
a  large  green  fan,  lay  on  the  table;  and  on  a  dressing-box 
by  the  side  of  the  glass  was  a  work-basket,  and  an  unfin- 
ished baby-cap,  yellow  with  age,  lying  in  it.  Two  gowns, 
of  a  fashion  long  forgotten,  were  hanging  on  nails  against 
the  door,  and  a  pair  of  tiny  red  slippers,  with  a  bit  of 
tarnished  silver  embroidery  on  them,  were  standing  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed.  Two  or  three  water-color  drawings, 
views  of  Naples,  hung  upon  the  walls;  and  over  the 
mantel-piece,  above  some  bits  of  rare  old  china,  two 
miniatures  in  oval  frames.  One  of  these  miniatures 
represented  a  young  man  about  seven-and-twenty,  with  a 
sanguine  complexion,  full  lips,  and  clear  candid  gray  eyes. 
The  other  was  the  likeness  of  a  girl  probably  not  more 
than  eighteen,  with  small  features,  thin  cheeks,  a  palti, 
southern-looking  complexion,  and  large  dark  eyes.  The 
gentleman  wore  powder;  the  lady  had  ner  dark  hair  gath- 
ered away  from  her  face,  and  a  little  cap,  with  a  cherry- 
colored  bow,  set  on  the  top  of  her  head — a  coquettish 
head-dress,  but  the  eyes  spoke  of  sadness  rather  than  of 
coquetry. 

Such  were  the  things  that  Martha  had  dusted  and  let 
the  air  upon,  four  times  a  year,  ever  since  she  was  a 
blooming  lass  of  twenty;  and  she  was  now,  in  this  last 
decade  of  Mr.  Gilfil's  life,  unquestionably  on  the  wrong 
side  of  fifty.  Such  was  the  locked-up  chamber  in  Mr. 
Gilfil's  house:  a  sort  of  visible  symbol  of  the  secret  cham- 
ber in  his  heart,  where  he  had  long  turned  the  key  on  early 
hopes  and  early  sorrows,  shutting  up  forever  all  the  passion 
and  the  poetry  of  his  life. 

There  were  not  many  people  in  the  parish,  besides  Mar- 
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tha,  who  had  any  very  distinct  remembrance  of  Mr.  GilfiFs 
wife,  or,  indeed,  who  knew  anything  of  her,  beyond  tlie 
fact  that  there  was  a  marble  tablet,  with  a  Latin  inscription 
in  memory  of  her,  over  the  vicarage  pew.  The  parishion- 
ers who  were  old  enough  to  remember  her  arrival  were  not 
generally  gifted  with  descriptive  powers,  and  the  utmost 
you  could  gather  from  them  was,  that  Mrs.  Gilfil  looked 
like  a  '^furriner,  wi'  such  eyes,  you  can't  think,  an'  a 
voice  as  went  through  you  when  she  sung  in  church.'-' 
The  one  exception  was  Mrs.  Patten,  whose  strong  memory 
and  taste  for  personal  narrative  made  her  a  great  source  of 
oral  tradition  in  Shepperton.  Mr.  Hackit,  who  had  not 
come  into  the  parish  until  ten  years  after  Mrs.  Gilfil's  death, 
would  often  put  old  questions  to  Mrs.  Patten  for  the  sake 
of  getting  the  old  answers,  which  pleased  him  in  the  same 
way  as  passages  from  a  favorite  book,  or  the  scenes  of  a 
familiar  play,  please  more  accomplished  people. 

**  Ah,  you  remember  well  the  Sunday  as  Mrs.  Gilfil  first 
come  to  church,  eh,  Mrs.  Patten?" 

"  To  be  sure  I  do.  It  was  a  fine  bright  Sunday  as  ever 
was  seen,  just  at  the  beginnin'  o'  hay  harvest.  Mr.  Tar- 
bett  preached  that  day,  and  Mr.  Gilfil  sat  i'  the  pew  with 
his  wife.  I  think  I  see  him  now,  a  leading  her  up  the 
aisle,  an'  her  head  not  reachin'  much  above  his  elber:  a 
little  pale  woman,  with  eyes  as  black  as  sloes,  an'  yet 
lookin'  blank-like,  as  if  she  see'd  nothing  with  'em." 

"I  warrant  she  had  her  weddin'  clothes  on?"  said  Mr. 
Hackit. 

^^  Nothin*  partickler  smart — on'y  a  white  hat  tied  down 
under  her  chin,  an*  a  white  Indy  muslin  gown.  But  you 
don't  know  what  Mr.  Gilfil  was  in  those  times.  He  was 
fine  an'  altered  before  you  conae  into  the  parish.  He'd  a 
fresh  color  then,  an'  a  bright  look  wi'  his  eyes,  as  did  your 
heart  good  to  see.  He  looked  rare  and  happy  that  Sun- 
day; but  somehow,  Pd  a  feelin  as  it  wouldn't  last  long. 
I've  no  opinion  o'  furriners,  Mr.  Hackit,  for  I've  travelled 
i'  their  country  with  my  lady  in  my  time,  an'  seen  enough 
o'  their  victuals  an'  their  nastv  ways," 

"Mrs.  Gilfil  come  from  It'ly,  didn't  she?" 

"I  reckon  she  did,  but  I  niver  could  rightly  hear  about 
that.  Mr.  Gilfil  was  niver  to  be  spoke  to  about  her,  and 
nobody  else  hereabout  knowed  anythin'.  Howiver,  she 
must  ha'  come  over  pretty  young,  for  she  spoke  English 
as  well  as  you  an'  me.  It's  them  Italians  as  has  such  fine 
voices,  an*  Mrs,  Gilfil  sung,  you  never  beared  the  like.   He 
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brought  her  here  to  have  tea  with  me  one  afternoon,  and 
sajs  he,  in  his  jovial  way,  ^  Now,  Mrs,  Patten,  I  want  Mrs. 
Gilfil  to  see  the  neatest  house,  and  drink  the  best  cup  o* 
tea,  in  all  Shepperton;  you  must  show  her  your  dairy  and 
your  cheese-room,  and  then  she  shall  sing  you  a  song.^  An' 
so  she  did;  anther  voice  seemed  sometimes  to  fill  the  room; 
an'  then  it  went  low  an'  soft  as  if  it  was  whisperin'  close  to 
your  heart  like.'' 

"  You  never  beared  her  again,  I  reckon?" 

"No:  she  was  sickly  then,  and  she  died  in  a  few  months 
after.  She  wasn't  in  the  parish  much  more  nor  half  a  year 
altogether.  She  didn't  seem  lively  that  afternoon,  an'  I 
could  see  she  didn't  care  about  the  dairy,  nor  the  cheeses, 
on'y  she  pretended,  to  please  him.  As  for  him,  I  niver 
see^d  a  man  so  wrapt  up  in  a  woman.  He  looked  at  her  as 
if  he  was  worshippin'  her,  an'  as  if  he  wanted  to  lift  her 
off 'the  ground  ivery  minute,  to  save  her  the  trouble  o' 
walkin'.  Poor  man,  poor  man!  It  had  like  to  ha'  killed 
him  when  she  died,  though  he  niver  gev  way,  but  went  on 
ridin'  about  and  preachin.'  But  he  was  wore  to  a  shadow, 
an'  his  eyes  used  to  look  as  dead — you  wouldn't  ha' 
knowed  'em." 

"  She  brought  him  no  fortin?  " 

"  Not  she.  All  Mr.  Gilfil's  property  come  by  his 
mother's  side.  There  was  blood  an'  money  too,  there.  It's 
a  thousand  pities  as  he  married  i'  that  way — a  fine  man 
like  him,  as  might  ha'  had  the  pick  o'  the  county,  an'  had 
his  grandchildren  about  him  now.  An'  him  so  fond  o' 
children,  too." 

In  this  manner  Mrs.  Patten  usually  wound  up  her 
reminiscences  of  the  vicar's  wife,  of  whom,  you  perceive, 
she  knew  but  little.  It  was  clear  that  the  communicative 
old  lady  had  nothing  to  tell  of  Mrs.  Gilfil's  history  previous 
to  her  arrival  in  Shepperton,  and  that  she  was  unac- 
quainted with  Mr.  Gilfil's  love-story. 

But  I,  dear  reader,  am  quite  as  communicative  as  Mrs. 
Patten,  and  much  better  informed;  so  that,  if  you  care  to 
know  more  about  the  vicar's  courtship  and  marriage,  you 
need  only  carry  your  imagination  back  to  the  latter  end 
of  the  last  century,  and  your  attention  forward  intQ  the 
n^^t  chapter. 
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It  is  the  evening  of  the  twenty-first  of  June,  1788.  The 
day  has  been  bright  and  sultry,  and  the  sun  will  still  be 
more  than  an  hour  above  the  horizon,  but  his  rays,  broken 
by  the  leafy  fretwork  of  the  elms  that  border  the  park,  no 
longer  prevent  two  ladies  from  carrying  out  their  cushions 
and  embroidery,  and  seating  themselves  to  work  on  the 
lawn  in  front  of  Cheverel  Manor.  The  soft  turf  gives  way 
even  under  the  fairy  tread  of  the  younger  lady,  whose 
small  stature  and  slim  figure  rest  on  the  tiniest  of  full- 
grown  feet.  She  trips  along  before  the  elder,  carrying  the 
cushions,  which  she  places  in  the  favorite  spot,  just  on  the 
slope  by  a  clump  of  laurels,  where  they  can  see  the  sun- 
beams sparkling  among  the  water-lilies,  and  can  be  them- 
selves seen  from  the  dining-room  windows.  She  has 
deposited  the  cushions,  and  now  turns  round,  so  that  you 
may  have  a  full  view  of  her  as  she  stands  waiting  the 
slower  advance  of  the  elder  lady.  You  are  at  once  arrested 
by  her  la^e  dark  eyes,  which,  m  their  inexpressive  uncon- 
scious beauty,  resemble  the  eyes  of  a  fawn,  and  it  is  only 
by  an  eifort  of  attention  that  you  notice  the  absence  of 
bloom  on  her  young  cheek,  and  the  southern  yellowish 
tint  of  her  small  neck  and  face,  rising  above  the  little 
black  lace  kerchief  which  prevents  the  too  immediate 
comparison  of  her  skin  with  ner  white  muslin  gown.  Her 
large  eyes  seem  all  the  more  striking  because  the  dark 
hair  is  gathered  away  from  her  face,  under  a  little  cap  set 
at  the  top  of  her  head,  with  a  cherry-colored  bow  on  one 
side. 

The  elder  lady,  who  is  advancing  toward  the  cushions, 
is  cast  in  a  very  different  mould  of  womanhood.  She  is 
tall,  and  looks  the  taller  because  her  powdered  hair  is 
turned  backward  over  a  toupee,  and  surmounted  by  lace 
and  ribbons.  She  is  nearly  fifty,  but  her  complexion  is 
still  fresh  and  beautiful,  with  the  beauty  of  an  auburn 
blonde;  her  proud  pouting  lips,  and  her  head  thrown  a 
little  backward  as  she  walks,  gives  an  expression  of  hauteur 
which  is  not  contradicted  by  the  cold  gray  eye.  The 
tucked-in  kerchief,  rising  full  over  the  low  tight  bodice 
of  her  blue  dress,  sets  off  the  majestic  form  of  her  bust, 
and  she  treads  the  lawn  as  if  she  were  one  of  Sir  Joshua 
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Reynold^s  stately  ladies,  who  had  suddenly  stepped  from 
her  frame  to  enjoy  the  evening  cool. 

"Put  the  cushions  lower,  Caterina,  that  we  may  not 
have  so  much  sun  upon  us,''  she  called  out,  in  a  tone  of 
authority,  when  still  at  some  distance,   x 

Caterina  obeyed,  and  they  sat  down,  making  two  bright 
patches  of  red  and  white  and  blue  on  the  green  back- 
ground of  the  laurels  and  the  lawn,  which  would  look 
none  the  less  pretty  in  a  picture  because  one  of  the 
women's  hearts  was  rather  cold  and  the  other*  rather 
sad. 

And  a  charming  picture  Cheverel  Manor  would  have 
made  that  evening,  if  some  English  Watteau  had  been 
there  to  paint  it:  the  castellated  house  of  grey-tinted 
stone,  with  the  flickering  sunbeams  sending  dashes  of 
golden  light  across  the  many-shaped  panes  in  the  mull- 
ioned  windows,  and  a  great  beech  leaning  athwart  one  of 
the  flanking  towers,  and  breaking,  with  its  dark  flattened 
boughs,  the  too  formal  symmetry  of  the  front;  the  broad 
gravel-walk  winding  on  the  right,  by  a  row  of  tall  pines, 
alongside  the  pool — on  the  left  branching  out  among 
swellmg  grassy  mounds,  surmounted  by  clumps  of  trees, 
where  the  red  trunk  of  the  Scotch  fir  glows  in  the  descend- 
ing sunlight  against  the  bright  green  of  limes  and  acacias; 
the  great  pool,  where  a  pair  of  swans  are  swimming  lazily 
with  one  le^  tucked  under  a  wing,  and  where  the  open 
water-lilies  he  calmly  accepting  the  kisses  of  the  fluttering 
light-sparkles;  the  lawn,  with  its  smooth  emerald  green- 
ness, sloping  down  to  the  rougher  and  browner  herbage  of 
the  park,  from  which  it  is  invisibly  fenced  by  a  little 
stream  that  winds  away  from  the  pool,  and  disappears 
under  a  wooden  bridge  in  the  distant  pleasure-ground; 
and  on  this  lawn  our  two  ladies,  whose  part  in  the  land- 
scape the  painter,  standing  at  a  favorable  point  of  view  in 
the  park,  would  represent  with  a  few  little  dabs  of  red  and 
white  and  blue. 

Seen  from  the  great  Gothic  windows  of  the  dining-room, 
they  had  much  more  deflniteness  of  outline,  and  were  dis- 
tinctly visible  to  the  three  gentlemen  sipping  their  claret 
there,  as  two  fair  women  in  whom  all  three  had  a  personal 
interest.  These  gentlemen  were  a  group  worth  consider- 
ing attentively;  but  any  one  entering  that  dining-room  for 
the  first  time,  would  perhaps  have  had  his  attention  even 
more  strongly  arrested  by  the  room  itself,  which  was  so 
l?are  of  furniture  that  it  impressed  one  witTi  its  architectu- 
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ral  beauty  like  a  cathedral.  A  p^'ece  of  matting  stretched 
from  door  to  door,  a  bit  of  wore  carpet  under  the  dining- 
table,  and  a  sideboard  in  a  deep  recess,  did  not  retain  the 
eje  for  a  moment  from  the  loity  groined  ceiling,  with  its 
richly-carved  pendants,  all  of  creamy  white,  relieved  here 
and  there  by  touches  of  gold.  On  one  side,  this  lofty  ceil- 
ing was  supported  by  pillars  and  arches,  beyond  which  a 
lower  ceiling,  a  miniature  copy  of  the  higher  one,  covered 
the  square  projection  which,  with  its  three  large  pointed 
windows,  formed  the  central  feature  of  the  building.  The 
room  looked  less  like  a  place  to  dine  in  than  a  piece  of 
space  enclosed  simply  for  the  sake  of  beautiful  outline; 
and  the  small  dining-table,  with  the  party  around  it, 
seemed  an  odd  and  insignificant  accident,  rather  than  any- 
thing, connected  with  the  original  pupose  of  the  apartment. 
But,  examined  closely,  that  group  was  far  from  insig- 
nificant; for  the  eldest,  who  was  reading  in  the  newspaper 
the  last  portentous  proceedings  of  the  French  parliaments, 
and  turning  with  occasional  comments  to  his  young  com- 
panions, was  as  fine  a  specimen  of  the  old  English  gentle- 
man as  could  well  have  been  found  in  those  venerable  days 
of  cocked-hats  and  pigtails.  His  dark  eyes  sparkled  under 
projecting  brows,  made  more  prominent  by  bushy  grizzled 
eyebrows;  but  any  apprehension  of  severity  excited  by  these 
penetrating  eyes,  and  by  a  somewhat  aquiline  nose,  was 
allayed  by  the  goodnatured  lines  about  tne  mouth,  which 
retained  all  its  teeth  and  its  vigor  of  expression  in  spite  of 
sixty  winters.  The  forehead  sloped  a  little  from  the  pre- 
lecting brows,  and  its  peaked  outline  was  made  conspicuous 
)y  the  arrangement  of  the  profusely-powdered  hair,  drawn 
backward  and  gathered  into  a  pigtail.  He  sat  in  a  small 
hard  chair,  which  did  not  admit  the  slightest  approach  to 
a  lounge,  and  which  showed  to  advantage  the  flatness  of 
his  back  and  the  breadth  of  his  chest.  In  fact  Sir  Chris- 
topher Cheverel  was  a  splendid  old  gentleman,  as  any  one 
may  see  who  enters  the  saloon  at  Cheverel  Manor,  where 
his  full-length  portrait,  taken  when  he  was  fifty,  hangs 
side  by  side  with  that  of  his  wife,  the  stately  lady  seated 
on  the  lawn. 

Looking  at  Sir  Christopher,  you  would  at  once  have  been 
inclined  to  hope  that  he  had  a  full-grown  son  and  heir; 
but  perhaps  you  would  have  wished  that  it  might  not 
prove  to  be  the  young  man  on  his  right  hand,  in  whom  a 
certain  resemblance  to  the  Baronet,  in  the  contour  of  the 
nose  and  brow,  seemed  to  indicate  a  family  relationship. 
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If  this  young  man  had  been  less  elegant  in  his  person,  he 
would  have  been  remarked  for  the  elegance  of  his  dress. 
But  the  perfections  of  his  slim,  well-proportioned  figure 
were  so  striking  that  no  one  but  a  tailor  could  notice 
the  perfections  of  his  velvet  coat;  and  his  small  white 
hands,  with  their  blue  veins  and  taper  fingers,  quite 
eclipsed  the  beauty  of  his  lace  ruffles.  The  face,  how- 
ever— it  was  difficult  to  say  why — was  certainly  not  pleas- 
ing. Nothing  could  be  more  delicate  than  the  blonde 
complexion — its  bloom  set  off  by  the  powdered  hair — than 
the  veined  overhanging  eyelids,  which  gave  an  indolent 
expression  to  the  hazel  eyes;  nothing  mere  finely  cut  than 
the  transparent  nostril  and  the  short  upper-lip.  Perhaps 
the  chin  and  lower  jaw  were  too  small  for  an  irreproachable 
profile,  but  the  defect  was  on  the  side  of  that  delicacy  and 
finesse  which  was  the  distinctive  characteristic  of  the  whole 
person,  and  which  was  carried  out  in  the  clear  brown  arch 
of  the  eyebrows  and  the  marble  smoothness  of  the  sloping 
forehead.  Impossible  to  say  that  this  face  was  not  emi- 
nently handsome;  yet,  for  the  majority,  both  of  men  and 
women,  it  was  destitute  of  charm.  Women  disliked  eyes 
that  seemed  to  be  indolently  accepting  admiration  instead 
of  rendering  it;  and  men,  especially  if  they  had  a  tend- 
ency to  clumsiness  in  the  nose  and  ankles,  were  inclined  to 
think  this  Antinous  in  a  pigtail  a  "confounded  puppy. ^' 
I  fancy  that' was  frequently  the  inward  interjection  of  the 
Rev.  Maynard  Gilfil,  who  was  seated  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  dining-table,  though  Mr.  Gilfil's  legs  and  profile 
were  not  at  all  of  a  kind  to  make  him  peculiarly  alive  to 
the  impertinence  and  frivolity  of  personal  advantages. 
His  healthy  open  face  and  robust  limbs  were  after  an 
excellent  pattern  for  everyday  wear,  and  in  the  opinion  of 
Mr.  Bates,  the  north-country  gardener,  would  have  become 
regimentals  "a  fain  saight ''  better  than  the  " peaky  ^'  feat- 
ures and  slight  form  of  Captain  Wybrow,  notwithstanding 
that  this  young  gentleman,  as  Sir  Christopher^s  nephew 
and  destined  heir,  had  the  strongest  hereditary  claim  on 
the  gardener's  respect,  and  was  undeniably  "  clean-limbed/' 
But  alas!  human  longings  are  j)erversely  obstinate;  and  to 
the  man  whose  mouth  is  watering  for  a  peach,  it  is  of  no 
use  to  offer  the  largest  vegetable  marrow.  Mr.  Gilfil  was 
not  sensitive  to  Mr.  Bates^  opinion,  whereas  he  was  sen- 
sitive to  the  opinion  of  another  person,  who  by  no  means 
shared  Mr.  Bates's  preference. 
Who  the  other  person  was  it  would  not  have  required  a 
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very  keen  observer  to  ffuess,  from  a  certain  eagerness  in 
Mr.  Gilfil's  glance  as  that  little  figure  in  white  tripped 
along  the  lawn  with  the  cushions.  Captain  Wybrow,  too, 
was  looking  in  the  same  direction,  but  his  handsome  face 
remained  handsome — and  nothing  more. 

"Ah/'  said  Sir  Christopher,  looking  up  from  his  paper, 
"there^s  my  lady.  Ring  for  coffee,  Anthony;  we^ll  go  and 
join  her,  and  the  little  monkey  Tina  shall  give  us  a  song." 

The  coffee  presently  appeared,  brought — not  as  usual  by 
the  footman,  in  scarlet  and  drab,  but — by  the  old  butler, 
in  threadbare,  but  well-brushed  black,  who,  as  he  was 
placing  it  on  the  table,  said — 

"If  you  please.  Sir  Christopher,  there^s  the  widow  Har- 
topp  a-crying  i'  the  still-room,  and  begs  leave  to  see  your 
honor." 

"I  have  given  Markham  full  orders  about  the  widow 
Hartopp,"  said  Sir  Christopher,  in  a  sharp,  decided  tone. 
**I  have  nothing  to  say  to  her.'' 

"Your  honor,"  pleaded  the  butler,  rubbing  his  hands, 
and  putting  on  an  additional  coating  of  humility,  "the 
poor  woman's  dreadful  overcome,  and  says  she  can't  sleep 
a  wink  this  blessed  night  without  seeing  your  honor,  and 
she  begs  vou  to  pardon  the  great  freedom  she's  took  to 
come  at  this  time.     She  cries  fit  to  break  her  heart." 

•*Ay,  ay;  water  pays  no  tax.  Well,  show  her  into  the 
library." 

Coffee  despatched,  the  two  young  men  walked  out 
through  the  open  window,  and  joined  the  ladies  on  the 
lawn,  while  Sir  Christopher  made  his  way  to  the  library, 
solemnly  followed  by  Rupert,  his  pet  bloodhound,  who,  in 
his  habitual  place  at  the  Baronet's  right  hand,  behaved 
with  great  urbanity  during  dinner;  but  when  the  cloth 
was  drawn,  invariably  disappeared  under  the  table,  appar- 
ently regarding  the  claret- jug  as  a  mere  human  weakness, 
which  he  winked  at,  but  refused  to  sanction. 

The  library  lay  but  three  steps  from  the  dining-room,  on 
the  other  side  of  a  cloistered  and  matted  passage.  The 
oriel  window  was  overshadowed  by  the  great  beech,  and 
this,  with  the  flat,  heavily-carved  ceiling  and  the  dark  hue 
of  the  old  books  that  lined  the  walls,  made  the  room  look 
sombre,  esj)ecially  on  entering  it  from  the  dining-room, 
with  its  aerial  curves  and  cream-colored  fretwork  touched 
with  gold.  As  Sir  Christopher  opened  the  door,  a  jet  of 
brighter  light  fell  on  a  woman  in  a  widow's  dress,  who 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  and  made  the  deepest  of 
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curtsies  as  he  entered.  She  was  a  buxom  woman  approach- 
ing forty,  her  eyes  red  with  the  tears  which  had  evidently 
been  absorbed  by  the  handkerchief  gathered  into  a  damp 
ball  in  her  right  hand. 

^'  Now,  Mrs.  Hartopp,^^  said  Sir  Christopher,  taking  out 
his  gold  snuff-box  and  tapping  the  lid,  "  what  have  you  to 
say  to  me?  Markham  has  delivered  you  a  notice  to  quit,  I 
suppose?" 

"  0  yis,  your  honor,  an'  that's  the  reason  why  I've  come. 
I  hope  your  honor'll  think  better  on  it,  an'  not  turn  me 
an'  my  poor  children  out  o'  the  farm,  where  my  husband 
al'ys  paid  his  rent  as  reglar  as  the  day  come." 

^*  Nonsense!  I  should  like  to  know  what  good  it  will  do 
you  and  your  children  to  stay  on  a  farm  and  lose  every 
farthing  your  husband  has  left  you,  instead  of  selling  vour 
stock  and  going  into  some  little  place  where  you  can  keep 
your  money  together.  It  is  very  well  known  to  every 
tenant  of  mine  that  I  never  allow  widows  to  stay  on  their 
husband's  farms." 

^^0,  Sir  Christifer,  if  you  would  consider — ^when  I've 
sold  the  hay  an'  corn,  an'  all  the  live  things,  an'  paid  the 
debts,  an'  put  the  money  out  to  use,  I  shall  have  hardly 
enough  to  keep  our  souls  an'  bodies  together.  An'  how 
can  I  rear  my  boys  and  put  'em  'prentice?  They  must  g;o 
for  day-laborers,  an'  their  father  a  man  wi' as  good  belong- 
ings as  any  on  your  honor's  estate,  an'  niver  threshed  his 
wheat  afore  it  was  well  i'  the  rick;  nor  sold  the  straw  off  his 
farm,  nor  nothin'.  Ask  all  the  farmers  round  if  there  was 
a  stiddier,  soberer  man  than  my  husband  as  attended  Rip- 
stone  market.  An' he  says,  ^Bessie,'  says  he — them  was 
his  last  words — *  youll  mek  a  shift  to  manage  the  farm,  if 
Sir  Christifer  'uU  let  you  stay  on.'" 

*^Pooh,  po«h!"  said  Sir  Christopher,  Mrs.  Hartopp's 
sobs  having  interrupted  her  pleadings,  *'now  listen  to  me, 
and  try  to  understand  a  little  common  sense.  You  are 
about  as  able  to  manage  the  farm  as  your  best  milch  cow. 
You'll  be  obliged  to  have  solne  managing  man,  who  will 
either  cheat  you  out  of  your  money^  or  wheedle  you  into 
marrying  him." 

**  0,  your  honor,  I  was  never  that  sort  o'  woman,  an' 
nobody  has  known  it  on  me." 

^^Very  likely  not,  because  you  were  never  a  widow 
before.  A  woman's  always  silly  enough,  but  she's  never 
quite  as  great  a  fool  as  she  can  be  until  she  puts  on  a 
widow's  cap.     Now,  just  ask  yourself  how  much  the  better' 
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you  will  be  for  staying  on  your  farm  at  the  end  of  four 
years,  when  youVe  got  through  your  money,  and  let  your 
farm  run  down,  and  are  in  arrears  for  half  your  rent;  or, 
perhaps,  have  got  some  great  hulky  fellow  for  a  husband, 
who  swears  at  you  and  kicks  your  children/' 

^*  Indeed,  Sir  Christifer,  1  know  a  deal  o'  farmin',  an' 
was  brought  up  i'  the  thick  on  it,  as  you  may  say.  An' 
there  was  my  husband's  great-aunt  managed  a  farm  for 
twenty  year,  an'  left  legacies  to  all  her  nephys  an'  nieces, 
an'  even  to  my  husband,  as  was  then  a  babe  unborn." 

"Psha!  a  woman  six  feet  high,  with  a  squint  and  sharp 
elbows,  I  daresay — a  man  in  petticoats.  Not  a  rosy- 
cheeked  widow  like  you,  Mrs.  Hartopp." 

'^Indeed,  your  honor,  I  never  heard  of  h(}r  squintin', 
an'  they  said  as  she  might  ha'  been  married  o'er  and  o'er 
again,  to  people  as  had  no  call  to  hanker  after  her 
money." 

*^Ay,  ay,  that's  what  you  all  think.  Every  man  that 
looks  at  you  wants  to  marry  you,  and  would  like  you  the 
better  the  more  children  you  have  and  the  less  money. 
But  it  is  useless  to  talk  and  cry.  I  have  good  reasons  for 
my  plans,  and  never  alter  them.  What  you. have  to  do  is 
to  make  the  best  of  your  stock,  and  to  look  out  for  some 
little  place  to  go  to  when  you  leave  The  Hollows.  Now, 
go  back  to  Mrs.  Bellamy's  room,  and  ask  her  to  give  you  a 
dish  of  tea." 

Mrs.  Hartopp  understanding  from  Sir  Christopher's 
tone  that  he  was  not  to  be  shaken,  curtsied  low  and  left 
the  library,  while  the  Baronet,  seating  himself  at  his  desk 
in  his  oriel  window,  wrote  the  following  letter: — 

Mb.  Makkham, — Take  no  st^  about  letting  Crowsfoot  Cottage, 
as  I  intend  to  put  in  the  widow  Hartopp  when  she  leaves  her  farm; 
and  if  you  will  be  here  at  eleven  on  Saturday  morning,  I  will  ride 
round  with  you,  and  settle  about  making  some  repairs,  and  see  about 
adding  a  bit  of  land  to  the  take,  as  she  will  want  to  keep  a  cow  and 
some  pigs. — Yours  faithfully,  Christopher  Chevbrel. 

After  ringing  the  bell  and  ordering  this  letter  to  be 
sent.  Sir  Christopher  walked  out  to  join  the  party  on  the 
lawn.  But  findmg  the  cushions  deserted,  he  walked  on 
to  the  eastern  front  of  the  building,  where,  by  the  side  of 
the  grand  entrance,  was  the  large  bow-window  of  the 
saloon,  opening  on  to  the  gravel-sweep,  and  looking  toward 
a  long  vista  of  undulating  turf,  bordered  by  tall  trees, 
which,  seeming  to  unite  itself  with  the  green  of  the 
meadows  and  a  grassy  road  through  a  plantation,  only 
23 
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^terminated  with  the  Gothic  arch  of  a  gateway  in  the  far  dis- 
tance. The  bow- window  was  open,  and  Sir  Christopher, 
stepping  in,  found  the  group  he  sought,  examining  the 
progress  of  the  unfinished  ceiling.  It  was  in  the  same 
style  of  florid  pointed  Gothic  as  the  dining-room,  but 
more  elaborate  in  its  tracery,  which  was  like  petrified  lace« 
work  picked  out  with  delicate  and  varied  coloring.  About 
a  fourth  of  it  still  remained  uncolored,  and  under  this 
part  were  scaffolding,  ladders,  and  tools;  otherwise  the 
spacious  saloon  was  empty  of  furniture,  and  seemed  to  be 
a  grand  Gotliic  canopy  for  the  group  of  five  human  figures 
standing  in  the  centre. 

"Francesco  has  been  getting  on  a  little  better  the  last 
day  or  two,7  said  Sir  Christopher,  as  he  joined  the  party: 
"  he^s  a  sad  lazy  dog,  and  I  fancy  he  has  a  knack  of  sleep- 
ing as  he'stanis,  with  his  brushes  in  his  hands.  But  I 
must  spur  him  on,  or  we  may  not  have  the  scaffolding 
cleared  away  before  the  Ijride  comes,  if  you  show  dexter- 
ous generalship  in  your  wooing,  eh,  Anthony?  and  take 
your  Magdeburg  quickly.'^ 

"Ah,  sir,  a  siege  is  known  to  be  one  of  the  most  tedious 
operations  in  war,''  said  Captain  Wybrow,  with  an  easy 
smile. 

"Not  when  there's  a  traitor  within  the  walls  in  the 
shape  of  a  soft  heart.  And  that  there  will  be,  if  Beatrice 
has  her  mother's  tenderness  as  well  as  her  mother's  beauty." 
'  "What  do  you  think.  Sir  Christopher,"  said  Lady 
Cheverel,  who  seemed  to  wince  a  little  under  her  hus- 
band's reminiscences,  "of  hanging  Guercino's  ^ Sibyl'  over 
that  door  when  we  put  up  the  pictures?  It  is  rather  lost 
in  my  sitting-room." 

"very  good,  my  love,"  answered  Sir  Christopher,  in  a 
tone  of  punctiliously  polite  affection;  "if  you  like  to  part 
with  the  ornament  from  your  own  room,  it  will  show 
admirably  here.  Our  portraits,  by  Sir  Joshua,  will  hang 
opposite  the  window,  and  the  ^Transfiguration'  at  that 
end.  You  see,  Anthony,  I  am  leaving  no  good  places  on 
the  walls  for  you  and  your  wife.  We  shall  turn  you  with 
your  faces  to  the  wall  in  the  gallery,  and  you  may  take 
your  revenge  on  us  by-and-by." 

While  this  conversation  was  going  on,  Mr.  Gilfil  turned 
to  Caterina  and  said  — 

"I  like  the  view  from  this  window  better  than  any 
other  in  the  house." 

She  made  no  answer,  and  he  saw  that  her  eyes  were 
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filling  with  4;ears;  so  he  added,  *^  Suppose  we  walk  out  a 
little;  Sir  Christopher  and  my  lady  seem  to  be  occupied." 

Caterina  complied  silently,  and  they  turned  down  one 
of  the  gravel  walks  that  led,  after  'many  windings  under 
tall  trees  and  among  grassy  openings,  to  a  large  enclosed 
flower  -  garden.  Their  walk  was  perfectly  silent,  for 
Maynard  Gilfil  knew  that  Caterina^s  thoughts  were  not 
with  him,  and  she  had  been  long  used  to  make  him  endure 
the  weight  of  those  moods  which  she  carefully  hid  from 
others. 

They  reached  the  flower-garden,  and  turned  mechanic- 
ally in  at  the  gate  that  opened,  through  a  high  thick  hedge, 
on  an  expanse  of  brilliant  color,  which,  after  tha  green 
shades  they  had  passed  through,  startled  the  eye  like 
flames.  The  effect  was  assisted  by  an  undulation  of  the 
ground,  which  gradually  descended  from  the  entrance- 
.  gate,  and  then  rose  again  toward  the  opposite  end,  crowned 
by  an  orangery.  The  flowers  were  glowing  with  their 
evening  splendors;  verbenas  and  heliotropes  were  sending 
up  their  finest  incense.  It  seemed  a  gala  where  all  was 
happiness  and  brilliancy,  and  misery  could  find  no  sympa- 
thy. This  was  the  effect  it  had  on  Caterina.*  As  she 
wound  among  the  beds  of  gold  and  blue  and  pink,  where 
the  flowers  seemed  to  be  looking  at  her  with  wondering 
elf-like  eyes,  knowing  nothing  of  sorrow,  the  feeling  of 
isolation  in  her  wretchedness  overcame  her,  and  the  tears, 
which  had  been  before  trickling  slowly  down  her  pale 
cheeks,  now  gushed  forth  accompanied  with  sobs.  And 
yet  there  was  a  loving  human  being  close  beside  her,  whose 
heart  was  aching  for  hers,  who  was  possessed  by  the  feel- 
ing that  she  was  miserable,  and  that  he  was  helpless  to 
soothe  her.  But  she  was  too  much  irritated  by  the  idea 
that  his  wishes  were  different  from  hers,  that  he  rather 
regretted  the  folly  of  her  hopes  than  the  probability  of 
their  disappointment,  to  take  any  comfort  in  his  sympathy. 
Caterina,  like  the  rest  of  us,  turned  away  from  sympathy 
which  she  suspected  to  be  mingled  with  criticism,  as  the 
child  turns  away  from  the  sweetmeat  in  which  it  suspects 
imperceptible  medicine. 

"Dear  Caterina,  I  think  I  hear  voices," said  Mr.  Gilfll; 
"they  may  be  coming  this  way." 

She  checked  herself  like  one  accustomed  to  conceal  her 
emotions,  and  ran  rapidly  to  the  other  end  of  the  garden, 
where  she  seemed  occupied  in  selecting  a  rose.  Presently 
Lady  Cheverel  entered,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  Captain 
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Wybrow,  and  followed  by  Sir  Christopher.  The  party 
stopped  to  admire  the  tiers  of  geraniums  near  the  gate; 
and  in  the  meantime  Caterina  tripped  back  with  a  moss 
rosebud  in  her  hand,  and,  going  up  to  Sir  Christopher, 
said,  ^^  There,  Padroncello — there  is  a  nice  rose  for  your 
button-hole.^^ 

'  "Ah,  you  black-eyed  monkey,^'  he  said,  fondly  stroking 
her  cheek;  *^so  you  have  been  running  off  with  Maynard, 
either  to  torment  or  coax  him  an  inch  or  two  deeper  into 
love.  Come,r  come,  I  want  you  to  sing  us  "  Ho  perduto '' 
before  we  sit  down  to  picquet.  Anthony  goes  to-morrow, 
you  know;  you  must  warble  him  into  the  right  sentimental 
lover's  .mood,  that  he  may  acquit  himself  well  at  Bath.'* 
He  put  her  little  arm  under  his,  and  calling  to  Lady 
Cheverel,  *^Come,  Henrietta* '^  led  the  way  toward  the 
house. 

The  party  entered  the  drawing-room,  which,  with  its 
oriel  window,  corresponded  to  the  library  in  the  other 
wing,  and  had  also  a  flat  ceiling  heavy  with  carving  and 
blazonry;  but  the  window  being  unshaded,  and  the 
walls  hung  with  full-length  portraits  of  knights  and  dames 
in  scarlet;  white,  and  gold,  it  had  not  the  sombre  effect  of 
the  librar j^.  Here  hung  the  portrait  of  Sir  Anthony  Chev- 
erel, who  in  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  was  the  renovator  of 
the  family  splendor,  which  had  suffered  some  declension 
from  the  early  brilliancy  of  that  Chevreuil  who  came  over 
with  the  Conqueror.  A  very  imposing  personage  was  this 
Sir  Anthony,  standing  with  one  arm  akimbo,  and  one  fine 
leg  and  foot  advanced,  evidently  with  a  view  to  the  gratifi- 
cation of  his  contemporaries  and  posterity.  You  might 
have  taken  off  his  splendid  peruke,  and  his  scarlet  cloak, 
which  was  thrown  backward  from  his  shoulders,  without 
annihilating  the  dignity  of  his  appearance.  And  he 
had  known  how  to  choose  a  wife,  too,  for  his  lady,  hang- 
ing opposite  to  him,  with  her  sunny  brown  hair  drawn 
away  in  bands  from  her  mild  grave  face,  and  falling  in 
two  large  rich  curls  on  her  snowy  gently-sloping  neck, 
which  shamed  the  harsher  hue  and  outline  of  her  white 
satin  robe,  was  a  fit  mother  of  "  large-acred '"  heira. 

In  this  room  tea  was  served;  and  here,  every  evening, 
as  regularly  as  the  great  clock  in  the  court-yard  with 
deliberate  bass  tones  struck  nine.  Sir  Christopher  and 
Lady  Cheverel  sat  down  to  picquet  until  half-past  ten, 
when  Mr.  Gilfil  read  prayers  to  the  assembled  household  in 
the  chapel. 
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But  now  it  was  not  near  nine,  and  Caterina  must  sit 
down  to  the  harpsichord  and  sing  Sir  Christopher^s  favor- 
ite airs,  by  Gluck  and  Paesiello,  whose  operas,  for  the 
happiness  of  that  generation,  were  then  to  be  heard  on  the 
London  stage.  It  happened  this  evening  that  the  senti- 
ment of  these  airs,  ^^  Uhefaro  senza  Eur y dice  V^  and  ^^  Ho 
perduto  il  hel  semhiante"  in  both  of  which  the  singer  pours 
out  his  yearning  after  his  lost  love,  came  very  close  to 
Caterina's  own  feeling.  But  her  emotion,  instead  of  being 
a  hindrance  to  her  singing,  gave  her  additional  power. 
Her  singing  was  what  she  could  do  best;  it  was  her  one 
point  of  superiority,  in  which  it  was  probable  she  would 
excel  the  highborn  beauty  whom  Anthony  was  to  woo;  land 
her  love,  her  jealousy,  her  pride,  her  rebellion  against  des- 
tiny, made  one  stream  of  passion  which  welled  forth  in  the 
^  deep  rich  tones  of  her  voice.  She  had  a  rare  contralto, 
which  Lady  Cheverel,  who  had  high  musical  taste,  had 
been  careful  to  preserve  her  from  straining. 

'Excellent,  Caterina,  ^^  said  Lady  Cheverel,  as  there  was 
a  pause  after  the  wonderful  linked  sweetness  of  '^  Che 
faro,''  "I  never  heard  you  sing  that  so  well.  Once 
more!^^ 

It  was  repeated;  and  then  came,  ^^  Ho  perduto/^  which 
Sir  Christopher  encored,  in  spite  of  the  clock,  just  striking 
nine.     When  the  last  note  was  dying  out  he  said — 

^^  There's  a  clever  black-eyed  monkey.  Now  bring  out 
the  table  for  picquet.'^ 

Caterina  drew  out  the  table  and  placed  the  cards;  then, 
with  her  rapid  fairy  suddenness  of  motion,  threw  herself 
on  her  knees,  and  clasped  Sir.  Christopher's  knee.  He 
bent  down,  stroked  her  cheek,  and  smiled. 

^*  Caterina,  that  is  foolish,''  said  Lady  Cheverel.  '^I 
wish  you  would  leave  off  these  stage-players'  antics." 

She  jumped  up,  arranged  the  music  on  the  harpsichord, 
and  then,  seeing  the  Baronet  and  his  lady  seated  at  picquet, 
quietly  glided  out  of  the  room. 

Captain  Wjbrow  had  been  leaning  near  the  harpsichord 
during  the  smging,  and  the  chaplain  had  thrown  himself 
on  a  sofa  at  the  end  of  the  room.  They  both  now  took  up 
a  book.  Mr.  Gilfil  chose  the  last  number  of  the  ''Gentle- 
man's Magazine  " ;  Captain  Wybrow,  stretched  on  an  otto- 
man near  the  door,  opened  ^'Faublas"  ;  and  there  was  per- 
fect silence  in  the  room  which,  ten  miuntes  before,  was 
vibrating  to  the  passionate  tones  of  Caterina. 

She  had  made  her  v/ay  along  the  cloi^itcrcd  passages,  now 
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lighted  here  and  there  by  a  small  oil-lamp,  to  the  grand- 
staircase,  which  led  directly  to  a  gallery  running  along  the 
whole  eastern  side  of  the  building,  where  it  was  her  habit 
to  walk  when  she  wished  to  be  alone.  The  bright  moon- 
light was  streaming  through  the  windows,  throwing  into 
strange  light  and  shadow  the  heterogeneous  objects  that 
lined  the  long  walls:  Greek  statues  and  busts  of  Roman 
emperors;  low  cabinets  filled  with  curiosities,  natural  and 
antiquarian;  tropical  birds  and  huge  horns  of  beasts; 
Hindoo  gods  and  strange  shells;  swords  and  daggers,  and 
bits  of  chain-armor;  Roman  lamps  and  tiny  models  of 
Gr^ek  temples;  and,  above  all  these,  queer  old  family  por- 
traits— of  little  boys  and  girls,  once  the  hope  of  the  Cheve- 
rels,  with  close-shaven  heads  imprisoned  in  stiff  ruffs — of 
faded,  pink-faced  ladies,  with  rudimentary  features  and 
highly-developed  head-dresses — of  gallant  gentlemen,  with 
high  hips,  high  shoulders,  and  red  pointed  beards. 

Ilere,  on  rainy  days.  Sir  Christopher  and  his  lady  took 
their  promenade,  and  here  billiards  were  played;  but  in  the 
evening,  it  was  forsaken  by  all  except  Caterina — and, 
sometimes,  one  other  person. 

She  paced  up  and  down  in  the  moonlight,  her  pale  face 
and  thin  white-robed  form  making  her  look  like  the  ghost  of 
some  former  Lady  Oheverel  come  to  revisit  the  glimpses  of 
the  moon. 

By-and-by  she  paused  opposite  the  broad  window  above 
the  portico,  and  looked  out  on  the  long  vista  of  turf  and 
trees  now  stretching  chill  and  saddened  in  the  moonlight. 

Suddenly  a  breath  of  warmth  and  roses  seemed  to  float 
toward  her,  and  an  arm  stole  gently  round  her  waist,  while 
a  soft  hand  took  up  her  tiny  fingers.  Caterina  felt  an 
electric  thrill,  and  was  motionless  for  one  long  moment; 
then  she  pushed  away  the  arm  and  hand,  and,  turning 
round,  lifted  up  to  the  face  that  hung  over  her,  eyes  full 
of  tenderness  and  reproach.  The  fawn-like  unconscious- 
ness was  gone,  and  in  that  one  look  were  the  ground  tones 
of   Caterina's  nature — intense  love  and  fierce  jealousy. 

"Why  do  you  push  me  away,  Tina?"  said  Captain 
Wybrow  in  a  half -whisper;  "are  you  angry  with  me  for 
what  a  hard  fate  puts  upon  me?  Would  you  have  mo 
cross  my  uncle — who  has  done  so  much  for  us  both — in 
his  dearest  wish?  You  know  I  have  duties-.— we  both  have 
duties — before  which  feeling  must  be  sacrificed." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Caterina,  stamping  her  foot,  and  turn- 
ing away  her  head;  "don't  tell  me  what  1  know  already." 
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There  was  a  voice  speaking  in  Caterina's  mind  to  which 
she  had  never  yet  given  vent.  That  voice  said  continually, 
"  Why  did  he  make  me  love  him — why  did  he  let  me  know 
he  loved  me,  if  he  knew  all  the  while  that  he  couldn't 
hrave  everything  for  my  sake?"  Then  love  answered, 
"  He  was  led  on  hy  the  feeling  of  the  moment,  as  you 
have  been,  Caterina:  and  now  you  ought  to  help  him  to 
do  what  is  right."  Then  the  voice  rejoined,  **  It  was  a 
slight  matter  to  him.  He  doesn^t  much  mind  giving  you 
up.  He  will  soon  love  that  beautiful  woman,  and  forget  a 
poor  little  pale  thing  like  you." 

Thus  love,  anger,  and  jealousy  were  struggling  in  that 
young  soul. 

*'  Besides,  Tina,"  continued  Captain  Wybrow,  in  still 
gentler  tones,  "I  shall  not  succeed.  Miss  Assber  very 
likel}^  prefers  some  one  else;  and  you  know  I  have  the  best 
will  in  the  world  to  fail.  I  shall  come  back  a  hapless 
bachelor— perhaps  to  find  you  already  married  to  the  good- 
looking  chaplain,  who  is  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with 
you.  Poor  Sir  Christopher  has  made  up  his  mind  that 
you^re  to  have  Gilfil." 

**  Why  will  you  speak  so?  You  speak  from  your  own 
want  of  feeling.     Go  away  from  me." 

"  Don't  let  us  part  in  anger,  Tina.  All  this  may  pass 
away.  It's  as  likely  as  not  that  I  may  never  marry  any 
one  at  all.  These  palpitations  may  carry  me  off,  and  you 
may  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  I  shall  never 
be  anybody's  bridegroom.  Who  knows  what  may  bappen? 
I  may  be  my  own  master  before  I  get  into  the  bonds  of 
holy  matrimony,  and  be  able  to  choose  my  little  singing- 
bird.  Why  should  we  distress  ourselves  before  the  time 
comes?" 

*^It  is  easy  to  talk  so  when  you  are  not  feeling,"  said 
Caterina,  the  tears  flowing  fast.  ^^  It  is  bad  to  bear  now, 
whatever  may  come  after.  But  you  don't  care  about  my 
misery." 

^^ Don't  I,  Tina?"  said  Anthony,  in  his  tenderest  tones, 
again  stealing  his  arm  round  her  waist,  and  drawing  her 
toward  him.  Poor  Tina  was  the  slave  of  this  voice  and 
touch.  Grief  and  resentment,  retrospect  and  foreboding, 
vanished — ^all  life  before  and  after  melted  away  in  the  bliss 
of  that  moment,  as  Anthony  pressed  his  lips  to  hers. 

Captain  Wybrow  thought,  ^^Poor  little  Tina!  it  would 
make  her  very  happy  to  have  me.  But  she  is  a  mad  little 
thing." 
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At  that  moment  a  loud  bell  startled  Carterina  from  her 
trance  of  bliss.  It  was  the  summons  to  prayers  in  the 
chapel,  and  she  hastened  away,  leaving  Captain  Wybrow 
to  follow  slowly* 

It  was  a  pretty  sight,  that  family  assembled  to  worship 
in  the  little  chapel,  where  a  couple  of  wax-candles  threw 
a  mild  faint  light  on  the  figures  kneeling  there.  In  the 
desk  was  Mr.  Gilfil,  with  his  face  a  shade  graver  than  usual. 
On  his  right  hand,  kneeling  on  their  red  velvet  cushions, 
were  the  master  and  mistress  o.f  the  household,  in  their 
elderly  dignified  beauty.  On  his  left,  the  youthful  grace 
of  Anthonj  and  Caterina,  in  all  the  striking  contrast  of 
their  coloring — he,  with  his  exquisite  outline  and  rounded 
fairness,  like  an  Olympian  god;  she,  dark  and  tiny,  like  a 
gypsy  changeling.  Then  there  were  the  domestics  kneel- 
mg  on  red-covered  forms,-— the  women  headed  by  Mrs. 
Bellamy,  the  natty  little  old  house-keeper,  in  snowy  cap 
and  apron^  and  Mrs.  Sharp,  my  lady^s  maid,  of  somewhat 
vinegar  aspect  and  flaunting  attire;  the  men  by  Mr. 
Bellamy  the  butler,  and  Mr.  Warren,  Sir  Christopher's 
venerable  valet; 

A  few  collects  from  the  Evening  Service  were  what  Mr. 
Gilfil  habitually  read,  ending  with  the  simple  petition, 
"Lighten  our  darkness.'' 

And  then  they  all  rose,  the  servants  turning  to  curtsy 
and  bow  as  they  went  out.  The  family  returned  to  the 
drawing-room,  said  good-night  to  each  other,  and  dis- 
persed— all  to  speedy  slumber  except  two.  Caterina  only 
cried  herself  to  sleep  after  the  clock  had  struck  twelve. 
Mr.  Gilfil  lay  awake  still  longer,  thinking  that  very  likely 
Caterina  was  crying. 

Captain  Wybrow,  having  dismissed  his  valet  at  eleven, 
was  soon  in  a  soft  slumber,  his  face  looking  like  a  fine 
cameo  in  high  relief  on  the  slightly  indented  pillow. 


CHAPTER  III. 


The  last  chapter  has  given  the  discerning  reader  suflB- 
cient  insight  into  the  state  of  things  at  Cheverel  Manor  in 
the  summer  of  1788.  In  that  summer,  we  know,  the 
great  nation  of  Prance  was  agitated  by  conflicting  thoughts 
and  passions,  which  were  but  the  beginning  of  sorrows. 
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And  in  our  Caterina^s  little  breast,  too,  there  were  terrible 
struggles.  The  poor  bird  was  beginning  to  flutter  and 
vainly  dash  its  soft  breast  against  the  hard  iron  bars  of 
the  inevitable,  and  we  see  too  plainly  the  danger,  if  that 
anguish  should  go  on  heightening  instead  of  being  allayed, 
that  the  palpitating  heart  may  be  fatally  bruised. 

Meanwhile,  if,  as  T  hope,  you  feel  some  interest  in  Cat- 
erina  and  her  friends  at  Cheverel  Manor,  you  are  perhaps 
askinff.  How  came  she  to  be  there?  How  was  it  that  this 
tiny  dark-eyed  child  of  the  south,  whose  face  was  immedi- 
ately suggestive  of  olive-covered  hills  and  taper-lit  shrines, 
came  to  have  her  home  in  that  stately  English  manor- 
house,  by  the  side  of  the  blonde  matron.  Lady  Cheverel — 
almost  as  if  a  humming-bird  were  found  perched  on  one  of 
the  elm  trees  in  the  park,  by  the  side  of  her  ladyship^s 
handsomest  pouter-pigeon?  Speaking  good  EngJish,  too, 
and  joining  in  Protestant  prayers?  Surely  she  must  have 
been  adopted  and  brought  over  to  England  at  a  very  early 
age.     She  was. 

During  Sir  (Jhristopher^s  last  visit  to  Italy  with  his 
lady,  fifteen  years  before,  they  resided  for  some  time  at 
Milan,  where  Sir  Christopher,  who  was  an  enthusiast  for 
Gothic  architecture,  and  was  then  entertaining  the  pro- 
ject of  metamorphosing  his  plain  brick  family  mansion 
into  the  model  of  a  Gothic  manor-house,  was  bent  on 
studying  the  details  of  that  marble  miracle,  the  Cathedral. 
Here  Lady  Cheverel,  as  at  other  Italian  cities  where  she 
made  any  protracted  stay,  engaged  a  maestro  to  give  her 
lessons  in  singing,  for  she  had  theh  not  only  fine  musical 
taste,  but  a  fine  soprano  voice.  Those  were  days  when 
very  rich  people  used  manuscript  music,  and  many  a  man 
who  resembled  Jean  Jacques  in  nothing  else,  resembled 
him  in  getting  a  livelihood  ^^  a  copier  la  musique  a  tant  la 
page.*'  Lady  Cheverel  having  need  of  this  service.  Maes- 
tro Albani  told  her  he  would  send  her  a  poveraccio  of  his 
acquaintance,  whose  manuscript  was  the  neatest  and  most 
correct  he  knew  of.  Unhappily  the  poveraccio  was  not 
always  in  his  best  wits,  and  was  sometimes  rather  slow  in 
consequence;  but  it  would  be  a  work  of  Christian  charity 
worthy  of  the  beautiful  Signora  to  employ  poor  Sarti. 

The  next  morning,  Mrs.  Sharp,  then  a  blooming  abigail 
of  three-and-thirtv,  entered  her  ladv's  private  room  and 
said,  "If  you  please,  my  lady,  ttere^s  the  frowiest, 
shabbiest  man  you  ever  saw,  outside,  and  he^s  told  Mr. 
Warren  as  the  singing-master  sent  him  to  see  your  lady- 
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ship.  But  I  think  jovlH  hardly  like  him  to  come  in  here. 
Belike  he's  only  a  hieggar/^ 

"  Oh,  yes,  show  him  in  immediately/' 

Mrs.  Sharp  retired,  muttering  something  about  "fleas 
and  worse. '^  She  had  the  smallest  possible  admiration -for 
fair  Ausonia  and  its  natives,  and  even  her  profound  defer- 
ence for  Sir  Christopher  and  her  lady  could  not  prevent 
her  from  expressing  her  amazement  at  the  infatuation  of 
gentlefolks  in  choosing  to  sojourn  among  "  Papises,  in 
countries  where  there  was  no  getting  to  air  a  bit  o'  linen, 
and  where  the  people  smelt  o'  garlic  fit  to  knock  you 
down.'^ 

However,  she  presently  reappeared,  ushering  in  a  small 
meagre  man,  sallow  and  dingy,  with  a  restless  wandering 
look  in  his  dull  eyes,  and  an  excessive  timidity  about  his 
deep  reverences,  which  gave  him  the  air  of  a  man  who  had 
been  long  a  solitary  prisoner.  Yet  through  all  this  squalor 
and  wretchedness  there  were  some  traces  discernible  of 
comparative  youth  and  former  good  looks.  Lady  Cheverel, 
though  not  very  tender-hearted,  still  less  sentimental,  was 
essentially  kind,  and  liked  to  dispense  benefits  like  a 
goddess,  who  looks  down  benignly  on  the  halt,  the  maimed, 
and  the  blind  that  approach  her  shrine.  She  was  smitten 
with  sipme  compassion  at  the  sight  of  poor  Sarti,  who 
struck  her  as  the  mere  battered  wreck  of  a  vessel  that 
might  have  once  floated  gaily  enough  on  its  outward 
voyage  to  the  sound  of  pipes  and  tabors.  She  spoke  gently 
as  she  pointed  out  to  him  the  operatic  selections  she 
wished  him  to  copy,  and  he  seemed  to  sun  himself  in  her 
auburn,  radiant  presence,  so  that  when  he  made  his'  ^xit 
with  the  music  books  under  his  arm,  his  bow,  though  not 
less  reverent,  was  less  timid. 

It  was  ten  years  at  least;  since  Sarti  had  seen  anything 
so  bright  and  stately  and  beautiful  as  Lady  Cheverel. 
For  the  time  was  far  off  in  which  he  had  trod  the  stage  in 
satin  and  feathers,  the  primo  tenore  of  one  short  season. 
He  had  completely  lost  his  voice  in  the  following  winter, 
and  had  ever  since  been  little  better  than  a  cracked 
fiddle,  which  is  good  for  nothing  but  firewood.  For, 
like  many  Italian  singers,  he  was  too  ignorant  to  teach, 
and  if  it  had  not  been  for  his  one  talent  of  penmanship, 
he  and  his  young  helpless  wife  might  have  starved. 
Then,  just  after  their  third  child  was  bom,  fevor  came, 
swept  away  the  sickly  mother  and  the  two  eldest  chil- 
dren, and  attacked  Sarti  himL  jlf,  who  rose  from  his  sick 


MR.  gilfil's  love-story.  363 

bed  with  enfeebled  brain  and  muscle,  and  a  tiny  baby  on  his 
hands,  scarcely  four  months  old.  He  lodged  over  a  fruit- 
shop  kept  by  a  stout  virago,  loud  of  tongue  and  imte  in 
temper,  but  who  had  children  born  to  her,  and  so  had 
taken  care  of  the  tiny  yellow,  black-eyed  bambinetia,  and 
tended  Sarti  himself  through  his  sickness.  Here  he  con- 
tinued to  live,  earning  a  meagre  subsistence  for  himself 
and  his  little  one  by  the  work  of  copying  music,  put  into 
his  hands  chiefly  by  Maestro  Albani.  He  seemed  to  exist 
for  nothing  but  the  child:  he  tended  it,  he  dandled  it,  he 
chatted  to  it,  living  with  it  alone  in  hi«  one  room  above 
the  fruit-shop,  only  asking  his  landlady  to  take  care  of  the 
marmoset  during  his  short  absences  in  fetching  and  carry- 
ing home  work.  Customers  frequenting  that  fruit-shop 
might  often  see  the  tiny  Caterina  seated  on  the  floor  with 
her  legs  in  a  heap  of  pease,  which  it  was  her  delight  to 
kick  about;  or  perhaps  deposited,  like  a  kitten,  in  a  large 
basket  out  of  harm^s  way. 

Sometimes,  however,  oarti  left  his  little  one  with  another 
kind  of  protectress.  He  was  very  regular  in  his  devotions, 
which  he  paid  thrice  a  week  in  the  great  cathedral,  carry- 
ing Caterina  wjth  him.  Here  when  the  high  morning  sun 
was  warming  the  myriad  glittering  pinnacles  without,  and 
struggling  against  the  massive  gloom  within,  the  shadow 
of  a  man  with  a  child  on  his  arm  might  be  seen  flitting 
across  the  more  stationary  shadows  of  pillar  and  mullion, 
and  making  his  way  toward  a  little  tinsel  Madonna  hang- 
ing in  a  retired  spot  near  the  choir.  Amid  all  Ihe  sub- 
limities of  the  mighty  cathedral,  poor  Sarti  had  fixed  on 
this  tinsel  Madonna  as  the  symbol  of  divine  mercy  and 
protection, — just  as  a  child  in  the  presence  of  a  great  land- 
scape, sees  none  of  the  glories  of  wood  and  sky,  but  sets 
its  heart  on  a  floating  feather  or  insect  that  happens  to  be 
on  a  level  with  its  eye.  Here,  then,  Sarti  worshipped  and 
prayed,  setting  Caterina  on  the  floor  by  his  side;  and  now 
and  then,  when  the  cathedral  lay  near  some  place  where 
he  had  to  call,  and  did  not  like  to  take  her,  he  would  leave 
her  there  in  front  of  the  tinsel  Madonna,  where  she  would 
sit,  perfectly  good,  amusing  herself  with  low  crowing 
noises  and  see-sawing  of  her  tiny  body.  And  when  Sarti 
came  ba,ck,  he  always  found  that  the  Blessed  Mother  had 
taken  good  care  of  Caterina. 

That  was  briefly  the  history  of  Sarti,  who  fulfilled  so 
well  the  orders  Lady  Cleverel  gave  him,  that  she  seat  him 
«.way  again  with  a  stock  of  new  work.      But  this  time. 
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week  after  week  passed,  and  he  neither  reappeared  nor 
sent  home  tlie  music  intrusted  to  him.  Lady  Cheverel 
began  to  be  anxious,  and  was  thinking  of  sending  Warren 
to  inquire  at  the  address  Sarti  had  given  her,  when  one 
day,  as  she  was  equipped  for  driving  out,  the  valet  brought 
in  a  small  piece  of  paper,  which,  he  said,  had  been  left  for 
her  ladyship  by  a  man  who  was  carrying  fruit.  The  paper 
contaii^ied  only  three  tremulous  lines,  in  Italian: — 

*^  Will  the  Eccelentissima,  for  the  love  of  God,  have 
pity  on  a  dying  man,  and  come  to  him?^^ 

Lady  Cheverel  recognized  the  handwriting  as  Sarti^s  in 
spite  of  its  tremulousness,  and,  going  down  to  her  carriage, 
ordered  the  Milanese  coachman  to  drive  to  Strada  Quin- 
quagesima,  Numero  10.  The  coach  stopped  in  a  dirty, 
narrow  street  opposite  La  Pazzini^s  fruit-shop,  and  that 
large  specimen  of  womanhood  immediately  presented  her- 
self at  the  door,  to  the  extreme  disgust  of  Mrs.  Sharp,  who 
remarked  privately  to  Mr.  Warren  that  La  Pazzini  was  a 
^^hijeous  porpis."  The  fruit-woman,  however,  was  all 
smiles  and  deep  curtsies  to  the  Eccelentissima,  who,  not 
very  well  understanding  her  Milanese  dialect,  abbreviated 
the  conversation  by  asking  to  be  shown  at  once  to  Signer 
Sarti.  La  Pazzini  preceded  her  up  the  dark,  narrow  stairs, 
and  opened  the  door,  through  which  she  begged  her  lady- 
ship to  enter.  Directly  opposite  the  door  lay  Sarti,  on  a 
low,  miserable  bed.  His  eyes  were  glazed,  and  no  move- 
ment indicated  that  he  was  conscious  of  their  entrance. 

On  the  foot  of  the  bed  was  seated  a  tiny  child,  appar- 
ently not  three  years  old,  her  head  covered  by  a  linen  cap, 
her  feet  clothed  with  leather  boots,  above  which  her  little 
yellow  legs  showed  thin  and  naked.  A  frock,  made  of 
what  had  once  been  a  gay  flowered  silk,  was  her  only  other 
garment.  Her  large  dark  eyes  shone  from  out  her  queer 
little  face  like  two  precious  stones  in  a  grotesque  image 
carved  in  old  ivory.  She  held  an  empty  medicine  bottle 
in  her  hand,  and  was  amusing  herself  with  putting  the 
cork  in  and  drawing  it  out  again  to  hear  how  it  would 
pop. 

La  Pazzini  went  up  to  the  bed  and  said,  "Ecco  la  nobil- 
issima  donna !^^  but  directly  after  screamed  out,  "Holy 
mother!  he  is  dead!^^ 

It  was  so.  The  entreaty  had  not  been  sent  in  time  for 
Sarti  to  carry  out  his  project  of  asking  the  great  English 
lady  to  take  care  of  his  Caterina.  That  was  the  thought 
which  haunted  his  feeble  brain  as  soon  as  he  began  to  fear 
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that  his  illness  would  end  in  death.  She  had  wealth — she 
wais  kind — she  would  surely  do  something  for  the  poor 
orphan.  And  so,  at  last,  he  sent  that  scrap  of  paper  which 
won  the  fulfillment  of  his  prayer,  though  he  did  not  live  to 
utter  it.  Lady  Cheverel  gave  La  Pazzini  money  that  the  last 
decencies  might  be  paid  to  the  dead  man,  and  carried  away 
Caterina,  meaning  to  consult  Sir  Christopher  as  to  what 
shouia  be  done  with  her.  Even  Mrs.  Sharp  had  been  so 
smitten  with  pity  by  the  scene  she  had  witnessed  when  she 
was  summoned  up-stairs  to  fetch  Caterina  as  to  shed  a 
small  tear,  though  she  was  not  at  all  subject  to  that  weak- 
ness; indeed,  she  abstained  from  it  on  principle,  because, 
as  she  often  said,  it  was  known  to  be  the  worst  thing  in 
the  world  for  the  eyes. 

On  the  way  back  to  her  hotel.  Lady  Cheverel  turned 
over  various  jjrojects  in  her  mind  regarding  Caterina,  but 
at  last, one  gained  the  preference  over  all  the  rest.  Why 
should  they  not  take  the  child  to  England  and  bring  her 
up  there?  They  had  been  married  twelve  years,  yet  Chev- 
erel Manor  was  cheered  by  no  children's  voices,  and  the 
old  house  would  be  all  the  better  for  a  little  of  that  music. 
Besides  it  would  be  a  Christian  work  to  train  this  little 
Papist  into  a  good  Protestant,  and  graft  as  much  English 
fruit  as  possible  on  the  Italian  stem. 

Sir  Christopher  listened  to  this  plan  with  hearty  acqui- 
escence. He  loved  children,  and  took  at  once  to  the  little 
black-eyed  monkey — his  name  for  Caterina  all  through  her 
short  life.  But  neither  he  nor  Lady  Cheverel  had  any 
idea  of  adopting  her  as  their  daughter,  and  giving  her 
their  own  rank  in  life.  They  were  much  too  English  and 
aristocratic  to  think  of  anything  so  romantic.  No  the 
child  would  be  brought  up  at  Cheverel  Manor  as  a  prote- 
gee, to  be  ultimately  useful,  perhaps,  in  sorting  worsteds, 
keeping  accounts,  reading  aloud,  smd  otherwise  supplying 
the  place  of  spectacles  when  her  ladyship's  eyes  should 
wax  dim. 

So  Mrs.  Sharp  had  to  procure  new  clothes,  to  replace 
the  linen  cap,  flowered  frock,  and  leathern  boots;  and 
now  strange  to  say,  little  Caterina,  who  had  suffered 
many  unconscious  evils  in  her  existence  of  thirty  moons, 
first  began  to  know  conscious  troubles.  ^^  Ignorance/' 
says  Ajax,  ^^  is  a  painless  evil;"  so,  I  should  think,  is  dirt, 
considering  the  merry  faces  that  go  along-with  it.  At  any 
rate  cleanliness  is  sometimes  a  painful  good,  as  any  one 
can  vouch  who  has  had  his  face  washed  the  wrong  way,  by 
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a  pitiless  hand  with  a  gold  ring  on  the  third  finger.  If 
you,  reader,  have  not  known  that  initiatory  anguish,  it  is 
idle  to  expect  that  you  will  form  any  approximate  concep- 
tion of  what  Caterina  endured  under  Mrs.  Sharp's  new 
dispensation  of  soap  and  water.  Happily^,  this  purgatory 
came  presently  to  be  associated  in  her  tiny  brain  with  4, 
passage  straightway  to  a  seat  of  bliss — the  sofa  in  Lady 
Cheverel's  sitting  room  where  there  were  toys  to  be 
broken,  a  ride  was  to  be  had  on  Sir  Christopher's  knee, 
and  a  spaniel  of  resigned  temper  was  prepared  to  undergo 
small  tortures  without  flinching. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 


In  three  months  from  the  time  of  Caterina's  adoption — 
namely,  in  the  late  autumn  of  1773^  the  chimneys  of 
Cheverel  Manor  were  sending  up  unwonted  smoke,  and 
the  servants  were  awaiting  in  excitement  the  return  of 
their  master  and  mistress  after  a  two  years'  absence. 
Great  was  the  astonishment  of  Mrs.  Bellamy,  the  house- 
-keeper,  when  Mr.  Warren  lifted  a  little  black-eyed  child 
out  of  the  carriage,  and  great  was  Mrs.  Sharp's  sense 
of  superior  information  and  experience,  as  she  detailed 
Caterina's  history,  interspersed  with  copious  comments, 
to  the  rest  of  the  upper  servants  that  evening,  as  they 
were  taking  a  comfortable  glass  of  grog  together  in  the 
housekeeper's  room. 

A  pleasant  room  it  was  as  any  party  need  desire  to 
muster  in  on  a  cold  November  evening.  The  fireplace 
alone  was  a  picture:  a  wide  and  deep  recess  with  a  low 
brick  altar  in  the  middle,  where  great  logs  of  dry  wool 
sent  myriad  sparks  up  the  dark  chimney-throat;  and  over 
the  front  of  this  recess  a  large  wooden  entablature  bearing 
this  motto,  finely  carved  in  old  English  letters,  "Fear  God 
and  Jionor  the  Kmg,"  And  beyond  the  party,  who  formed 
a  half-moon  with  their  chairs  and  well-furnished  table 
round  this  bright  fireplace,  what  a  space  of  chiaroscuro 
for  the  imagination  to  revel  in !  Stretching  across  the  far 
end  of  the  room,  what  an  oak  table,  high  enough  surely 
for  Homer's  gods,  standing  on  four  massive  legs,  bossed 
and  bulging  like  sculptured  urns!  and,  lining  the  distant 
wall,  what   vast  cupboards,  suggestive  of  inexhaustible 


MR.  GILFIL^S  LOVE-STORY.  367 

apricot  jam  and  promiscuous  butler's  perquisites!  Astray 
picture  or  two  had  found  their  way  down  there,  and  made 
agreeable  patches  of  dark  brown  on  the  buff-colored  walls. 
High  over  the  loud-resounding  double  door  hung  one 
which,  from  some  indications  of  a  face  looming  out  of 
blackness,  might,  by  a  great  synthetic  effort,  be  pro- 
nounced a  Magdalen.  Considerably  lower  down  hung  the 
similitude  of  a  hat  and  feathers,  with  portions  of  a  ruff, 
stated  by  Mrs.  Bellamy  to  represent  Sir  Francis  Bacon, 
who  invented  gunpowder,  and,  in  her  opinion,  ^^  might 
ha'  been  better  emplyed.'^ 

But  this  evening  the  mind  is  but  slightly  arrested  by 
the  great  Verulam,  and  is  in  the  humor  to  think  a^ead 
philosopher  less  interesting  than  a  living  gardener,  who 
sits  conspicuous  in  the  half -circle  round  the  fireplace. 
Mr.  Bates  is  habitually  a  guest  in  the  housekeeper's  room 
of  an  evening,  preferring  the  social  pleasures  there  —  the 
feast  of -gossip  and  the  flow  of  grog — to  a  bachelor's  chair 
in  his  charming  thatched  cottage  on  a  little  island,  where 
every  sound  is  remote  but  the  cawing  of  rooks  and  the 
screaming  of  wild  geese:  poetic  sounds,  doubtless,  but, 
humanly  speaking,  not  convivial. 

Mr.  Bates  was  by  no  means  an  average  person,  to  be 
passed  without  special  notice.  He  was  a  sturdy  Yorkshire- 
man,  approaching  forty,  whose  face  nature  seemed  to  have 
colored  when.she  was  in  a  hurry,  and  had  no  time  to  attend 
to  nuances,  for  every  inch  of  him  visible  above  his  neck- 
cloth was  of  one  impartial  redness;  so  that  when  he  was  a-t 
some  distance  your  imagination  was  at  liberty  to  place  his 
lips  anywhere  between  his  ijose  and  chin.  Seen  closer,  his 
lips  were  discerned  to  be  of  a  peculiar  cut,  and  I  fancy  this 
had  something  to  do  with  tne  peculiarity  of  his  dialect, 
which,  as  we  shall  see,  was  individual  rather  than  provin- 
cial. Mr.  Bates  was  further  distinguished  from  the  com- 
mon herd  by  a  perpetual  blinking  of  the  eyes;  and  this, 
together  with  the  red-ro3e  tint  of  his  complexion,  and  a 
way  he  had  of  hanging  his  head  forward,  and  rolling  it 
from  side  to  side  as  he  walked,  gave  him  the  air  of  a 
Bacchus  in  a  blue  apron,  who,  in  the  present  reduced  cir- 
cumstances of  Olympus,  had  taken  to  the  management  of 
his  own  vines.  Yet,  as  glutlions  are  often  thin,  so  sober 
men  are  often  rubicund;  and  Mr.  Bates  was  sober,  with 
that  manly,  British,  churchman-like  sobriety  which  can 
carry  a  few  glasses  of  grog  without  any  perceptible  clarifi- 
cation of  ideas. 
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'^Dang  mv  boottons!''  observed  Mr.  Bates,  who,  at  tlie 
conclusion  of  Mrs.  Sliarp^s  narrative,  felt  himself  urged  to 
his  strongest  interjection,  '^it's  what  I  shouldn't  ha' looked 
for  from  Sir  Cristhifer  an'  my  ledy,  to  bring  a  furrin  child 
into  the  coonthry;  an'  depend  on't,  whether  you  an'  me 
lives  to  see't  or  noo,  it'll  coom  to  soom  harm.  The  first 
sitiation  iver  I  held — it  was  a  hold  hancient  habbey,  wi' 
the  biggest  orchard  o'  apples  an'  pears  you  ever  see — there 
was  a  French  valet,  an'  he  stool  silk  stoockins,  an'  shirts, 
an'  rings,  an'  iverythin'  he  could  ley  his  hands  on,  an'  run 
awey  at  last  wi'  th'  missis's  jewel-box.  They're  all  alaike, 
them  furriners.     It  roons  i'  th'  blood."  • 

"  Well,"  said  Mrs.  Sharp,  with  the  air  of  a  person  who 
held  liberal  views,  but  knew  where  to  draw  the  line,  *'  I'm 
not  a-going  to  defend  the  furriners,  for  I've  as  good  reason 
to  know  what  they  are  as  most  folks,  an'  nobody'll  ever 
hear  me  say  but  what  they're  next  door  to  heathens,  and 
the  hile  they  eat  wi'  their  victuals  is  enough  to  tilrn  any 
Christian's  stomach.  But  for  all  that — an'  for  all  as  the 
trouble  in  respect  o'  ^vashin'  and  managin'  has  fell  upo'  me 
through  the  journey — I  can't  say  but  what  I  think  as  my 
Lady  an'  Sir  Cristifer's  done  a  right  thing  by  a  hinnicent 
child  as  doesn't  know  its  right  hand  from  its  left,  i'  bring- 
ing it  where  it'll  learn  to  speak  summat  better  nor  gibber- 
ish, and  be  brought  up  i'  the  true  religion.  For  as  for 
them  furrin  churches  as  Sir  Cristifer  is  so  unaccountable 
mad  after,  wi'  pictures  o'  men  an'  women  a-showing  them- 
selves just  for  all  the  world  as  God  made  'em,  I  think,  for 
my  part,  as  it's  almost  a  sin  to  go  into  'em." 

^'  You're  likely  to  have  more,  foreigners,  however,"  said 
Mr.  Warren^  who  liked  to  provoke  the  gardener,  ^*for  Sir 
Christopher  has  engaged  some  Italian  workmen  to  help  in 
the  alterations  in  the  house." 

"Olterations!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bellamy,  in  alarm. 
"What  operations?" 

".Why,"  answered  Mr.  Warren,  "  Sir  Christopher,  as  I 
understand,  is  going  to  make  a  new  thing  of  the  old 
Manor-house,  both  inside  and  out.  And  he.'s  got  port- 
folios full  of  plans  and  pictures  coming.  It  is  to  be  cased 
with  stone,  m  the  Gothic  style — pretty  near  like  the 
churches,  you  know,  as  far  as  I  can  make  out;  and  the 
ceilings  are  to  be  beyond  anything  that's  been  seen  in  the 
country.  Sir  Christopher's  been  giving  a  deal  of  study 
to  it." 

"Dear  heart  alive!"  said  Mrs.  Bellamy,  "we  shall  be 
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pisoned  wi'  lime  and  plaster,  an'  hev  the  house  full  o^ 
workmen  colloguing  wi'  the  maids,  an'  makin'  no  end  o' 
mischief/' 

"  That  ye  may  ley  your  life  on,  Mrs.  Bellamy,"  said  Mr. 
Bates.  "  Howiver,  I'll  noot  denay  that  the  Goothic  stayle's 
prithy  anoof,  an'  it's  woonderful  how  tiear  them  stoon- 
carvers  cuts  oot  the  shapes  o'  the  pine-apples,  an'  sham- 
rucks,  an'  rooses.  I  dare  sey  Sir  Oristhifer  '11  meek  a  naice 
thing  o'  the  Manor,  an'  there  woon't  be  may  gentlemen's 
houses  i'  the  coonthry  as  '11  coom  up  to't,  wi'  sich  a  garden 
an'  pleasure-groons  an'  wall-fruit  as  King  George  maight 
be  prood  on." 

*^  Well,  I  can't  think  as  the  house  can  be  better  nor  it 
is,  Gothic  or  no  Gothic,"  said  Mrs.  Bellamy;  "  an'  I've 
done  the  picklin'  an'  preservin'  in  it  fourteen  year  Michael- 
mas was  a  three  weeks.     But  what  does  my  lady  say  to't?" 

"  My  lady  knows  better  than  cross  Sir  Cristifer  in  what 
he's  set  his  mind  on,"  said  Mr.  Bellamy,  who  objected  to 
the  critical  tone  of  the  conversation.  "  Sir  Cristifer  '11 
hev  his  own  way,  that  you  may  tek  your  oath.  An'  i'  the 
right  on't  too.  He's  a  gentleman  born,  an's  got  the  money. 
But  come,  Mester  Bates,  fill  your  glass,  an'  we'll  drink 
health  an'  happiness  to  his  honor  an'  my  lady,  and  then 
you  shall  give  us  a  song.  Sir  Cristifer  doesn't  come  home 
from  Italy  ivery  night." 

This  demonstrable  position  was  accepted  without  hesita- 
tion as  ground  for  a  toast;  but  Mr.  Bates,  apparently 
thinking  that  his  song  was  not  an  equally  reasonable 
sequence,  ignored  the  second  part  of  Mr.  Bellamy's  pro- 
posal. So  Mrs.  Sharp,  who  had  been  heard  to  say  that  she 
had  no  thoughts  at  all  of  marrying  Mr.  Bates,  though  he 
was  "  a  sensable  fresh-colored  man  as  many  a  woman  'ud 
snap  at  for  a  husband,"  enforced  Mr.  Bellamy's  appeal. 

^*  Come,  Mr.  Bates,  let  us  hear  '  Eoy's  Wife.'  I'd  rather 
hear  a  good  old  song  like  that,  nor  all  the  fine  Italian 
toodlin.^' 

Mr.  Bates,  urged  this  flatteringly,  stuck  his  thumbs  into 
the  armholes  of  his  waistcoat,  threw  himself  back  in  his 
chair  with  his  head  in  that  position  in  which  he  could 
look  directly  toward  the  zenith,  and  struck  up  a  remark- 
ably staccata  rendering  of  ^^  Eoy's  Wife  of  Aldivalloch." 
This  melody  may  certainly  be  taxed  with  excessive  itera- 
tion, but  that  was  precisely  its  highest  recommendation  to 
the  present  audience,  who  found  it  all  the  easier  to  swell 
the  chorus.     Nor  did  it  at  all  diminish  their  pleasure  that 
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the  only  particular  concerning  "  Boy^s  Wife/^  which  Mr. 
Bates's  enunciation  allowed  them  to  gather,  was  that  she 
^^chated"  him,— whether  in  the  matter  of  garden  stuff  or 
some  other  commodity,  or  why  her  name  should,  in  conse- 
quence, be  repeatedly  reiterated  with  exultation,  remain- 
inff  an  agreeable  mystery. 

Mr.  Bates's  song  formed  the  climax  of  the  evening's 
good-fellowship,  and  the  party  soon  after  dispersed — Mrs. 
Bellamy  perhaps  to  dream  of  quicyime  flying  among  her 
preserving-pans,  or  of  love-sick  housemaids  reckless  of 
unswept  corners — and  Mrs.  Sharp  to  sink  into  pleasant 
visions  of  independent  housekeeping  in.  Mr.  Bates's  cot- 
tage, with  no  bells  to  answer,  and  with  fruit  and  vegeta- 
bles ad  libitum, 

Caterina  soon  conquered  all  prejudices  against  her  for- 
eign blood;  for  what  prejudices  will  hold  out  against  help- 
lessness and  broken  prattle?  She  became  the  pet  of  the 
household,  thrusting  Sir  Christopher's  favorite  bloodhound 
of  that  day,  Mrs.  Bellamy's  two  canaries,  and  Mr,  Bates's 
largest  Dorking  hen>  into  a  merely  secondary  position. 
The  consequence  was,  that  in  the  space  of  a  summer's  day 
she  went  through  a  great  cycle  of  experiences,  commencing 
with  the  somewhat  acidulated  good-will  of  Mrs.  Sharp^ 
nursery  discipline.  Then  came  the  grave  luxury  of  her 
ladyship's  sitting-room,  and,  perhaps,  the  dignity  of  a  ride 
on  Sir  Christopher's  knee,  sometimes  followed  by  a  visit 
with  him  to  the  stables,  where  Caterina  soon  learned  to 
hear  without  crying  the  baying  of  the  chained  blood- 
hounds, and  to  say,  with  ostentatious  bravery,  clinging 
to  Sir  Christopher's  leg  all  the  time,  ^^Deynot  hurt  Tina. 
Then  Mrs.  Bellamy  would  perhaps  be  going  out  to  gather 
the  rose-leaves  and  lavender,  and  Tina  was  made  proud 
and  happy  by  being  allowed  to  carry  a  handful  in  her  pina- 
fore; happier  still  when  they  were  spread  out  on  sheets  to 
dry,  so  that  she  could  sit  down  like  a  frog  among  them, 
and  have  them  poured  over  her  in  fragrant  showers. 
Another  f  requeunt  pleasure  was  to  take  a  journey  with  Mr, 
Bates  through  the  kitchen-gardens  and  the  hothouses, 
where  the  rich  bunches  of  green  and  purple  grapes  hung 
from  the  roof,  far  out  of  reach  of  the  tiny  yellow  hand 
that  could  not  help  stretching  itself  out  toward  them; 
though  the  hand  was  sure  at  last  to  be  satisfied  with 
some  delicately  -  flavored  fruit  or  sweet-scented  flower. 
Indeed,  in  the  long  monotonous  leisure  of  that  great 
country-house,   you   may  be  sure  there  was  always  some 
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one  who  had  nothing  better  to  do  than  to  play  with  Tina. 
So  that  the  little  southern  bird  had  its  northern  nest  lined 
with  ^tenderness,  and  caresses,  and  pretty  things.  A  lov- 
ing sensitive  nature  was  too  likely,  under  such  nurture,  to 
have  its  susceptibility  heightened  into  unfitness  for  an 
encounter  with  any  harder  experience;  all  the  more, 
because  there  were  gleams  of  fierce  resistance  to  any  disci* 
pline  that  had  a  harsh  or  unloving  aspect.  For  the  only 
thing  in  which  Caterina  showed  any  precocity  was  a  certain 
ingenuity  in  vindictiveness.  When  she  was  five  years  old 
she  had  revenged  herself  for  an  unpleasant  prohibition  by 
pouring  the  ink  into  Mrs.  Sharp's  work-basket;  and  once, 
when  Lady  Cheverel  took  her  doll  from  her,  because  she 
was  affectionately  licking  the  paint  off  its  face,  the  little 
minx  straightway  climbed  on  a  chair  and  threw  down  a 
flower-vase  that  stood  on  a  bracket.  This  was  almost  the 
only  instance  in  which  her  anger  overcame  her  awe  of 
•Lady  Cheverel,  who  had  the  ascendancy  always  belonging 
to  kindness  that  never  melts  into  caresses,  and  is  severely 
but  uniformly  beneficent. 

By-and-by  the  happy  monotony  of  Cheverel  Manor  was 
broken  upon  in  tlie  wa-y  Mr.  Warren  had  announced, 
l^he  roads  through  the  park  were  cut  up  by  wagons  carry- 
ing loads  of  stone  from  a  neighboring  quarry,  the  green 
courtyard  became  dusty  with  lime,  and  the  peaceful  house 
rang  with  the  sound  of  tools.  For  the  next  ten  years  Sir 
Christopher  was  occupied  with  the  architectural  metamor- 
phosis of  his  old  family  mansion;  thus  anticipating, 
through  the  prompting  of  his  individual  taste,  that  gen- 
eral reaction  from  the  insipid  imitation  of  the  Palladian 
style,  toward  a  restoration  of  the  Gothic,  which  marked 
the  close  of  the  eighteenth  century.  This  was  the  object 
he  had  set  his  heart  on,  with  a  singleness  of  determination 
which  was  regarded  with  not  a  little  contempt  by  his  fox- 
hunting neighbors,  who  wondered  greatly  that  a  man  with 
some  of  the  best  blood  in  England  in  his  veins,  should  be 
mean  enough  to  economise  m  his  celler,  and  reduce  his 
stud  to  two  old  coach-horses  and  a  hack,  for  the  sake  of 
riding  a  hobby,  and  playing  the  architect.  Their  wives 
did  not  see  so  much  to  blame  in  the  matter  of  the  cellar 
and  stables,  but  they  were  eloquent  in  pity  for  poor  Lady 
Cheverel,  who  had  to  live  in  no  more  than  three  rooms  at 
once,  and  who  must  be  distracted  with  noises,  and  have  her 
constitution  undermined  by  unhealthy  smells.  It  was  as 
bad  as  having  a  husband  with  an  asthma.     Why  did  not 
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Sir  Christopher. take  a  house  for  her  at  Bath,  or,  at  least,  if 
he  must  spend  his  time  in  overlooking  workmen,  somewhere 
in  the  neighborhood  of  the  Manor?  This  pity  was  quite 
gratuitous,  as  the  most  plentiful  pity  always  is,  for,  though 
Lady  Cheverel  did  not  share  her  husband's  architectural 
enthusiasm,  she  had  too  rigorous  a  view  of  a  wife's  duties, 
and  too  profound  a  deference  for  Sir  Christopher  to  regard 
submission  as  a  grievance.  As  for  Sir  Christopher,  he  was 
perfectly  indifferent  to  criticism.  "An  obstinate,  crotchety 
man,''  said  his  neighbors.  But  I,  who  have  seen  Cheverel 
Manor,  as  ho  bequeathed  it  to  his  heirs,  rather  attribute 
that  unswerving  architectural  purpose  of  his,  conceived  and 
carried  out  through  long  years  of  systematic  personal 
exertion,  to  something  of  th^  favor  of  genius,  as  well  as 
inflexibility  of  will;  and  in  walking  through  those  rooms, 
with  their  splendid  ceilings  and  their  meagre  furniture, 
which  tell  how  all  the  spare  money  had  been  absorbed 
before  personal  comfort  was  thought  of,  I  have  felt  that* 
there  dwelt  in  this  old  English  baronet  some  of  that  sub- 
lime spirit  which  distinguishes  art  from  luxury,,  and  wor- 
ships beauty  apart  from  self-indulgence. 

While  Cheverel  Manor  was  growing  from  ugliness  into 
beauty,  Caterina  too  was  growing  from  a  little  yellow 
bantling  into  a  whiter  maiden,  with  no  positive  beauty 
indeed,  but  with  a  certain  light,  airy  grace,  which,  with 
her  large,  appealing  dark  eyes,  and  a  voice  that,  in  its  low- 
toned  tenderness,  recalled  the  love-notes  of  the  stock-dove, 
fave  her  a  more  than  usual  charm.  Unlike  the  building, 
owever,  Caterina's  development  was  the  result  of  no  sys- 
tematic or  careful  appliances.  She  grew  up  very  much 
like  the  primroses,  which  the  gardener  is  not  sorry  to  see 
within  his  enclosure,  but  takes  no  pains  to  cultivate.  Lady 
Cheverel  taught  her  to  read  and  write,  and  say  her  cate- 
chism; Mr.  Warren,  being  a  good  accountant,  gave  her 
lessons  in  arithmetic,  by  her  ladyship's  desire;  and  Mrs. 
Sharp  initiated  her  in  all  the  mysteries  of  the  needle. 
But,  for  a  long  time,  there  was  no  thought  of  giving  her 
any  more  elaborate  education.  It  is  very  likely  that  to 
her  dying  day  Caterina  thought  the  earth  stood  still,  and 
that*  the  sun  and  stars  moved  round  it;  but  so,  for  the 
matter  of  that,  did  Helen,  and  Dido,  and  Desdemona,  and 
Juliet;  whence  I  hope  you  will  not  think  my  Caterina  less 
worthy  to  be  a  heroine  on  that  account.  The  truth  is, 
that,  with  one  exception,  her  only  talent  lay  in  loving;  and 
there,  it  is  probable,  the  most  astronomical  of  women  could 
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not  have  surpassed  her.  Orphan  and  protegee  though  she 
was,  this  supreme  talent  of  hers  found  plenty  of  exercise 
at  Cheverel  Manor,  and  Caterina  had  more  people  to  love 
than  many  a  small  lady  and  gentleman  affluent  in  silver 
mugs  and  blood  relations.  I  think  the  first  place  in  her 
childish  heart  was  given  to  Sir  Christopher,  for  little  girls 
are  apt  to  attach  themselves  to  the  finest-looking  gentle- 
man at  hand,  especially  as  he  seldom  has  anything  to  do 
with  discipline.  Next  to  the  Baronet  came  Dorcas,  the 
merry,  rosy-cheeked  damsel  who  was  Mrs.  Sharp's  lieuten- 
ant in  the  nursery,  and  thus  played  the  part  of  the  raisins 
in  a  dose  of  senna.  It  was  a  black  day  for  Caterina  when 
Dorcas  married  the  coachman,  and  went,  with  a  great 
sense  of  elevation  in  the  world,  to  preside  over  a  "public'' 
in  the  noisy  town  of  Sloppeter.  A  little  china-box,  bear- 
ing the  motto  "Though  lost  to  sight,  to  memory  dear," 
which  Dorcas  sent  her  as  a  remembrance,  was  among 
Caterina's  treasures  ten  years  after. 

The  one  other  exceptional  talent,  you  already  guess, 
was  music.  When  the  fact  that  Caterina  had  a  remark- 
able ear  for  music,  and  a  still  more  remarkable  voice, 
attracted  Lady  Cheverel's  notice,  the  discovery  was  very 
welcome  both  to  her  and  Sir  Christopher.  Her  musical 
education  became  at  once  an  object  of  interest.  Lady 
Cheverel  devoted  much  time  to  it;  and  the  rapidity  of 
Tina's  progress  surpassing  all  hopes,  an  Italian  singing- 
master  was  engaged,  for  several  years,  to  spend  some 
months  together  at  Cheverel  Manor.  This  unexpected 
gift  made  a  great  alteration  in  Caterina's  position.  After 
those  first  years  in  which  little  girls  are  petted  like  puppies 
and  kittens,  there  comes  a  time  when  it  seems  less  obvious 
what  they  can  be  ^ood  for,  especially' when,  like  Caterina, 
they  give  no  particular  promise  of  cleverness  or  beauty; 
and  it  is  not  surprising  that  in  that  uninteresting  period 
there  was  no  particular  plan  formed  as  to  her  future 
position.  She  could  always  help  Mrs.  Sharp,  supposing 
she  were  fit  for  nothing  else,  as  she  grew  up;  out  now  this 
rare  gift  of  song  endeared  her  to  lady  Cheverel,  who  loved 
music  above  all  things,  and  it  associated  her  at  once 
with  the  pleasures  of  the  drawing-room.  Insensibly  she 
came  to  be  regarded  as  one  of  the  family,  and  the  servants 
began  to  understand  that  Miss  Sarti  was  to  be  a  lady 
after  all. 

"And  the  raight  on't,  to,"  said  Mr.  Bates,  "  for  she  hasn't 
tbe  cut  of  a  ^ell  as  must  work  for  her  bread;  she's  as  uesH 
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BXi'  dilicate  as  a  paich-blossom — welly  laike  a  linnet,  wi* 
on\  joost'body  anoof  to  hold  her  voice."    ' 

But  long  before  Tina  had  reached  this  stage  of  her 
history,  a  new  era  had  begun  for  her,  in  the  arrival  of  a 
younger  companion  than  any  she  had  hitherto  known. 
When  she  was  no  more  than  seven,  a  ward  of  Sir  Chris- 
topher's— a  lad  of  fifteen,  Maynard  Grilfil  by  name — began 
to  spend  his  vacations  at  Cheverel  Manor,  and  found  there 
no  playfellow  so  much  to  his  mind  as  Caterina.  Maynard 
was  an  affectionate  lad,  who  retained  a  propensity  to  white 
rabbits,  pet  squirrels,  and  guinea-pigs,  perhaps  a  little 
beyond  the  age  at  which  young  gentlemen  usually  look 
down  on  such  pleasures  as  puerile.  He  was  also  much 
given  to  fishing,  and  to  carpentry,  considered  as  a  fine  art, 
without  any  base  view  to  utility.  And  in  all  these  plea- 
sures it  was  his  delight  to  have  Caterina  as  his  companion, 
to  call  her  little  pet  names,  answer  her  wondering  questions, 
and  have  her  toddling  after  him  as  you  may  have  seen  a 
Blenheim  spaniel  trotting  after  a  large  setter.  Whenever 
Maynard  went  back  to  school,  there  was  a  little  scene  of 
parting. 

^'  You  won't  forget  me,  Tina,  before  I  come  back  again? 
I  shall  leave  you  all  the  whip-cord  we've  made;  and  don't 
you  let  Guinea  die.  Come,  give  me  a  kiss,  and  promise 
not  to  forget  me." 

As  the  years  wore  on,  and  Maynard  passed  from  school 
to  college,  and  from  a  slim  lad  to  a  stalwart  young  man, 
their  companionship  in  the  vacations  necessarily  took  a 
different  form,  but  it  retained  a  brotherly  and  sisterly 
familiarity.  With  Maynard  the  boyish  affection  had  insensi- 
bly grown  into  ardent  love.  Among  all  the  many  kinds  of 
first  love,  that  which  begins  in  childish  companionship  is 
the  strongest  and  most  enduring:  when  passion  comes  to 
unite  its  force  to  long  affection,  love  is  at  its  spring-tide. 
And  Maynard  Gilfil's  love  was  of  a  kind  to  make  him 
prefer  being  tormented  by  Caterina  to  any  pleasure,  apart 
from  her,  which  the  most  benevolent  magician  could  have 
devised  for  him.  It  is  the  way  with  those  tall,  large- 
limbed  men,  from  Samson  downward.  As  for  Tina,  the 
little  minx  was  perfectly  well  aware  that  Maynard  was 
her  slave;  he  was  the  one  person  in  the  world  whom  she 
did  as  she  pleased  with;  and  I  need  not  tell  you  that  this 
was  a  symptom  of  her  being  perfectly  heart-whole  so  far 
as  he  was  concerned:  for  a  passionate  woman's  love  i§ 
always  overshadowed  by  fear, 
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Maynard  Oilfil  did  not  deceive  himself  in  his  interpre- 
tation of  Caterina's  feelings,  but  he  nursed  the  hoj^e  thnt 
some  time  or  other  she  would  at  least  care  enough  for  him 
to  accept  his  love.  So  he  waited  patiently  for  the  day 
when  he  might  venture  to  say,  ^^Caterina,  I  love  you!" 
You  see,  he  would  have  been  content  with  very  little,  being 
one  of  those  men  who  pass  through  life  without  making 
the  least  clamor  about  themselves;  thinking  neither  the 
cut  of  his  coat,  nor  the  flavor  of  his  soup,  nor  the  precise 
depth  of  a  servant's  bow,  at  all  momentous.  He  thought — 
foolishly  enough,  as  lovers  toill  think — that  it  was  a  good 
augury  for  him  when  he  came  to  be  domesticated  at  Chcv- 
erel  Manor  in  the  quality  of  chaplain  there,  and  curate  of 
a  neighboring  parish;  judging  falsely,  from  his  own  case, 
that  habit  and  affection  were  the  likeliest  avenues  to  love. 
Sir  Christopher  satisfied  several  feelings  in  installing  May- 
nard as  chaplain  in  his  house.  He  liked  the  old-fashioned 
dignity  of  that  domestic  appendage;  he  liked  his  ward's 
companionship;  and,  as  Maynard  had  some  private  fortune, 
he  might-  take  life  easily  in  that  agreeable  home,  keeping 
his  hunter,  and  observing  a  mild  regimen  of  clerical  cluty, 
until  the  Cumbermoor  living  should  fall  in,  when  he 
might  be  settled  for  life  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  Manor. 
"  With  Caterina  for  a  wife,  too,"  Sir  Christopher  soon 
began  to  think;  for  though  the  good  Baronet  was  not  at 
all  quick  to  suspect  what  was  unpleasant  and  opposed  to 
his  views  of  fitness,  he  was  quick  to  see  what  would  dove- 
tail with  his  own  plans;  and  he  had  at  first  guessed,  and 
then  ascertained,  by  direct  inquiry,  the  state  of  Maynard's 
feelings.  He  at  once  leaped  to  the  conclusion  that 
Caterina  was  of  the  same  mind,  or  at  least  would  be,  when 
she  was  old  enough.  But  these  were  too  early  days  for 
anything  definite  to  be  said  or  done. 

Meanwhile,  new  circumstances  were  arising,  which, 
though  they  made  no  change  in  Sir  Christopher's  plans 
and  pospects,  converted  Mr.  Gilfil's  hopes  into  anxieties, 
and  made  it  clear  t^  him  not  only  that  Caterina's  heart 
was  never  likely  to  be  his,  but  that  it  was  given  entirely  to 
another. 

Once  or  twice  in  Caterina's  childhood  there  had  been 
another  boy-visitor  at  the  Manor,  younger  than  Maynard 
Gilfil — a  beautiful  boy  with  brown  curls  and  splendid 
clothes,  on  whom  Caterina  had  looked  with  shy  admira- 
tion. This  was  Anthony  Wybrow,  the  son  of  Sir  Christo- 
pher's younger  sister,  and  chosen  heir  of  Cheverel  Manor. 
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The  Baronet  had  sacrificed  a  large  sum,  aiTid  even  strait- 
ened the  resources  by  which  he  was  to  carry  out  his  archi- 
tectural schemes,  for  the  sake  of  removing  the  entail  from 
his  estate,  and  making  this  boy  his  heir — moved  to  the 
step,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  by  an  implacable  quarrel  with  his 
elder  sister;  for  a  power  of  forgiveness  was  not  among 
Sir  Christopher's  virtues.  At  length,  on  the  death  of 
Anthony's  mother,  when  he  was  no  longer  a  curly-headed 
boy,  but  a  tall  young  man,  with  a  captain's  commission, 
Cheverel  Manor  became  his  home  too,  whenever  he  was 
absent  from  his  regiment.  Caterina  was  then  a  little 
woman,  between  sixteen  and  seventeen,  and  1  need  not 
spend  many  words  in  explaining  what  you  perceive  to  be 
tne  most  natural  thing  in  the  world. 

There  was  little  company  kept  at  the  Manor,  and  Cap- 
tain Wybrow  would  have  been  much  duller  if  Caterina  had 
not  been  there.  It  was  pleasant  to  pay  her  attentions — to 
speak  to  her  in  gentle  tones,  to  see  her  little  flutter  of 
pleasure,  the  blush  that  just  lit  up  her  pale  check,  and  the 
momentary  timid. glance  of  her  dark  eyes,  when  he  praised 
her  singing,  leaning  at  her  side  over  the  piano.  Pleasant, 
too,  to  cut  out  that  chaplain  with  his  large  calves!  What 
idle  man  can  withstand  the  temptati*on  of  a  woman  to  fas- 
cinate, and  another  man  to  eclipse? — especially  when  it  is 
quite  clear  to  himself  that  he  means  no  mischief,  and  shall 
leave  everything  to  come  right  again  by-and-by.  At  the 
end  of  eighteen  months,  however,  during  which  Captain 
Wybrow  had  spent  much  of  his  time  at  the  Manor,  he 
found  that  matters  had  reached  a  point  which  he  had  not 
at  all  contemplated.  Gentle  tones  had  led  to  tender 
words,  and  tender  words  had  called  forth  a  response  of 
looks  which  made  it  impossible  not  to  carry  on  the 
crescendo  of  love-making.  To  find  one's  self  adored  by  a 
little,  graceful,  dark-eyed,  sweet-singing  woman,  whom  no 
one  need  despise,  is  an  agreeable  sensation,  comparable  to 
smoking  the  finest  Latakia,  and  also  imposes  some  return 
of  tenderness  as  a  duty. 

Perhaps  you  think  that  Captain  Wybrow,  who  knew 
that  it  would  be  ridiculous  to  dream  of  his  marrying 
Caterina,  must  have  been  a  reckless  libertine  to  win  her 
affections  in  this  manner!  Not  at  all.  He  was  a  young 
man  of  calm  passions,  who  was  rarely  led  into  any  conduct 
of  which  he  could  not  give  a  plausibleji,ccount  to  himself; 
and  the  tiny  fragile  Caterina  was  a  woman  who  touched  the 
imagination  and  the  affections  rather  than  the  senses.    He 
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really  felt  very  kindly  toward  her,  and  would  very  likely 
have  loved  her — if  he  had  been  able  to  love  any  one.  But 
nature  had  not  endowed  him  with  that  capability.  8he 
had  given  him  an  admirable  figure,  the  whitest  of  hands, 
the  most  delicate  of  nostrils,  and  a  large  amount  of  serene 
self-satisfaction;  but,  as  if  to  save  such  a  delicate  piece  of 
work  from  any  risk  of  being  shattered,  she  had  guarded 
him  from  the  liability  to  a  strong  emotion.  There  was  no 
list  of  youthful  misdemeanors  on  record  against  him,  and 
Sir  Christopher  and  Lady  Cheverel  thought  him  the  best 
of  nephews,  the  most  satisfactory  of  heirs,  full  of  grateful 
deference  to  themselves,  and,  above  all  things,  guided  by 
a  sense  of  duty.  Captain  Wybrow  always  did  the  thing 
easiest  and  most  agreeable  to  him  from  a  sense  of  duty:  he 
dressed  expensively,  because  it  was  a  duty  he  owed  to  his 
position;  from  a  sense  of  duty  he  adapted  himself  to  Sir 
Christopher^s  inflexible  will,  which  it  would  have  been 
troublesome  as  well  as  useless  to  resist;  and,  being  of  a 
delicate  constitution,  he  took  care  of  his  health  from  a 
sense  of  duty.    His  health  was  the  only  point  on  which  he 

fave  anxiety  to  his  friends;  and  it  was  owing  to  this  that 
ir  Christopher  wished  to  see  his  newhew  early  married, 
the  more  so-  as  a  match  after  the  Baronet^s  own  heart 
appeared  immediately  attainable.  Anthony  had  seen  and 
admired  Miss  Assher,  the  only  child  of  a  lady  who  had 
been  Sir  Christopher's  earliest  love,  but  who,  as  things 
will  happen  in  this  world,  had  married  another  baronet 
instead  of  him.  Miss  Assher's  father  was  now  dead,  and 
she  was  in  possession  of  a  pretty  estate.  If,  as  was  prob- 
able, she  should  prove  susceptible  to  the  merits  of 
Anthony's  person  and  character,  nothing  could  make  Sir 
Christopher  so  h«^)py  as  to  see  a  marriage  which  might  be 
expected  to  secure  the  inheritance  of  Cheverel  Manor  from 

fetting  into  the  wrong  hands.  Anthony  had  already  been 
indly  received  by  Lady  Assher  as  the  nephew  of  her  early 
friend;  why  should  he  not  go  to  Bath,  where  she  and  her 
daughter  were  then  residing,  follow  up  the  acquaintance, 
and  win  a  handsome,  well-born,  and  suflBciently  wealthy 
bride? 

Sir  Christopher's  wishes  were  communicated  to  his 
nephew,  who  at  once  intimated  his  willingness  to  comply 
with  them — ^from  a  sense  of  duty.  Caterina  was  tenderly 
informed  by  her  lover  of  the  sacrifice  demanded  from  them 
both;  and  three  days  afterward  occurred  the  parting  scene 


378  SCEJSE6   OF   CLKHiCAL  LLFE. 

y^u  have  witnessed  in  the  gallery,  on  the  eve  of  Captain 
Wybrow's  departure  for  Bath. 


OHAPTEK   V. 


The  inexorable  ticking  of  the  clock  is  like  the  throb  of 
pain  to  sensations  made  keen  by  a  sickening  fear.  And  so 
it  is  with  the  great  clockwork  of  nature.  Daisies  and 
buttercups  give  way  to  the  brown  waving  grasses,  tinged 
with  the  warm  red  sorrel;  the  waving  grasses  are  swept 
away,  and  the  meadows  lie  like  emeralds  set  in  the  busny 
hedgerows;  the  tawny-tipped  corn  begins  to  bow  with  the 
weight  of  the  full  ear;  the  reapers  are  bending  amongst  it, 
and  it  soon  stands  in  sheaves;  then,  presently,  the  patches 
of  yellow  stubble  lie  side  by  side  with  streaks  of  dark-red 
earth,  which  the  plow  is  turning  up  in  preparation  for  the 
new-threshed  seed.  And  this  passage  from  beauty  to 
beauty,  which  to  the  happy  is  like  the  flow  of  a  melody, 
measures  for  many  a  human  heart  the  approach  of  foreseen 
anguish — seems  hurrying  on  the  moment  when  the  shadow 
of  dread  will  be  followed  up  by  the  reality  of  despair. 

How  cruelly  hasty  that  summer  of  1788  seemed  to 
Caterina!  Surely  the  roses  vanished  earlier,  and  the 
berries  on  the  mountain-ash  were  more  impatient  to  red- 
den, and  bring  on  the  autumn,  when  she  would  be  face  to 
face  with  her  misery,  and  witness  Anthony  giving  all  his 
gentle  tones,  tender  words,  and  soft  looks  to  another. 

Before  the  end  of  July,  Captain  Wybrow  had  written 
word  that  Lady  Assher  and  her  daughter  were  about  to  fly 
from  the  heat  and  gaiety  of  Bath  to  the  shady  quiet  of 
their  place  at  Farleigh,  and  that  he  was  invited  to  join  the 
party  "there.  His  letters  imi)lied  that  he  was  on  an  excel- 
lent footing  with  both  the  ladies,  and  gave  no  hint  of  a 
rival;  so  that  Sir  Christopher  was  more  than  usually  bright 
and  cheerful  after  reading  them.  At  length,  toward  the 
close  of  August,  came  the  announcement  that  Captain 
Wybrow  was  an  accepted  lover,  and  after  much  compli- 
mentary and  congratulatory  correspondence  between  the 
two  families,  it  was  understood  that  in  September  Lady 
Assher  and  her  daughter  would  pay  a  visit  to  Cheverel 
Manor,  when  Buatrico  w^uld  make  the  acquaintance  of 
her  future  relatives,  and  all  ne  dful  arrangements  could  bo 
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discussed.     Captain  Wybrow  would  remain  at  i^arleigh  till 
then,  and  accompany  the  ladies  on  their  journey. 

Jn  the  interval,  every  one  at  Cheverel  Manor  had  some- 
thing to  do  by  way  of  preparing  for  the  visitors.  Sir  Chris- 
topher was  occupied  m  consultations  with  his  steward  and 
lawyer,  and  in  giving  orders  to  every  one  else,  especiallv  in 
spurring  on  Francesco  to  finish  the  saloon.  Mr.  GilfiJ  had 
the  resi)on8ibility  of  procuring  a  lady's  horse,  Miss  Assher 
being  a  great  rider.  Lady  Cheverel  had  unwonted  calls  to 
make  and  invitations  to  deliver.  Mr.  Bate's  turf,  and 
gravel,  and  flower-beds  were  always  at  such  a  point  of 
neatness  and  finish  that  nothing  extraordinary  could  be 
done  in  the  garden,  except  a  little  extraordinary  scolding 
of  the  under-gardener,  and  this  addition  Mr.  Bates  did 
not  neglect. 

Happily  for  Caterina,  she  too  had  her  task,  to  fill  up  the 
long  dreary  daytime:  it  was  to  finish  a  chair-cushion  which 
would  complete  the  set  of  embroidered  covers  for  the  draw- . 
ing-room.  Lady  Cheverel's  year-long  work,  and  the  only 
noteworthy  bit  of  furniture  in  the  Manor.  Over  this 
embroidery  she  sat  with  cold  lips  and  a  palpitating  heart, 
thankful  that  this  miserable  sensation  throughout  the  day- 
time seemed  to  counteract  the  tendency  to  tears  which 
returned  with  night  and  solitude.  She  was  most  frights 
ened  when  Sir  Christopher  approached  her.  The  Baronet's 
eye  was  brighter  and  nis  step  more  elastic  than  ever,  and 
it  seemed  to  him  that  only  the  most  leaden  or  churlish 
souls  could  be  otherwise  than  brisk  and  exulting  in  a  world 
where  everything  went  so  well.  Dear  old  gentleman!  he 
had  gone  through  life  a  little  flushed  with  the  power  of  his 
will,  and  now  his  latest  plan  was  succeeding,  and  Cheverel 
Manor  would  be  inherited  by  a  grand-nephew,  whom  he 
might  even  yet  live  to  see  a  fine  young  fellow  with  at  least 
the  down  on  his  chin.  Why  not?  one  is  still  young  at 
sixty. 

Sir  Christopher  had  always  something  playful  to  say  to 
Caterina. 

^'Now,  little  monkey,  you  must  be  in  your  best  voice; 
you're  the  minstrel  of  the  Manor,  you  know,  and  be  sure 
you  have  a  pretty  gown  and  a  new  ribbon.  You  must  not 
be  dressed  in  russet,  though  you  are  a  singing-bird."  Or 
perhaps,  *^  It  is  your  turn  to  be  courted  next,  Tina.  But 
don't  you  learn  any  naughty  proud  airs.  I  must  have 
Maynard  let  off  easily." 

Caterina's  affection  for  the  old  baronet  helped  her  to 
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summon  up  a  smile  as  he  stroked  her  cheek  and  looked  at 
her  kindly,  but  that  was  the  moment  at  which  she  felt  it 
most  difficult  not  to  burst  out  crying.  Lady  ChevereFs 
conversation  and  presence  were  less  trying;  for  her  lady- 
ship felt  no  more  that  calm  satisfaction  in  this  family 
event;  and  besides,  she  was  further  sobered  by  a  little 
jealousy  at  Sir  Christoi)her's  anticipation  of  pleasure  in 
seeing  Lady  Assher,  enshrined  in  his  memory  as  a  mild- 
eyed  beauty  of  sixteen,  with  whom  he  had  exchanged  looks 
before  he  went  on  his  first  travels.  Lady  Cheverel  would 
have  died  rather  than  confess  it,  but  she  coufdn't  help 
hoping  that  he  would  be  disappointed  in  Lady  Assher,  and 
rather  ashamed  of  having  called  her  so  charming. 

Mr.  Gilfil  watched  Caterina  through  these  days  with 
mixed  feelings.  Her  suffering  went  to  his  heart;  but, 
even  for  her  sake,  he  was  glad  that  a  love  which  could 
never  come  to  good  should  bo  no  longer  fed  by  false  hopes; 
and  how  could  he  help  saying  to  himself,  '*  Perhaps,  after 
a  while,  Caterina  will  be  tired  of  fretting  about  the  cold- 
hearted  puppy,  and  then — ^ — " 

At  length  the  much-expected  day  arrived,  and  the 
brightest  of  September  suns  was  lighting  up  the  yellowing 
lime-trees,  as  about  five  o'clock  Lady  Assher's  carriage 
drove  under  the  portico.  Caterina,  seated  at  her  work  in 
her  own  room,  heard  the  rolling  of  the  wheels,  followed 
presently  by  the  opening  and  shutting  of  doors,  and  the 
sound  of  voices  in  the  corridors.  Eemembering  that  the 
dinner-hour  was  six,  and  that  Lady  Cheverel  had  desired 
her  to  be  in  the  drawing-room  early,  she  started  up  to 
dress,  and  was  delighted  to  ^j^d  herself  feeling  suddenly 
brave  and  strong.  Curiosity  to  see  Miss  Assher — ^the 
thought  that  Anthony  was  in  the  house — the  wish  not  to 
look  unattractive,  were  feelings  that  brought  some  color 
to  her  lips,  and  made  it  easy  to  attend  to  her  toilette. 
They  would  ask  her  to  sing  this  evening,  and  she  would 
sing  well.  Miss  Assher  should  think  her  utterly  insignifi- 
cant. So  she  put  on  her  gray  silk  gown  and  her  cherry- 
colored  ribbon  with  as  much  care  as  if  she  had  been 
herself  the  betrothed;  not  forgetting  the  pair  of  round 
pearl  ear-rings  which  Sir  Christopher  had  told  Lady 
Cheverel  to  give  her,  because  Tina's  little  ears  were  so 
pretty. 

Quick  as  she  had  been,  she  found  Sir  Christopher  and 
Lady  Cheverel  in  the  drawing-room  chatting  with  Mr. 
Gilfil,  and  telling  him  how  han^sonj^  Miss  Assher  was, 
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but  how  entirely  unlike  her  mother — apparently  resemb- 
ling her  father  only. 

^^  Aha!  "said  Sir  Christopher,  as  he  turned  to  look  at 
Caterina,  "what  do  you  think  of  this,  Maynard?  Did 
you  ever  see  Tina  look  so  pretty  before?  Why,  that  little 
grey  gown  has  been  made  out  of  a  bit  of  my  lady^s,  hasn't 
it?  It  doesn't  take  anything  much  larger  than  a  pocket- 
handkerchief  to  dress  that  little  monkey/' 

Lady  Cheverel,  too,  serenely  radiant  in  the  assurance  a 
single  glance  had  given  her  of  Lady  Assher's  inferioriry, 
smiled  approval,  and  Caterina  was  in  one  of  those  moods 
of  self-possession  and  indifference,  which  come  as  an  ebb- 
tide between  the  struggles  of  passion.  She  retired  to  the 
piano,  and  busied  herself 'with  arranging  her  music,  not* 
at  all  insensible  to  the  pleasure  of  being  looked  at  with 
admiration  the  while,  and  thinking  that  the  next  timQ  the 
door  opened.  Captain  Wybrow  would  enter,  .and  she  would 
speak  to  him  quite  cheerfully.  But  when  she  heard  him 
come  in,  and  the  scent  of  roses  floated  toward  her,  her 
heart  gave  one  great  leap.  She  knew  nothing  till  he  was 
pressing  her  hand,  and  saying  in  the  old  easy  way,  "Well, 
Caterina,  how  do  you  do?    You  look  quite  blooming." 

She  felt  her  cheeks  reddening  with  anger  that  he 
could  speak  and  look  with  such  perfect  nonchalance. 
Ah!  he  was  too  deeply  in  love  with  some  one  else  to  remem- 
ber anything  he  had  felt  for  her.  But  the  next  moment 
she  was  conscious  of  her  folly; — "as  if  he  could  show  any 
feeling  then!"  This  conflict  of  emotions  stretched  into  a 
long  interval  the  few  moments  that  elapsed  before  the  door 
opened  again,  and  her  own  attention,  as  well  as  that  of  all 
the  rest,  was  absorbed  by  the  entrance  of  the  two  ladies. 

The  daughter  was  the  more  striking,  from  .the  contrast 
she  presented  to  her  mother,  a  round-shouldered,  middle- 
sized  woman,  who  had  once  had  the  transient  pink-and- 
white  beauty  of  a  blonde,  with  ill-defined  features  ai>d 
early  embonpoint.  Miss  Assher  was  tall,  and  gracefully 
though  substantially  formed,  carrying  herself  with  an  air 
of  mingled  graciousness  and  self-confidence;  her  dark- 
brown  hair,  untouched  by  powder,  hanging  in  bushy  curls 
i^und  her  face,  and  falling  behind  in  long  thick  ringlets 
pearly  to  her  waist.  The  brilliant  carmine  tint  of  her  well- 
rounded  cheeks,  and  the  finely-cut  outline  of  her  straight 
nose,  produced  an  impression  of  splendid  beauty,  in  spite 
of  common-place  brown  eyes,  a  narrow  forehead,  and  thin 
lips.     She  was  in  mourning,  and  the  dead  black  of  her 
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crape  dress,  relieverd  here  and  there  by  jet  ornaments, 
•gave  the  fullest  effect  to  her  complexion,  and  to  the 
rounded  whiteness  of  her  arms,  bare  from  the  elbow.  The 
first  coup  d'mil  was  dazzling,  and  as  she  stood  looking 
down  with  a  gracious  smile  on  Caterina  whom  Lady  Cheve- 
rel  was  presenting  to  her,  the  poor  little  thing  seemed  to 
herself  to  feel,  for  the  first  time,  all  the  folly  of  her  former 
dream. 

*'  We  are  enchanted  with  your  place.  Sir  Christopher/' 
said  Lady  Assher,  with  a  feeble  kind  of  pompousness, 
which  she  seemed  to  be  copying  from  some  one  else;  '^  I'm 
sure  your  nephew  must  have  thought  Farleigh  wretchedly 
out  of  order.  Poor  Sir  John  was  so  very  careless  about 
'keeping  up  the  house  and  grounds.  I  often  talked  to  him 
about  it,  but  he  said  ^Pooh,  pooh!  as  long  as  my  friends 
find,  a  good  dinner  and  a  bottle  of  wine,  they  won't  care 
about  my  ceiljngs  being  rather  smoky.'  He  was  so  very 
hospitable,  was  Sir  John." 

^^  I  think  the  view  of  the  house  from  the  park,  just  after 
we  passed  the  bridge,  particularly  fine,"  said  Miss  Assher, 
interposing  rather  eagerly,  as  if  she  feared  her  mother 
might  be  making  infelicitous  speeches,  ^'  and  the  pleasure 
of  the  first  glimpse  was  all  the  greater  because  Anthony 
would  describe  nothing  to  us  beforehand.  He  would  not 
spoil  our  first  impressions  by  raising  false  ideas.  I  long  to 
go  over  the  house.  Sir  Christopher,  and  learn  the  history 
of  all  your  architectural  designs,  which  Anthony  says  has 
cost  you  so  much  time  and  study." 

'^Take  care  how  you  set  an  old  man  talking  about  the 
past,  my  dear,"  said  the  Baronet;  *^I  hope  we  shall  find 
something  pleasanter  for  you  to  do  than  turning  over  my 
old  plans  and  pictures.  Our  friend,  Mr.  Gilfil  has  found 
a  beautiful  mare  for  you,  and  you  can  scour  the  country  to 
your  heart's  content.  Anthony  has  sent  us  word  what  a 
horsewoman  you  are." 

Miss  Assher  turned  to  Mr,  Gilfil  with  her  nlost  beaming 
smile,  and  expressed  her  thanks  with  the  elaborate  gracious- 
ness  of  a  person  who  means  to  be  thought  charming,  and 
is  sure  of  success. 

^^Pray  do  not  thank  me,"  said  Mr.  Gilfil,  "till  you 
have  tried  the  mare.  She  has  been  ridden  by  Lady  Sam 
Linter  for  the  last  two  years;  but  one  lady's  taste  may 
not  be  like  another's  in  horses,  any  more  than  in  other 
matters." 

While  this  conversation  was  passing,  Captain  Wybrow 
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was  leaning  against  the  mantelpiece,  contenting  liimBelf 
with  responding  from  under  his  indolent  eyelids  to  the 
glances  Miss  Assher  was  constantly  directing  toward  him 
as  she  spoke.  ^^She  is  very  much  in  love  with  him/^ 
thought  Caterina.  But  she  was  relieved  that  Anthony 
remained  passive  in  his  attentions.  She  thought,  too, 
that  he  was  looking  paler  and  more  languid  than  usual. 
"If  he  didn^t  love  her  very  much  —  if  he  sometimes 
thought  of  the  past  with  regret,  I  think  I  could  bear  it 
all,  and  be  glad  to  see  Sir  Christopher  made  happy. ^' 

Durinff  dinner  there  was  a  little  incident  which  con- 
firmed these  thoughts.  When  the  sweets  were  on  the 
table,  there  was  a  mould  of  jelly  just  opposite  Captain 
Wybrow,  and  being  inclined  to  take  seme  himself,  he  first 
invited  Miss  Assher,  who  colored,  and  said,  in  rather  a 
sharper  key  than  usual,  ^'  Have  you  not  learned  by  this 
time  that  1  never  take  jelly?" 

"Don't  you?"  said  Captain  Wybrow,  whose  perceptions 
were  not  acute  enough  for  him  to  notice  the  difference  of 
a  semitone.  "  I  should  have  thought  you  were  fond  of  it. 
There  was  always  some  on  the  table  at  Farleigh,  I  think." 

"  You  don't  seem  to  take  much  interest  in  my  likes  and 
dislikes." 

"Pm  too  much  possessed  by  the  happy  thought  that 
you  like  me,"  was  the  ex  officio  reply,  in  silvery  tones. 

This  little  episode  was  unnoticed  by  every  one  but 
Caterina.  Sir  Christopher  was  listening  with  polite  atten- 
tion to  Lady  Assher's  history  of  her  last  man-cook,  who 
was  first-rate  at  gravies,  and  for  that  reason  pleased  Sir 
John  —  he  was  so  particular  about  his  gravies,  was  Sir 
John:  and  so  they  Sept  the  man  six  years  in  spite  of  his 
bad  pastry.  Lady  Cheverel  and  Mr.  Gilfil  were  smiling  at 
Eupert  the  bloodhound,  who  had  pushed  his  great  head 
under  his  master's  arm,  and  was  taking  a  survey  of  the 
dishes,  after  snuffing  at  the  contents  of  the  Baronet's 
plate. 

When  the  ladies  were  in  the  drawing-room  again.  Lady 
Assher  was  soon  deep  in  a  statement  to  Lady  Cheverel  of 
her  views  about  burying  people  in  woolen. 

"To  be  sure,  you  must  have  a  woolen  dress,  because 
it's  the  law,  you  know;  but  that  need  hinder  no  one  from 

Jutting  linen  underneath.  I  always  used  to  say,  *  If  Sir 
ohn  died  to-morrow,  I  would  bury  him  in  his  shirt;'  and 
I  did.  And  let  me  advise  you  to  do  so  by  Sir  Christopher. 
You  never  saw  Sir  John,  Lady  Cheverel.     He  was  a  large 
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tall  man,  with  a  nose  just  like  Beatrice,  and  so  very  jMur- 
ticular  about  his  shirts." 

Miss  Assher,  meanwhile,  had  seated  herself  by  Caterina, 
and,  with  that  smiling  affability  which  seems  to  say,  "  I 
am  really  not  at  all  proud,  though  you  might  expect  it  of 
me,  ^  said — 

"  Anthony  tells  me  you  sing  so  very  beautifully.  I  hope 
we  shall  hear  you  this  evening." 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  Caterina,  quietly,  without  smiling;  "  I 
always  sing  when  I  am  wanted  to  sing." 

^^  I  envy  you  such  a  charming  talent.  Do  you  know,  I 
have  no  ear;  I  cannot  hum  the  smallest  tune,  and  I 
delight  in  music  so.  Is  it  not  unfortunate?  But  I  shall 
have  quite  a  treat  while*  I  am  her;  Captain  Wybrow  says 
you  will  give  us  some  music  every  day." 

"  I  should  have  thought  you  wouldn't  care  about  music 
if  you  have  no  ear,"  said  Caterina,  beeoming  epigrammatic 
by  force  of  grave  simplicity. 

"  Oh,  I  assure  you,  I  doat  on  it;  and  Anthony  is  so  fond 
of  it;  it  would  be  so  delightful  if  I  could  play  and  sing  to 
him;  though  he  says  he  likes  me  best  not  to  sing,  because 
it  doesn't  belong  to  his  idea  of  me.  What  style  of  music 
do  you  like  best?" 

"I  don't  know.     I  like  all  beautiful  music." 

"And  are  you  as  fond  of  riding  as  of  music?" 

"No;  I  never  ride.  I  think  I  should  be  very  fright- 
ened." 

"  Oh  no!  indeed  you  would  not,  after  a  little  practice. 
I  have  never  been  the  least  timid.  I  think  Anthony  is 
more  afraid  for  me  than  I  am  for  myself;  and  since  I  have 
been  riding  with  him,  I  have  been  obliged  to  be  more  care- 
ful, because  he  is  so  nervous  about  me." 

Caterina  made  no  reply;  but  she  said  to  herself,  "I  wish 
she  would  go  away  and  not  talk  to  me.  She  only  wants 
me  to  admire  her  good-nature,  and  to  talk  about  Anthony." 

Miss  Assher  was  thinking  at  the  same  time,  "  This  Miss 
Sarti  seems  a  stupid  little  thinff.  Those  musical  people 
often  are.  But  she  is  prettier  than  I  expected;  Anthony 
said  she  was  not  pretty." 

Happily  at  this  moment  Lady  Assher  called  her  daugh- 
ter's attention  to  the  embroidered  cushions,  and  Miss 
Assher,  walking  to  the  opposite  sofa,  was  soon  in  conver- 
sation with  Lady  Cheverel  about  tapestry  and  embroidery 
in  general,  while  her  mother,  feeling  herself  superseded 
there,  came  and  placed  herself  beside  Caterina. 
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'^I  hear  you  are  the  most  beautiful  singer,  was  of 
course  the  opening  remark.  "  All  Italians  sing  so  beauti- 
fully. I  traveled  in  Italy  with  Sir  John  when  we  were 
first  married,  and  we  went  to  Venice,  where  they  go  about 
in  gondolas,  you  know.  You  donH  wear  powder,  I  see. 
No  more  will  Beatrice;  though  many  people  think  her 
curls  would  look  all  the  better  for  powder.  She  has  so 
much  hair,  basnet  she?  Our  last  maid  dressed  it  much 
better  than  this;  but,  do  you  know,  she  wore  Beatrice's 
stockings  before  they  went  to  the  wash,  and  we  couldn't 
keep  her  after  that,  could  we?" 

Caterina,  accepting  the  question  as  a  mere  bit  of  rhe- 
torical effect,  thou^t  it  superfluous  to  reply,  till  Lady 
Assher  repeated,  *' Could  we,  now?''  as  if  Tina's  sanction 
were  essential  to  her  repose  of  mind.  After  a  faint  ^^No," 
she  went  on. 

^' Maids  are  so  very  troublesome,  and  Beatrice  is  so  par- 
ticular, you  can't  imagine.  I  often  say  to  her,  ^  My  dear, 
you  can't  have  perfection.'  That  very  gown  she  has  on  — 
to  be  sure,  it  fits  her  beautifully  now — but  it  has  been 
unmade  and  made  up  again  twice.  But  she  is  like  poor 
Sir  John — he  was  so  very  particular  about  his  own  things, 
was  Sir  John.     Is  Lady  Cheverel  particular?" 

^^  Rather.  But  Mrs.  Sharp  has  been  her  maid  twenty 
years." 

'^I  wish  there  was  any  chance  of  our  keeping  Griffin 
twenty  years.  But  I  am  afraid  we  shall  have  to  part  with 
her  because  her  health  is  so  delicate;  and  she  is  so  obsti- 
nate, she  will  not  take  bitters  as  I  want  her.  You  look 
delicate,  now.  Let  me  recommend  you  to  take  camomile 
tea  in  a  morning,  fasting.  Beatrice  is  so  strong  and 
healthy,  she  never  takes  any  medicine;  but  if  I  had  had 
twenty  girls,  and  they  had  been  delicate,  I  should  have 
given  them  all  camomile  tea.  It  strengthens  the  consti- 
tution beyond  anything.  Now,  will  you  promise  me  to 
take  camomile  tea?" 

*^ Thank  you;  I'm  not  at  all  ill,"  said  Caterina.  ''I've 
always  been  pale  and  thin." 

Lady  Assher  was  sure  camomile  tea  would  make  all  the 
difference  in  the  world  —  Caterina  must  see  if  it  wouldn't — 
and  then  went  dribbling  on  like  a  leaky  shower-bath, 
until  the  early  entrance  of  the  gentlemen  created  a  diver- 
sion, and  she  fastened  on  Sir  Christopher,  who  probably 
began  to  think  that,  for  poetical  purposes,  it  would  be 
35 
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better  not  to  meet  one's  first  love  again^  after  a  lapse  of 
forty  years. 

Captain  Wybrow,  of  course,  joined  his  au^t  and  Miss 
Assher,  and  Mr.  Gilfil  tried  to  relieve  Caterina  from  the 
awkwardness  of  sitting  aloof  and  dumb,  by  telling  her 
how  a  friend  of  his  had  broken  his  arm  and  staked  his 
horse  that  morning,  not  at  all  appearing  to  -heed  that  sho 
hardly  listened,  and  was  looking  toward  the  other  side  of 
the  room.  One  of  the  tortures  of  jealousy  is,  that  it  can 
never  turn  away  its  eyes  from  the  tning  that  pains  it. 

By-and-by  every  one  felt  the  need  of  a  relief  from  chit- 
chat—  Sir  Christopher  perhaps  the  most  of  all — and  it 
was  he  who  made  the  acceptable  proposition  — 

"  Come,  Tina,  are  we  to  have  no  music  to-night  before 
we  sit  down  to  cards?  Your  ladyship  plays  at  cards,  I 
think  ?'^  he  added,  recollecting  himself,  and  turning  to 
Lady  Assher. 

'*  Oh,  yes!  Poor  dear  Sir  John  would  have  a  whist-table 
every  night." 

Caterina  sat  down  to  the  harpsichord  at  once,  and  had 
no  sooner  begun  to  sing  than  she  perceived  with  delight 
that  Captain  Wybrow  was  gliding  toward  the  harpsichord, 
and  soon  standing  in  the  old  place.  This  consciousness 
gave  fresh  strength  to  her  voice;  and  when  she  noticed  that 
Miss  Assher  presently  followed  him  with  that  air  of  osten- 
tatious admiration  which  belongs  to  the  absence  of  real 
enjoyment,  her  closing  bravura  was  none  the  worse  for 
being  animated  by  a  little  triumphant  contempt. 

'^Why,  you  are  in  better  voice  than  ever,  Caterina, '' 
said  Captain  Wybrow,  when  she  had  ended.  *'This  is 
rather  different  from  Miss  Hibbert's  small  piping  that  we 
used  to  be  glad  of  at  Farleigh,  is  it  not,  Beatrice  ?  " 

^^  Indeed  it  is.  You  are  a  most  enviable  creature,  Miss 
Sarti — Caterina — may  I  not  call  you  Caterina?  for  I  have 
heard  Anthony  speak  of  you  so  often,  I  seem  to  know  you 
quite  well.     You  will  let  me  call  you  Caterina?" 

^'Ok,  yes,  every  one  calls  me  Caterina,  only  when  they 
call  me  Tina." 

"Come,  come,  more  singing,  more  singing,  little 
monkey,"  Sir  Christopher  called  out  from  the  other  side 
of  the  room.     "We  have  not  had  half  enough  yet." 

Caterina  was  ready  enough  to  obey,  for  while  she  was 
singing  she  was  queen  of  the  room,  and  Miss  Assher  was 
reduced  to  grimacing  admiration.  Alas!  you  see  what 
jealousy  was  doing  in  this  poor  young  soul.     Caterina, 


MR.  GTLFIL^S   LOVE-STORY.  38'}' 

who  had  passed  her  life  as  a  little  unobtrusive  singing- 
bird,  nestling  so  fondly  under  the  wings  that  were  out- 
stretched for  her,  her  heart  beating  only  to  the  peaceful 
rhythm  of  loVe,  or  fluttering  with  some  easily  stiffed  fear, 
had  begun  to  know  the  fierce  palpitations  of  triumph  and 
hatred. 

When  the  singing  was  over,  Sir  Christopher  and  Lady 
Cheverel  sat  down  to  whist  with  Lady  Assher  and  Mr. 
Gilfil,  and  Caterina  placed  herself  at  the  Baronet^s  elbow, 
as  if  to  watch  the  game,  that  she  might  not  appear  to 
thrust  herself  on  the  pair  of  lovers.  At  first  she  was 
glowinff  with  her  little  triumph,  and  felt  the  strength  of 
pride;  but  her  eye  would  steal  to  the  opposite  side  of  the 
fireplace,  where  Captain  Wybrow  had  seated  himself  close 
to  Miss  Assher,  and  was  leaning  with  his  arm  over  the 
back  of  the  chair,  in  the  most  lover-like  position.  Cater- 
ina began  to  feel  a  choking  sensation.  She  could  see, 
almost  without  looking,  that  ne  was  taking  up  her  arm  to 
examine  her  bracelet;  their  heads  were  bending  close 
together,  her  curls  touching  his  cheek — now  he  was  put- 
ting his  lips  to  her  hand.  Caterina  felt  her  cheeks  burn — 
she  could  sit  no  longer.  She  got  up,  pretended  to  bo 
gliding  about  in  search  of  something,  and  at  length  slipped 
out  of  the  room. 

Outside,  she  took  a  candle,  and,  hurrying  along  the 
passages  and  up  the  stairs  to  hor  own  room,  locked  the 
door. 

^'  Oh,  I  cannot  bear  it,  I  cannot  bear  it!^'  the  poor  thing 
burst  out  aloud,  clasping  her  little  fingers,  and  pressing 
them  back  against  her  forehead,  as  if  she  wanted  to  break 
them. 

Then  she  walked  hurriedly  up  and  down  the  room. 

^^  And  this  must  go  on  for  days  and  days,  and  I  must 
see  it.^* 

She  looked  about  nervously  for  something  to  clutch. 
There  was  a  muslin  kerchief  lying  on  the  table;  she  took 
it  up  and  tore  it  into  shreds  as  she  walked  up  and  down, 
and  then  pressed  it  into  hard  balls  in  her  hand. 

"And  Anthony,^'  she  thought,  "he  can  do  this  without 
caring  for  what  I  feel.  Oh,  he  can  forget  everything: 
how  he  used  to  say  he  loved  me — how  he  used  to  take  my 
hand  in  his  as  we  walked — ^how  he  used  to  stand  near  me 
in  the  evenings  for  the  sake  of  looking  into  my  eyes.^* 

"  Oh,  it  is  cruel,  it  is  cruel!''  she  burst  out  again  aloud, 
as  all  those  love  moments  in  the  past  returned  upon  her. 
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Then  the  tears  gushed  forth,  she  threw  herself  on  her 
knees  by  the  bed,  and  sobbed  bitterly. 

She  did  not  know  how  lon^  she  had  been  there,  till  she 
was  startled  by  the  prayer-bell;  when,  thinking  Lady  Chev- 
erel  might  perhaps  send  some  one  to  inquire  after  her,  she 
rose,  and  began  hastily  to  undress,  that  there  might  be  no 
possibility  of  her  going  down  again.  She  had  hardly 
unfastened  her  hair,  and  thrown  a  loose  gown  about  her, 
before  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  Mrs.  Sharp's 
voice  said — '^Miss  Tina,  my  lady  wants  to  know  if  you're 
ill.'' 

Caterina  opened  the  door  and  said,  '^  Thank  you,  dear 
Mrs.  Sharp;  I  have  a  bad  headache;  please  tell  my  lady  I 
felt  it  come  on  after  singing." 

^^Then,  goodness  me!  why  aren't  you  in  bed,  instead  o' 
standing  shivering  there,  fit  to  catch  your  death?  Come, 
let  me  fasten  lip  your  hair  and  tuck  you  up  warm." 

"^Oh,  no,  thank  you;  I  shall  really  be  in  bed  very  soon. 
Good-night,  dear  Sharpy;  don't  scold;  I  will  be  good,  and 
get  into  bed." 

Caterina  kissed  her  old  friend  coaxingly,  but  Mrs.  Sharp 
was  not  to  be  ^^come  over"  in  that  way,  and  insisted  on 
seeing  her  former  charge  in  bed,  taking  away  the  candle 
which  the  poor  child  had  wanted  to  keep  as  a  companion. 

But  it  was  impossible  to  lie  there  long  with  that  beating 
heart;  and  the  little  white  figure  was  soon  out  of  bed 
again,  seeking  relief  in  the  very  sense  of  chill  and  uncom- 
fort.  It  was  light  enough  for  her  to  see  about  her  room, 
for  the  moon,  nearly  at  full,  was  riding  high  in  the  heav- 
ens among  scattered  hurrying  clouds.  Caterina  drew  aside 
the  window-curtain,  and,  sitting  with  her  forehead  pressed 
against  the  cold  pane,  looked  out  on  the  wide  stretch  of 
park  and  lawn. 

How  dreary  the  moonlight  is;  robbed  of  all  its  tender- 
ness and  repose  by  the  hard  driving  wind.  The  trees  are 
harassed  by  that  tossing  motion,  when  they  would  like  to 
be  at  rest;  the  shivering  grass  makes  her  quake  with  sym- 
pathetic cold;  and  the  willows  by  the  pool,  bent  low  and 
white  under  that  invisible  harshness,  seem  agitated  and 
heli)less  like  herself.  But  she  loves  the  scene  the  better 
for  its  sadness:  there  is  some  pity  in  it.  Ifc  is  not  like  that 
hard  unfeeling  happiness  of  lovers,  flaunting  in  the  eyes  of 
misery. 

She  set  her  teeth  tight  against  the  window-frame,  and 
the  tears  fell  thick  and  fast.     She  was  so  thankful  she 


.       MR.  GILFIL^S  LOVE-STORY.  389 

could  cry,  for  the  mad  passion  she  had  felt  when  her  eyes 
were  dry  frightened  her.  If  that  dreadful  feeling  were  to 
come  on  when  Lady  Cheverel  was  present,  she  should 
never  be  able  to  certain  herself. 

_  Then  there  was  Sir  Christopher — so  good  to  her — so 
happy  about  Anthony's  marriage;  and  all  the  while  she 
had  these  wicked  feelings. 

*^0h,  I  cannot  help  it,  I  cannot  help  it!''  she  said  in 
a  loud  whisper  between  her  sobs.  ^^  Oh,  God,  have  pity 
upon  me!" 

In  this  way  Tina  wore  out  the  long  hours  of  the  windy 
moonlight,  till  at  last,  with  weary  aching  limbs,  she  lay 
down  in  bed  again,  and  slept  from  mere  exhaustion. 

While  this  poor  little  heart  was  being  bruised  with  a 
weight  too  heavy  for  it,  Nature  was  holding  on  her  calm 
inexorable  way,  in  unmoved  and  terrible  beauty.  The 
stars  were  rushing  in  their  eternal  courses;  the  tides 
swelled  to  the  level  of  the  last  expectant  weed;  the  sun 
was  making  brilliant  day  to  busy  nations  on  the  other  side 
of  the  swift  earth.  The  stream  of  human  thought  and 
deed  was  hurrying  and  broadening  onward.  The  astron- 
omer was  at  nis  telescope;  the  great  ships  were  laboring 
over  the  waves;  the  toiling  eagerness  of  commerce,  the 
fierce  spirit  of  resolution,  were  only  ebbing  in  brief  rest; 
Und  sleepless  statesmen  were  dreading  the  possible  crisis  of 
the  morrow.  What  were  our  little  Tina  and  her  trouble 
in  this  mighty  torrent,  rushing  from  one  awful  unknown 
to  another?  Lighter  than  the  smallest  centre  of  qulYering 
life  in  the  water  drop,  hidden  and  uncared  for  as  the  pulse 
of  anguish  in  the  breast  of  the  tiniest  bird  that  has  flut- 
tered down  to  its  nest  with  the  long-sought  food,  and  has 
found  the  nest  torn  and  empty. 


CHAPTEE  VL 


The  next  morning,  wheir  Caterina  was  waked  from  her 
heavy  sleep  by  Martha  bringing  in  the  warm  water,  the 
sun  was  shming,  the  wind  had  abated,  and  those  hours  of 
suffering  in  the  night  seemed  unreal  and  dreamlike,  in 
spite  of  weary  limbs  and  aching  eyes.  She  got  u])  and 
began  to  dress  with  a  strange  feeling  of  insensibility,  as  if 
nothing  could  make  her  cry  again;  and  she  even  felt  a 
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sort  of  longing  to  be  down-stairs  in  the  midst  of  company, 
that  she  might  get  rid  of  this  benumbed  condition  by 
contact. 

There  are  few  of  us  that  are  not  rather  ashamed  of  our 
sins  and  follies  as  we  look  out  on  the  blessed  morning  sun- 
light, wliich  comes  to  us  like  a  bright-winged  angel  beck- 
oning us  to  quit  the  old  path  of  vanity  that  stretches  its 
dreary  length  behind  us;  and  Tina,  little  as  she  knew 
about  doctrines  and  theories,  seemed  to  herself  to  have 
been  both  foolish  and  wicked  yesterday.  To-day  she 
would  try  to  be  good;  and  when  she  knelt  down  to  say 
her  short  prayer — the  very  form  she  had  learned  by  heart 
when  she  was  ten  years  old — she  added,  ^^  0,  God,  help  me 
to  bear  it!'' 

That  day  the  prayer  seemed  to  be  answered,  for  after 
some  remarks  on  her  pale  looks  at  breakfast,  Caterina 
.passed  the  morning  quietly.  Miss  Assher  and  Captain 
Wybrow  being  out  on  a  riding  excursion.  In  the  evening 
there  was  a  dinner-party,  and  after  Caterina  had  sung  a 
little.  Lady  Cheverel,  remembering  that  she  was  ailing, 
sent  her  to  bed,  where  she  soon  sank  into  a  deep  sleep. 
Body  and  mind  must  renew  their  force  to  suffer  as  well  as 
to  enjoy. 

On  the  morrow,  however,  it  was  rainy,  and  every  one 
must  stay  in-doors;  so  it  was  resolved  that  the  guests 
should  be  taken  over  the  house  by  Sir  Christopher,  to  hear 
the  story  of  the  architectural  alterations,  the  family  por- 
traits, and  the  family  relics.  All  the  party,  exljept  Mr. 
Gilfil,  were  in  the  drawing-room  when  the  proposition  was 
made;  and  when  Miss  Assher  rose  to  go,  she  looked 
toward  Captain  Wybrow,  expecting  to  eee  him  rise  too; 
but  he  kept  his  seat  near  the  fire,  turning  his  eyes  toward 
the  newspaper  which  he  had  been  holding  unread  in  his 
hand. 

"Are  you  not  coming,  Anthony?"  said  Lady  Cheverel, 
noticing  Miss  Assher's  look  of  expectation. 

"I  think  not,  if  you'll  excuse  me,"  he  answered,  rising 
and  opening  the  door;  "I  feel  a  little  chilled  this  morn- 
ing, and  I  am  afraid  of  the  cold  rooms  and  draughts." 

Miss  Assher  reddened,  but  said  nothing,  and  passed  on. 
Lady  Cheverel  accompanying  her. 

Caterina  was  seated  at  work  in  the  oriel  window.  It 
was  the  first  time  she  and  Anthony  had  been  alone 
together,  and  she  had  thought  before  that  he  wished 
to  avoid  her.     But  now,  surely,  he  wanted  to  speak  to 
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her  —  he  wanted  to  say  something  kind.  Presently  he 
rose  from  his  seat  near  the  fire,  and  placed  himself  on  the 
ottoman  opposite  to  her. 

"Well,  Tina,  and  how  have  you  been  all  this  long 
time?'^ 

Both  the  tone  and  the  words  were  an  offence  to  her; 
the  tone  was  so  different  from  the  old  one,  the  words  were 
so  cold  and'unmeaning.  She  answered,  with  a  little  bitter- 
ness— 

"  I  think  you  needn't  ask.  It  doesn't  make  much  differ- 
ence to  you,*' 

**Is  that  the  kindest  thing  you  have  to  say  to  me  after 
my  long  absence?'' 

"  I  don't  know  why  you  should  expect  me  to  say  kind 
things." 

Captain  Wybrow  was  silent.  He  wished  very  much  to 
avoid  allusions  to  the  past  or  comments  on  the  present. 
And  yet  he  wished  to  be  well  with  Caterina.  He  would 
have  liked  to  caress  her,  make  her  presents,  and  have  her 
think  him  very  kind  to  her.  But  these  women  are  plaguy 
perverse !  There's  no  bringing  them  to  look  rationally  at 
anything.  At  last  he  said,  "1  hoped  you  would  think  all 
the  better  of  me,  Tina,  for  doing  as  1  have  done,  instead 
of  bearing  malice  toward  me.  I  hoped  you  would  pee  that 
it  is  the  best  thing  for  every  one — the  best  for  your  happi- 
ness too." 

"Oh  pray  don't  make  love  to  Miss  Assher  for  the  sake 
of  my  happiness,"  answered  Tina. 

At  this  moment  the  door  opened,  and  Miss  Assher 
entered,  to  fetch  her  reticule,  which  lay  on  the  liarp- 
sichord.  She  gave  a  keen  glance  at  Caterina,  whose  face 
was  flushed,  and  saying  to  Captain  Wybrow  with  a  slight 
sneer,  "Since  you  are  so  chill  I  wonder  you  like  to  sit  in 
the  window,"  left  the  room  again  immediately. 

The  lover  did  not  appear  much  discomposed,  but  sat 
quiet  a  little  longer,  and  then,  seating  himself  on  the 
music-stool,  drew  it  near  to  Caterina,  and,  taking  her 
hand,  said,  "  Come,  Tina,  look  kindly  at  me,  and  let  us 
be  friends.     I  shall  always  be  your  friend." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Caterina,  drawing  away  her  hand. 
"You  are  very  generous.  But  pray  move  away.  Miss 
Assher  may  come  in  again." 

"Miss  Assher  be  hanged!"  said  Anthony,  feeling  the 
fascination  of  old  habit  returning  on  him  in  his  proximity 
to  Caterina.     He  put  his  arm  round  her  waist,  and  leaned 
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his  cheek  down  to  hers.  The  lips  couldn't  help  meeting 
aiter  that;  but  the  next  moment,  with  heart  swelling  and 
tears  rising,  Caterina  burst  away  from  him,  and  rushed 
out  of  the  room. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


CATEBnrA  tore  herself  away  from  Anthony  with  the 
desperate  effort  of  one  who  has  just  self -recollection 
enough  left  to  be  conscious  that  the  fumes  of  charcoal 
will  master  his  senses  unless  he  bursts  a  way  for  himself 
to  the  fresh  air;  but  when  she  reached  her  own  room  she 
was  still- too  intoxicated  with  that  momentary  revival  of 
old  emotions,  too  much  agitated  by  the  sudden  return  of 
tenderness  in  her  lover,  to  know  whether  pain  or  pleasure 

Eredominated.  It  was  as  if  a  miracle  had  happened  in 
er  little  world  of  feeling,  and  made  the  future  all 
vague — a  dim  morning  haze  of  possibilities,  instead  of 
the  sombre  winter  daylight  and  clear  rigid  outline  of 
painful  certainty. 

She  felt  the  need  of  rapid  movement.  She  must  walk 
out  in  spite  of  the  rain.  Happily,  there  was  a  thin  place 
in  the  curtain  of  clouds  which  seemed  to  promise  that 
now,  about  noon,  the  day  had  a  mind  to  clear  up.  Caterina 
thought  to  herself,  ''  I  will  walk  to  the  Mosslands,  and 
carry  Mr.  Bates  the  comlorter  I  have  made  for  him,  and 
then  Lady  Cheverel  will  not  wonder  so  much  at  my  going 
out.''  At  the  hall  door  she  found  Rupert  the  old  blood- 
hound, stationed  on  the  mat,  with  the  determination  that 
the  first  person  who  was  sensible  enough  to  take  a  walk 
that  morning  should  have  the  honor  oi  his  approbation 
and  society.  As  he  thrust  his  great  black  and  tawny  head 
under  her  hand,  and  wagged  his  tail  with  vigorous  elo- 
quence and  reached  the  climax  of  his  welcome  by  jumping 
up  to  lick  her  face,  which  was  at  a  convenient  licking 
height  for  him,  Caterina  felt  quite  grateful  to  the  old  dog 
for  his  friendliness.  Animals  are  such  agreeable  friends — 
they  asked  no  questions,  they  pass  no  criticisms. 

The  *^ Mosslands'' was  a  remote  part  of  the  grounds, 
encircled  by  the  little  stream  issuing  from  the  pool;  and 
certainly,  for  a  wet  day,  Caterina  could  hardly  have  chosen 
a  less  suitable  walk,  for  though  the  rain  was  abating,  and 
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presently  ceased  altogether,  there  was  still  a  smart  shower 
falling  from  the  trees  which  arched  over  the  greater  part 
of  her  waj.  But  she  found  just  the  desired  relief  from 
her  feverish  excitement  in  laboring  along  the  wet  paths 
with  an  umbrella  that  made  her  arm  ache.  This  amount 
of  exertion  was  to  her  tiny  body  what  a  day's  hunting  was 
often  to  Mr.  Gilfil,  who  at  times  had  his  fits  of  jealousy 
and  sadness  to  get  rid  of,  and  wisely  had  recourse  to 
nature's  innocent  opium — fatigue. 

When  Caterina  reached  the  pretty  arched  wooden  bridge 
which  formed  the  only  entrance  to  the  Mosslands  for  any 
but  webbed  feet,  the  sun  had  mastered  the  clouds,  and 
was  shining  through  the  boughs  of  the  tall  elms  that  made 
a  deep  nest  for  the  gardener's  cottage — turning  the  rain- 
drops into  diamonds,  and  inviting  the  nasturtium  flowers 
creeping  over  the  porch  and  the  low-thatched  roof  to  lift 
up  their  flame-colored  heads  once  more.  The  rooks  were 
cawinff  with  many- voiced  monotony,  apparently — by  a 
remarkable  approximation  to  human  intelligence — finding 
great  conversational  resources  in  the  change  of  weather. 
The  mossy  turf,  studded  with  the  broad  blades  of  marsh- 
loving  plants,  told  that  Mr.  Bates's  nest  was  rather  damp 
in  the  best  of  weather;  but  he  was  of  opinion  that  a  little 
external  moisture  would  hurt  no  man  who  was  not  per- 
versely neglectful  of  that  obvious  and  proviflential  anti- 
dote, rum-and-water. 

Caterina  loved  this  nest.  Every  object  in  it,  every 
sound  that  haunted  it,  liad  been  familiar  to  her  from  the 
days  when  she  had  been  carried  thither  on  Mr.  Bate's 
arm,  making  little  cawing  noises  to  imitate  the  rooks, 
clapping  her  hands  at  the  green  frogs  leaping  in  the  moist 
grass,  and  fixing  ffrave  eyes  on  the  gardener's  fowls  cluck- 
clucking  under  flaeir  pens.  And  now  the  spot  looked 
prettier  to  her  than  ever;  it  was  so  out  of  the  way  of  Miss 
Assher,  with  her  brilliant  beauty  and  personal  claims,  and 
small  civil  remarks.  She  thought  Mr.  Bates  would  not  be 
come  into  his  dinner  yet,  so  she  would  sit  down  and  wait 
for  him. 

But  she  was  mistaken.  Mr.  Bates  was  seated  in  his 
arm-chair,  with  his  pocket-handkerchief  thrown  over  his 
face  as  the  most  eligible  mode  of  passing  away  those  super- 
fluous hours  between  meals  when  the  weather  drives  a  man 
indoors.  Housed  by  the  furious  barking  of  his  chained 
bull-dog,  he  descried  his  little  favorite  approaching,  and 
forthwith  presented  himself  at  the  doorway,  looking  dig- 
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proportionately  tall  compared  with  the  height  of  his 
cottage.  The  bull-dog,  meanwhile;  unbent  from  the 
severity  of  his  official  demeanor,  and  commenced  a  friendly 
interchange  of  ideas  with  Rupert. 

Mr.  Bate's  hair  was  now  gi*ay,  but  his  frame  was  none 
the  less  stalwart,  and  his  face  looked  all  the  redder, 
making  an  artistic  contrast  with  the  deep  blue  of  his 
cotton  neckerchief,  and  of  his  linen  apron  twisted  into 
a  girdle  round  his  waist. 

"  Why,  dang  my  boottons.  Miss  Tiny,^'  he  exclaimed, 
"hoo  coom  ye  to  coom  oot  dabblin^  your  fact  laike  a  little 
Muscovy  duck,  sich  a  day  as  this?  Not  but  what  ai*m 
delaighted  to  sae  ye.  Here,  Hesther,^'  he  called  to  his  old 
humpbacked  housekeeper,  ^^tek  the  young  ledy^s  oombrella 
an*  spread  it  oot  to  dray.  Coom,  coom  in.  Miss  Tiny,  an' 
set  ye  doon  by  the  faire  an'  dray  yer  fact,  an'  hev  summat 
warm  to  kape  ye  from  ketch  in'  coold." 

Mr.  Bates  led  the  way,  stooping  under  the  door-places, 
into  his  small  sitting-room,  and,  shaking  the  patcnwork 
'  cushion  in  his  arm-chair,  moved  it  to  within  a  good  roast- 
ing distance  of  the  blazing  fire. 

^'  Thank  you,  uncle  Bates  "  (Caterina  kept  up  her  child- 
ish epithets  for  her  friends,  and  this  was  one  of  them); 
'^not  quite  so  close  to  the  fire,  for  I  am  warm  with 
walking.'' 

*'  Eh,  but  yer  shoes  are  faine  an'  wet,  an'  ye  must  put 
up  yer  fact  on  the  fender.  Rare  big  faet,  oaint  'emr — 
aboot  the  saize  of  a  good  big  spoon.  I  woonder  ye  can 
mek  a  shift  to  stan'  on  'em.  Now,  what'll  ye  hev  to  warm 
yer  insaide? — a  drop  o'  hot  elder  wain,  now?" 

*^  No,  not  anything  to  drink,  thank  you;  it  isn't  very 
long  since  breakfast."  said  Caterina,  drawing  out  the  com- 
forter from  her  deep  pocket.  Pockets  were  capacious  in 
those  days.  "  Look  here,  uncle  Bates,  here  is  what  1  came 
to  bring  you.  I  made  it  on  purpose  for  you.  You  must 
wear  it  this  winter,  and  give  your  red  one  to  old  Brooks." 

"  Eh,  Miss  Tiny,  this  is  a  beauty.  An'  ye  made  it  all 
wi'  yer  little  fingers  for  an  old  feller  laike  mae!  I  tek  it 
very  kaind  on  ye,  an'  I  belave  ye  I'll  wear  it,  and  be  prood 
on't  too.  These  sthraipes,  blue  an'whaite,  now,  they  mek 
it  uncommen  pritty.'* 

**  Yes,  that  will  suit  your  complexion,  you  know,  better 
I  than  the  old  scarlet  one.  I  know  Mrs.  Sharp  will  be  more 
in  love  with  you  than  ever  when  she  sees  you  in  the  new 
one." 
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"  My  complexion,  ye  little  roogue!  ye're  a  laughin'  at 
me.  But  talkin^  o*  complexions,  what  a  beautiful  color 
the  bride  as  is  to  be  has  on  her  cheeks!  Dang  my  boottons! 
she  looks  faine  and  handsome  o'  hossback — sits  as  upright 
as  a  dart,  wi^  a  figure  like  a  statty!  Misthress  Sharp  has 
promised  to  put  me  behaind  one  o^  the  doors  when  the 
ladies  are  comin'  doon  to  dinner,  so  as  I  may  sae  the  young 
un  i'fuU  dress,  wi^  all  her  curls  an^  that.  Misthress  Sharp 
says  she^s  almost  beautifuller  nor  my  ledy  was  when  she 
was  yoong;  an'  I  think  ye'll  noot  faind  many  i'  the 
counthry  as'll  coom  up  to  that.'' 

"  Yes,  Miss  Assher  is  very  handsome,''  said  Caterina, 
rather  faintly,  feeling  the  sense  of  her  own  insignificance 
returning  at  this  picture  of  the  impression  Miss  Assher 
made  on  others. 

"  Well,  an'  I  hope  she's  good  too,  an'll  mek  a  good  naice 
to  Sir  Cristhifer  an'  my  ledy.  Misthress  Griffin,  the  maid, 
says  as  she's  rether  tatchy  and  find-fautin'  aboot  her 
cloothes,  laike.  But  she's  yoong  —  she's  yoong;  that'll 
wear  off  when  she's  got  a  hoogband,  an'  children  an'  sum- 
mat  else  to  think  on.  Sir  Cristhifer's  fain  an'  delaighted, 
I  can  see.  He  says  to  me  th'  other  mornin',  says  he, 
'  Well,  Bates,  what  do  you  think  of  your  young  misthress 
as  is.  to  be? '  An'  I  says,  *  Whay,  yer  honor,  I  think  she's 
as  fain  a  lass  as  iver  I  set  eyes  on;  an'  I  wish  the  Captain 
luck  in  a  fain  family,  an'  your  honor  laife  an'  health  to 
see't.'  Mr.  Warren  says  as  the  masther's  all  for  forrardin' 
the  weddin',  an'  it'll  very  laike  be  afore  the  autumn's 
oot.'' 

As  Mr.  Bates  ran  on,  Caterina  felt  something  like  a  pain- 
ful contraction  at  her  heart.  "Yes,"  she  said,  rising,  "I 
dare  say  it  will.  Sir  Christopher  is  very  anxious  for  it. 
But  I  must  go,  uncle  Bates;  Lady  Cheverel  will  be  want- 
ing me,  and  it  is  your  dinner-time." 

"Nay,  my  dinner  doon't  sinnify  a  bit;  but  I  moosn't 
kaep  ye  if  my  ledy  wants  ye.  Though  I  hevn't  thanked 
ye  half  anoof  for  the'  comfiter — the  wrapraskil,  as  they 
call't.  My  feckins,  it's  a  beauty.  But  ye  look  very  whaite 
and  sadly.  Miss  Tiny;  I  doubt  ye're  poorly;  an'  this  walk- 
ing i'  th'  wet  isn't  good  for  ye." 

"Oh  yes,  it  is,  indeed/'  said  Caterina,  hastening  out, 
and  taking  up  her  umbrella  from  the  kitchen  floor.  "  I 
must  really  go  now;  so  good-bye." 

She  tripped  off,  calling  Rupert,  while  the  good  gardener, 
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his  hands  thrust  deep  in  his  pockets,  stood  looking  after 
her  and  shaking  his  head  with  rather  a  melancholy  air. 

^^  She  gets  moor  nesh  and  dillicat  than  iver/' he  said, 
half  to  himself  and  half  to  Hester.  *^I  shouldn^t  woonder 
if  she  fades  away  laike  them  cyclamens  as  I  transplanted. 
She  puts  me  i^  maind  on  ^em  some  how,  hangin^  on  their 
little  thin  stalks,  so  whaite  an'  tinder." 

The  poor  little  thing  made  her  way  back,  no  longer 
hungering  for  the  cold  moist  air  as  a  counter-active  of 
inward  excitement,  but  with  a  chill  at  her  heart  which 
made  the  outward  chill  only  depressing.  The  golden  sun- 
light beamed  through  the  dripping  boughs  like  a  Shecki- 
nah,  or  visible  divine  presence,  and  the  birds  were  chirp-  ^ 
ing  and  thrilling  their  new  autumnal  songs  so  sweetly,  it 
seemed  as  if  their  throats,  as  well  as  the  air,  were  all  the 
clearer  for  the  rain;  but  Caterina  moved  through  all  this 
joy  and  beauty  like  a  poor  wounded  leveret  painfully  drag- 
ging its  little  body  through  the  sweet  clover-tufts — ^for  it, 
sweet  in  vain.  Mr.  Bates's  words  about  Sir  Christopher's 
ioy,  Miss  Assher's  beauty,  and  the  nearness  of  the  wedding, 
had  come  upon  her  like  the  pressure  of  a  cold  hand,  rous- 
ing her  from  confused  dozing  to  a  perception  of  hard, 
familiar  realities.  It  is  so  with  emotional  natures,  whose 
thoughts  are  no  more  than  the  fleeting  shadows  cast  by 
feeling;  to  them  words  are  facts,  and  even  when  known 
to  be  false,  have  a  mastery  over  their  smiles  and  tears. 
Caterina  entered  her  own  room  again,  witli  no  other 
change  from  her  former  state  of  despondency  and  wretch- 
edness than  an  additional  sense  of  injury  from  Anthony. 
His  behavior  towards  her  in  the  morning  was  a  new  wrong. 
To  snatch  a  caress  when  she  justly  claimed  an  expression 
of  penitence,  of  regret,  of  sympathy,  was  to  make  more 
light  oi  her  than  ever. 


CHAPTER  VIIL 


That  evening  Miss  Assher  seemed  to  carry  herself  with 
unusual  haughtiness,  and  was  coldly  observant  of  Cate- 
rina. There  was  unmistakably  thunder  in  the  air.  Cap- 
tain Wybrow  appeared  to  take  the  matter  very  easily,  and 
was  inclined  to  brave  it  out  by  paying  more  than  ordinary 
attention  to  Caterina.     Mr.  Gilfil  had  induced  her  to 
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play  a  game  of  draugjits  with  him.  Lady  Assher  being 
seated  at  picquet  with  Sir  Christopher,  and  Miss  Assher 
in  determined  conversation  with  Lady  Oheverel.  Anthony, 
thus  left  as  an  odd  unit,  sauntered  up  to  Caterina^s  chair, 
and  leaned  behind  her,  watching  the  game.  Tina,  with 
all  the  remembrances  of  the  morning  thick  upon  her,  felt 
her  cheeks  becoming  more  and  more  crimson,  and  at  last 
said  impatiently,  "I  wish  you  would  go  away. ^^ 

This  nappened  directly  under  the  view  of  Miss  Assher, 
who  saw  Caterina's  reddening  cheeks,  saw  that  she  said 
something  impatiently,  and  that  Captain  Wybrow  moved 
away  in  consequence.  There  was  another  person,  too,  who 
had  noticed  this  incident  with  strong  interest,  and  who 
was  moreover  aware  that  Miss  Assher  not  only  saw,  but 
keenly  observed  what  was  passing.  That  other  person 
was  Mr.  Gilfil,  and  he  drew  some  painful  conclusions 
which  heightened  his  anxiety  for  Caterina. 

The  next  morning,  in  spite  of  the  fine  weather.  Miss 
Assher  declined  riding,  and  Lady  Cheverel,  perceiving 
that  there  was  something  wrong  between  the  lovers,  took 
care  that  they  should  be  left  together  in  the  drawing-room. 
Miss  Assher,  seated  on  the  sofa  near  the  fire,  was  busy 
with  some  fancy-work,  in  which  she  seemed  bent  on 
making  great  progress  this  morning.  Captain  Wybrow 
sat  opposite  with  a  newspaper  in  his  hand,  from  which  he 
obligingly  read  extracts  with  an  elaborately  easy  air,  will- 
fully unconscious  of  the  contemptuous  silence  with  which 
she  pursued  her  filigree  work.  At  length  he  put  down 
the  paper,  which  he  could  no  longer  pretend  not  to  have 
exhausted,  and  Miss  Assher  then  said — 

"You  seem  to  be  on  very  intimate  terms  with  Miss 
Sarti." 

"With  Tina?  oh,  yes;  she  has  always  been  the  pet  of 
the  house,  you  know.  We  have  been  quite  brother  and 
sister  togetner." 

"  Sisters  don^t  generally  color  so  very  deeply  when  their 
brothers  approach  them.^' 

"Does  she  color?  I  never  noticed  it.  But  she's  a 
timid  little  thing.'' 

".It  would  be  much  better  if  you  would  not  be  so  hypo- 
critical. Captain  Wybrow.  I  am  confident  there  has  been 
some  flirtation  between  you.  Miss  Sarti,  in  her  position, 
would  never  speak  to  you  with  the  petulance  she  did  last 
night,  if  you  had  not  given  her  some  kind  of  claim  on 
you." 
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"  My  dear  Beatrice;  now  do  be  reasonable;  do  ask  your. 
self  what  earthly  probability  there  is  that  I  should  think 
of  flirting  with  poor  little  Tina.  Is  there  anything  about 
her  to  attract  that  sort  of  attention.  She  is  more  child 
than  woman.  One  thinks  of  her  as  a  little  girl  to  be  pet- 
ted and  played  with.^^ 

*^Pray,  what  were  you  playing  at  with  her  yesterday 
morning,  when  I  came  in  unexpectedly,  and  her  cheeks 
were  flushed,  and  her  hands  trembling? 

"Yesterday  morning? — Oh,  I  remember.  You  know  I 
always  tease  her  about  Gilfil,  who  is  over  head  and  ears  in 
love  with  her;  and  she  is  angry  at  that, — ^perhaps,  because 
she  likes  him.  They  were  old  playfellows  years  before  I 
came  here,  and  Sir  Christopher  has  set  his  heart  on  their 
marrying.^' 

"  C!a|)tain  Wybrow,  you  are  very  false.  It  had  nothing 
to  do  with  Mr.  Gilfil  that  she  colored  last  night  when  you 
leaned  over  her  chair.  You  might  just  as  well  be  candid. 
If  your  own  mind  is  not  made  up,  pray  do  no  violence  to 
yourself.  I  am  quite  ready  to  give  way  to  Miss  Sarti^s 
superior  attractions.  Understand  that,  so  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned, you  are  perfectly  at  liberty.  I  decline  any  share 
in  the  affection  of  a  man  who  forfeits  my  respect  by  duplic- 
ity-" 

In  saying  this  Miss  Assher  rose,  and  was  sweeping 

haughtily  out  of  the  1:00m,  when  Captain  Wybrow  placed 
himself  before  her,  and  took  her  hand. 

"  Dear,  dear  Beatrice,  be  patient;  do  not  judge  me  so 
rashly.  Sit  down  again,  sweet, ^*  he  added  in  a  pleading 
voice,  pressing  both  her  hands  between  his,  and  leading 
her  back  to  the  sofa,  where  he  sat  down  beside  her.  Miss 
Assher  was  not  unwilling  to  be  led  back  or  to  listen,  but 
she  retained  her  cold  and  haughty  expression. 

"  Can  you  not  trust  me,  Beatrice?  Can  you  not  believe 
me,  although  there  may  be  things  I  am  unable  to  explain  ?^^ 

"Why  should  there  be  anything  you  are  unable  to 
explain?  An  honorable  man  will  not  be  placed  in  circum- 
stances which  he  cannot  explain  to  the  woman  he  seeks  to 
make  his  wife.  He  will  not  ask  her  to  believe  that  he  acts 
properly;  he  will  let  her  know  that  he  does  so.  Let  me 
go,  sir.'' 

She  attempted  to  rise,  but  he  passed  his  hand  round 
her  waist  and  detained  her. 

"Now,  Beatrice,  dear,"  he  said  imploringly,  "can  you 
not  understand  that  there  are  things  a  man  doesn't  like  to 
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talk  about — secrets  that  he  must  keep  for  the  sake  of 
others,  and  not  for  his  own  sake?  Everything  that  relates 
to  myself  you  may  ask  me,  hut  do  not  ask  me  to  tell  other 
people^s  secrets.     Don^t  you  understand  me?^^ 

"  Oh,  yes,''  said  Miss  Assher,  scornfully,  "  I  understand. 
Whenever  you  make  love  to  a  woman — that  is  her  secret, 
which  you  are  bound  to  keep  for  her.  But  it  is  folly  to 
be  talking  in  this  way.  Captain  Wybrow.  It  is  very  plain 
that  there  is  some  relation  more  than  friendship  between 
you  and  Miss  Sarti.  Since  you  cannot  explain  that  rela- 
tion, there  is  no  more  to  be  said  between  us." 

*' Confound  it,  Beatrice!  you'll  drive  me  mad.  Can  a 
fellow  help  a  girl's  falling  in  love  with  him?  Such  things 
are  always  happening,  but  men  don't  talk  of  them.  These 
fancies  will  spring  up  without  the  slightest  foundation, 
especially  when  a  woman  sees  few  people;  they  die  out 
again  when  there  is  no  encouragement.  If  you  could  like 
me,  you  ought  not  to  be  surprised  that  otlier  people  can; 
you  ought  to  think  the  better  of  them  for  it." 

''You  mean  to  say,  then,  that  Miss  Sarti  is  in  love  with 
you,  without  you  ever  having  made  love  to  her." 

"  Do  not  press  me  to  say  such  things,  dearest.  It  is 
enough  that  you  know  I  love  you — ^that  I  am  devoted  to 
you.  You.  naughty  queen,  you,  you  know  there  is  no 
chance  for  any  one  else  where  you  are.  You  are  only  tor- 
menting me  to  prove  your  power  over  me.  But  don't  be 
too  cruel;  for  you  know  they  say  I  have  another  heart- 
disease  besides  love,  and  these  scenes  bring  on  terrible 
palpitations." 

"  But  I  must  have  an  answer  to  this  one  question,"  said 
Miss  Assher,  a  little  softened:  "  has  there  been,  or  is  there, 
any  love  on  your  side  toward  Miss  Sarti?  I  have  nothing 
to  do  with  her  feelings,  but  I  have  a  right  to  know  yours." 

"I  like  Tina  very  much;  who  would  not  like  such  a 
little  simple  thing?  You  would  not  wish  me  not  to  like 
her?  But  love — that  is  a  very  different  affair.  One  has  a 
brotherly  affection  for  such  a  woman  as  Tina;  but  it  is 
another  sort  of  woman  that  one  loves." 

These  last  words  were  made  doubly  significant  by  a  look 
of  tenderness,  and  a  kiss  imprinted  on  the  hand  Captain 
Wybrow  held  in  his.  Miss  Assher  was  conquered.  It  was 
so  far  from  probable  that  Anthony  should  love  that  pale 
insignificant  little  thing — so  highly  probable  that  he  should 
adore  the  beautiful  Miss  Assher.  On  the  whole,  it  was 
rather  gratifying  that  other  women  should  be  languishing 


400  SCEKES  OF  CLERICAL  LIFE. 

for  her  handsome  lover;  he  really  was  an  exquisite  creature. 
Poor  Miss  Sarti!    Well,  she  would  get  over  it. 

Captain  Wybrow  saw  his  advantage.  "Come,  sweet 
love/^  he  continued,  "let  us  talk  no  more  about  unpleas- 
ant things.  You  will  keep  Tina^s  secret,  and  be  very  kind 
to  her — won't  you? — for  my  sake.  But  you  will  ride  out 
now?  See  what  a  glorious  day  it  is  for  riding.  Let  me 
order  the  horses.  I^m  terribly  in  want  of  the  air.  Come, 
give  me  one  forgiving  kiss,  and  say  you  will  go.^' 

Miss  Asshor  complied  with  the  double  request,  and  then 
went  to  equip  herself  for  the  ride,  while  her  lover  walked 
to  the  stables. 


CHAPTBE  IX. 


Meanwhile,  Mr.  <xilfil,  who  had  a  heavy  weight  on  his 
mind,  had  watched  for  the  moment  when,  the  two  elder 
ladies  having  driven  out,  Caterina  would  probably  be  alone 
in  Lady  ChevereFs  sitting-room.  He  went  up  and  knocked 
at  the  door. 

"Come  in,^'  said  the  sweet  mellow  voice,  always  thrill- 
ing to  him  as  the  sound  of  rippling  water  to  the  thirsty. 

He  entered  and  found  Caterina  standing  in  some  con- 
fusion, as  if  she  had  been  startled  from  a  reverie.  She  felt 
relieved  when  she  saw  it  was  Maynard,  but,  the  next 
moment,  felt  a  little  pettish  that  he  should  have  come  to 
interrupt  and  frighten  her. 

"Oh,  it  is  you,  Maynard!    Do  you  want  Lady  Cheve- 

"No,  Caterina,''  he  answered  gravely;  "I  want  you.  I 
have  something  very  particular  to  say  to  you.  Will  you  let 
me  sit  down  with  you  for  half  an  hour?'' 

"  Yes,  dear  old  preacher,"  said  Caterina,  sitting  down 
with  an  air  of  weariness;  "  what  is  it?" 

Mr.  Gilfil  placed  himself  opposite  to  her,  and  said,  "  I 
hope  you  will  not  be  hurt,  Caterina,  by  what  I  am  going 
to  say  to  you.  I  do  not  speak  from  any  other  feelings 
than  real  affection  and  anxiety  for  you.  I  put  everything 
else  put  of  ^the  question.  You  know  you  are  more  to  me 
than  all  the  world;  but  I  will  not  thrust  before  you  a  feel-  • 
ing  which  you  are  unable  to  return.  I  speak  to  you  as  a 
brother — the  old  Maynard  that  used  to  scold  you  for  get- 
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ting  your  fishing-line  tangled  ten  years  ago.  You  will  not 
believe  that  I  have  any  mean,  selfish  motive  in  mentioning 
V  things  that  are  painful  to  you?'^ 

"  No;  I  know  you  are  very  good,"  said  Caterina,  ab- 
stractedly. 

"From  what  I  saw  yesterdaj  evening,'^  Mr.  Gilfil  went 
on,  hesitating  and  coloring  slightly,  "  I  am  led  to  fear — 
pray  forgive  me  if  I  am  wrong,  Caterina — that  you — that 
Captain  Wybrow  is  base  enough  still  to  trifle  with  your 
feelings,  that  he  still  allows  himself  to  behave  to  you  as  no 
man  ought  who  is  the  declared  lover  of  another  woman." 

"What  do  you  mean  Maynard?''  said  Caterina,  with 
anger  flashing  from  her  eyes.  "Do  you  mean  that  I  let 
him  make  love  to  me?  What  right  have  you  to  think  that 
of  me?  What  do  you  mean  that  you  saw  yesterday  even- 
ing?" 

"  Do  not  be  angry,  Caterina.  I  don^t  suspect  you  of 
doing  wrong.  I  only  suspect  that  heartless  puppy  of  be- 
having so  as  to  keep  awake  feelings  in  you  that  not  only 
destroy  your  own  |)eace  of  mind,  but  may  lead  to  very 
bad  consequences  with  regard  to  others.     I  want  to  warn 

?ou  that  Miss  Assher  has  her  eyes  open  on  what  passes 
etween  you  and  Captain  Wybrow,  and  I  feel  sure  she  is 
getting  jealous  of  you.  Pray  be  very  careful,  Caterina, 
and  try  to  behave  with  politeness  and  indifference  to  him. 
You  must  see  by  this  time  that  he  is  not  worth  the  feeling 
you  have  given  him.  He^s  more  disturbed  at  his  pulse 
beating  one  too  many  in  a  minute,  than  at  all  the  misery 
he  has  caused  you  by  his  foolish  trifling." 

"You  ought  not  to  speak  so  of  him,  Maynard,"  said 
Caterina,  passionately.  "  He  is  not  what  you  think.  He 
did  care  for  me;  he  did  love  me;  only  he  .wanted  to  do 
what  his  uncle  wished." 

"  Oh,  to  be  sure!  I  know  it  is  only  from  the  most  virtu- 
ous motives  that  he  does  what  is  convenient  to  himself." 

Mr.  Gilfil  paused.  He  felt  that  he  was  getting  irritated, 
and  defeating  his  own  object.  Presently  he  continued  in 
a  calm  and  affectionate  tone. 

"I  will  say  no  more  about  what  I  think  of  him, 
Caterina.  But  whether  he  loved  you  or  not,  his  posi- 
tion now  with  Miss  Assher  is  such  that  any  love  you 
may  cherish  for  him  can  bring  nothing  but  misery. 
God  knows,  I  don^t  expect  you  to  leave  off  loving  him 
at  a  mementos  notice.  Time  and  absence,  and  trying  to 
do  what  is  right,  are  the  only  cures.  If  it  were  not  that 
2« 
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Sir  Christopher  and  liady  Cheverel  would  be  displeased 
and  puzzled  at  your  wishing  to  leave  home  just  now, 
I  would  beg  you  to  pay  a  visit  to  niy  sister.  She  and  her 
husband  are  good  creatures,  and  would  make  their  house 
a  home  to  you.  But  I  could  not  urge  the  thing  just 
now  without  giving  a  special  reason;  and  what  is  most 
of  all  to  be  dreaded  is  the  raising  of  any  suspicion  in 
Sir  Christopher^s  mind  of  what  has  happened  in  the  past, 
or  of  your  present  feelings.  You  think  so  too,  don^t  you, 
Tina?^^ 

Mr.  Gilfil  paused  again,  but  Cateriua  said  nothing. 
She  was  looking  away  from  him,  out  of  the  window,  and 
her  eyes  were  filling  with  tears.  He  rose,  and,  advancing 
a  little  toward  her,  held  out  his  hand  and  said  — 

"  Forgive  me,  Caterina,  for  intruding  on  your  feelings 
in  this  way.  I  was  so  afraid  you  might  not  be  aware  how 
Miss  Assher  watched  you.  Kemember,  I  intreat  you,  that 
the  peace  of  the  whole  family  depends  on  your  power  of 
governing  yourself.  Only  say  you  forgive  me  before  I 
go/' 

^^Dear,  good  Maynard,''  she  said,  stretching  out  her 
little  hand,  and  taking  two  of  his  large  fingers  in  her 
grasp,  while  her  tears  flowed  fast;  "I  am  very  cross  to 
you.  But  my  heart  is  breaking.  I  don^t  know  what  I  do. 
Good-by." 

He  stooped  down,  kissed  the  little  hand,  and  then  left 
the  room. 

^^The  cursed  scoundrel!"  he  muttered  between  his 
teeth,  as  he  closed  the  door  behind  him.  "If  it  were 
not  for  Sir  Christopher,  I  should  like  to  pound  him  into 
paste  to  poison  puppies  like  himself!" 


CHAPTEE  X. 


That  evening  Captain  Wybrow,  returning  from  a  long 
ride  with  Miss  Assher,  went  up  to  his  dressing-room,  and 
seated  himself  with  an  air  of  considerable  lassitude  before 
his  mirror.  The  reflection  there  presented  of  his  exqui- 
site self  was  certainly  paler  and  more  worn  than  usual, 
and  might  excuse  the  anxiety  with  which  he  first  felt  his 
pulse,  and  then  laid  his  hand  on  his  heart, 

"  It^'a  devil  of  a  position  this  for  a  man  to  be  in,"  was 
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the  train  of  his  thought,  as  he  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
glass,  while  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  and  crossed  his 
hands  behind  his  head;  "between  two  jealous  women,  and 
both  of  them  as  ready  to  take  fire  as  tinder.  And  in  my 
state  of  health,  too!  I  should  be  glad  enough  to  run  away 
from  the  whole  affair,  and  go  off  to  some  lotos-eating  place 
or  other  where  there  are  n<r  women,  or  only  women  who 
are  too  sleepy  to  be  jealous.  Here  am  I,  doing  nothing  to 
please  myself,  trying  to  do  the  best  thing  for  everybody 
.  else,  and  all  the  comfort  I  get  is  to  have  fire  shot  at  me 
from  women^s  eyes,  and  venom  spirted  at  me  from  women^s 
tongues.  If  Beatrice  takes  another  jealous  fit  into  her 
head — and  it's  likely  enough,  Tina  is  so  unmanageable — I 
don't  know  what  storm  she  may  raise.  And  any  hitch  in 
this  marriage,  especially  of  that  sort,  might  be  a  fatal 
business  for  the  old  gentleman.  I  wouldn't  have  such  a* 
blow  fall  upon  him  for  a  great  deal.  Besides,  a  man  must 
be  married  some  time  in  his  life,  and  I  could  hardly  do 
better  than  marry  Beatrice.  She's  an  uncommonly  fine 
woman,  and  I'm  really  very  fond  of  her;  and  as  I  shall  let 
her  have  her  own  way,  her  temper  won't  signify  much.  I 
wish  the  wedding  was  over  and  done  with,  for  this  fuss 
doesn't  suit  me  at  all.  I  haven't  been  half  so  well  lately. 
That  scene  about  Tina  this  morning  quite  upset  me.  Poor 
little  I'ina!  What  a  little  simpleton  it  was,  to  set  her  heart 
on  me  in  that  way!  But  she  ought  to  see  how  impossible 
it  is  that  things  should  be  different.  If  she  would  but 
understand  how  kindly  I  feel  toward  her,  and  make  up  her 
mind  to  look  on  me  as  a  friend; — but  that  is  what  one 
never  can  get  a  woman  to  do.  Beatrice  is  very  good- 
natured;  I'm  sure  she  would  be  kind  to  the  little  thing. 
It  would  be  a  great  comfort  if  Tina  would  take  to  Gilfil, 
if  it  were  only  in  anger  against  me.  He'd  make  her  a 
capital  husband,  and  I  should  like  to  see  the  little  grass- 
hopper happy.  If  I  had  been  in  a  different  position,  I 
would  certainly  have  married  her  myself;  but  that  was  out 
of  the  question  with  my  responsibilities  to  Sir  Christopher. 
I  think  a  little  persuasion  from  my  uncle  would  bring  her 
to  accept  Gilfil;  I  know  she  would  never  be. able  to  oppose 
my  uncle's  wishes.  And  if  they  were  once  married,  she's 
such  a  loving  little  thing,  she  would  soon  be  billing  and 
cooing  with  him  as  if  she  had  never  known  me.  It  would 
certainly  be  the  best  thin§  for  her  happiness  if  that  mar- 
riage were  hastened.     Heigho!    Those  are  lucky  fellows 
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that  have  no  women  falling  in  love  with  them.     It^s  a  con- 
founded responsibility/^ 

At  this  point  in  his  meditations  he  turned  his  head  a 
little,  so  as  to  get  a  three-quarter  view  of  his  face.  Clearly 
it  was  the  ^'  dono  infelice  della  bellezza"  that  laid  these 
onerous'duties  upon  him — an  idea  which  naturally  suggested 
that  he  should  ring  for  his  valet. 

For  the  next  few  days,  however,  there  was  such  a  cessa- 
tion of  threatening  symptoms  as  to  allay  the  anxiety  both 
of  Captain  Wybrow  and  Mr.  Gilfil.  All  earthly  things* 
have  their  lull:  even  on  nights  when  the  most  unappeas- 
able wind  is  raging,  there  will  be  a  moment  of  stillness 
before  it  crashes  among  the  boughs  again,  and  storms 
against  the  windows,  and  howls  like  a  thousand  lost 
.  demons  through  the  keyholes. 

Miss  Assher  appeared  to  be  in  the  highest  good-humor; 
Captain  Wybrow  was  more  assiduous  than  usual,  and  was 
very  circumspect  in  his  behavior  to  Caterina,  on  whom 
Miss  Assher  bestowed  unwonted  attentions.  The  weather 
was  brilliant;  there  were  riding  excursions  in  the  morn- 
ings and  dinner-parties  in  the  evenings.  Consultations  in 
the  library  between  Sir  Christopher  and  Lady  Assher 
seemed  to  be  leading  to  a  satisfactory  result;  and  it  was 
understood  that  this  visit  at  Cheverel  Manor  would  termi- 
nate in  another  fortnight,  when  the  preparations  for  the 
wedding  would  be  carried  forward  with  all  despatch  at 
Farleigh.  The  Baronet  seemed  every  day  more  radiant. 
Accustomed  to  view  people  who  entered  into  his  plans  by 
the  pleasant  light  which  his  own  strong  will  and  bright 
hopefulness  were  always  casting  on  the  future,  he  saw 
nothing  but  personal  charms  and  promising  domestic  qual- 
ities in  Miss  Assher,  whose  quickness  of  eye  and  taste  in 
external?  formed  a  real  ground  of  sympathy  between  her 
and  Sir  Christopher.  Lady  ChevereFs  enthusiasm  never 
rose  above  tlie  temperate  mark  of  calm  satisfaction,  and, 
having  quite  her  share  of  the  critical  acumen  which  char- 
acterises the  mutual  estimates  of  the  fair  sex,  she  had  a 
more  moderate  opinion  of  Miss  Assher's  qualities.  She 
suspected  that 'the  fair  Beatrice  had  a  sharp  and  imperious 
temper;  and  being  herself,  on  principle  and  by  habitual 
self-command,  the  most  deferential  of  wives,  she  noticed 
with  disapproval  Miss  Assher's  occasional  air  of  authority 
toward  Captain  Wybrow.  A  proud  woman  who  has 
learned  to  submit,  carries  all  her  pride  to  the  reinforce- 
ment of  her  submission,   and  looks  down  with  severe 
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superiority  on  all  femiuine  assumption  as  ^^  unbecoming." 
Lady  Cheverel,  however,  confined  her  criticisms  to  the 

frivacy  of  her  own  thoughts,  and,  with  a  reticence  which 
fear  may  seem  incredible,  did  not  use  them  as  a  means 
of  disturbing  her  husband's  complacency. 

And  Caterina?  How  did  she  pass  these  sunny  autumn 
days,  in  which  the  skies*  seemed  to  be  smiling  on  the 
family  gladness?  To  her  the  change  in  Miss  Assher's 
manner  was  unaccountable.  Those  compassionate  atten- 
tions, those  smiling  condescensions,  were  torture  to  Cat- 
erina, who  was  constantly  tempted  to  repulse  them  with 
anger.  She  thought,  ^/  rerhaps  Anthony  has  told  her  to 
be  kind  to  poor  Tina.''  This  was  an  insult.  He  ought  to 
have  known  that  the  mere  presence  of  Miss  Assher  was 
painful  to  her,  that  Miss  Assher's  smiles  sorched  her,  that 
Miss  Assher's  kind  words  were  like  poison  stings  inflaming 
her  to  madness.  And  he — Anthony — he  was  evidently 
repenting  of  the  tenderness  he  had  been  betrayed  into  that 
morning  in  the  drawing-room.  He  was  cold  and  distant 
and  civil  to  her,  to  ward  off  Beatrice's  suspicions,  and 
Beatrice  could  be  so  gracious  now,  because  she  was  sure  of 
Anthony's  entire  devotion.  Weill  and  so  it  ought  to  be — 
and  she  ought  not  to  wish  it  otherwise.  And  yet — oh,  he 
was  cruel  to  her.  She  could  never  have  behaved  so  to 
him.  To  make  her  love  him  so — to  speak  such  tender 
words — to  give  her  such  caresses,  and  then  to  behave  as  if 
such  things  had  never  been,  He  had  given  her  the  poison 
that  seemed  so  sweet  while  she  was  drinking  it,  and  now  it 
was  in  her  blood,  and  she  was  helpless. 

With  this  tempest  pent  up  in  her  bosom,  the  poor  child 
went  up  to  her  room  every  night,  and  there  it  all  burst 
forth.  There,  with  loud  whispers  and  sobs,  restlessly 
pacing  up  and  down,  lying  on  the  hard  floor,  courting  cold 
and  weariness,  she  told  to  the  pitiful  listening  night  the 
anguish  which  she  could  pour  into  no  mortal  ear.  But 
always  sleep  came  at  last,  and  always  in  the  morning  the 
reactive  calm  that  enabled  her  to  live  through  the  day. 

It  is  amazing  how  long  a  young  frame  will  go  on  battling 
with  this  sort  of  secret  wretchedness,  and  yet  show  no  traces 
of  the  conflict  for  any  but  sympathetic  eyes.  The  very 
delicacy  of  Caterina's  usual  appearance,  her  natural  pale- 
ness and  habitually  quiet  mouse-like  ways,  made  any  symp- 
toms of  fatigue  and  suffering  less  noticeable.  And  her 
singing — the  one  thing  in  which  she  ceased  to  be  passive, 
ftud  became  prominentP-lost  none  of  its  energy.     She  her- 
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self  sometimes  wondered  how  it  was  that,  whether  she  felt 
sad  or  angry,  crushed  with  the  sense  of  Anthony^s  indif- 
ference, or  burning  with  impatience  under  Miss  Assher*s 
attentions,  it  was  always  a  relief  to  her  to  sing.  Those 
full  deep  notes  she  sent  forth  seemed  to  be  lifting  the  pain 
from  her  heart — seemed  to  be  carrying  away  the  madness 
from  her  brain. 

Thus  Lady  Cheverel  noticed  no  change  in  Caterina,  and 
it  was  only  Mr.  Gilfil  who  discerned  with  anxiety  the  fev- 
erish spot  that  sometimes  rose  on  her  cheek,  the  deepening 
violet  tint  under  her  eyes,  and  the  strange  absent  glance  of 
the  beautiful  eyes  themselves. 

But  those  agitated  nights  were  prodtrcin^  a  morelu,cal 
effect  than  was  represented  by  these  slight  outward 
changes. 


CHAPTER  XL 


The  following  Sunday,  the  morning  being  rainy,  it  was 
determined  that  th€  family  should  not  go  to  Cumbermore 
Church  as  usual,  but  that  Mr.  Gilfil,  who  had  only  an 
afternoon  service  at  his  curacy,  should  conduct  the  morn- 
ing service  in  the  chapel. 

Just  before  the  appointed  hour  of  eleven,  Caterina  came 
down  into  the  drawing-room,  looking  so  unusually  ill  as  to 
call  forth  an  anxious  inquiry  from  Lady  Cheverel,  who,  on 
learning  that  she  had  a  severe  headache,  insisted  that  she 
should  not  attend  service,  and  at  once  packed  her  up  com- 
fortably on  a  sofa  near  the  fire,  putting  a  volume  of  Tillot- 
son^s  Sermons  in  her  hands — ^as  appropriate  reading,  if 
Caterina  should  feel  equal  to  that  means  of  edification. 

Excellent .  medicine  for  the  mind  are  the  Archbishop's 
sermons,  but  a  medicine,  unhappily,  not  suited  to  Tina's 
case.  She  sat  with  the  book  open  on  her  knees,  her 
dark  eyes  fixed  vacantly  on  the  portrait  of  that  hand- 
some Lady  Cheverel,  wife  of  the  notable  Sir  Anthony. 
She  gazed  at  the  piccure  without  thinking  of  it,  and  the 
fair  blonde  dame  seemed  to  look  down  on  her  with  that 
benignant  unconcern,  that  mild  wonder,  with  which  happj 
self-possessed  women  are  apt  to  look  down  on  their  agi- 
tated and  weaker  sisters. 

Caterina  was  thinking  of  the  near  future — of  the  wedding 
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that  was  so  soon  to  come — of  all  she  would  have  to  live 
through  in  the  next  months. 

^'  I  wish  I  could  be  very  ill,  and  die  before  then/^  she 
thought.  ^^When  people  get  very  ill,  they  don't  mind 
about  things.  Poor  Patty  Richards  looked  so  happy  when 
she  was  in  a  decline.  She  didn't  seem  to  care  any  more 
about  her  lover  that  she  was  engaged  to  be  married  to,  and 
she  liked  the  smell  of  the  flowers  so,  that  I  used  to  take 
lier.  Oh,  if  I  could  but  like  anything — if  I  could  but 
think  about  anything  else!  If.  these  dreadful  feelings 
would  go  away,  I  wouldn't  mind  about  not  being  happy. 
I  wouldn't  want  anything — and  I  could  do  what  would 
please  Sir  Christopher  and  Lady  Cheverel.  But  when  that 
rage  and  anger  comes  into  me,  I  don't  know  what  to  do. 
I  don't  feel  the  ground  under  me;  I  only  feel  my  head 
and  heart  beatinff,  and  it  seems  as  if  I  must  do  something 
dreadful.  Oh!  I  wonder  if  any  one  ever  felt  like  me 
before.  I  must  be  very  wicked.  But  God  will  have  pity 
on  me;  He  knows  all  I  have  to  bear." 

In  this  way  the  time  wore  on  till  Tina  heard  the  sound 
of  voices  along  the  passage,  and  became  conscious  that  the 
volume  of  Tillotson  had  slipped  on  the  floor.  She  had 
only  just  picked  it  up,  and  seen  with  alarm  that  the  pages 
were  bent,  when  Lady  Assher,  Beatrice,  and  Captain  Wy- 
brow  entered,  all  with  that  brisk  and  cheerful  air  which 
a  sermon  is  often  observed  to  produce  when  it  is  quite 
finished. 

Lady  Assher  at  once  came  and  seated  herself  by  Caterina. 
Her  ladyship  had  been  considerably  refreshed  by  a  doze, 
and  was  in  great  force  for  monologue. 

^^  Well,  my  dear  Miss  Sarti,  and  how  do  you  feel  now? — 
a  little  better,  I  see.  I  •thought  you  would  be,  sitting 
quietly  here.  These  headaches,  now,  are  all  from  weak- 
ness. You  must  not  over-exert  yourself,  and  you  must 
take  bitters.  I  used  to  have  just  the  same  sort  of  head- 
aches when  I  was  your  age,  and  old  Dr.  Sampson  used  to 
say  to  my  mother,  ^  Madam,  what  your  daughter  suffers 
from  is  weakness.'  He  was  such  a  curious  old  man,  was 
Dr.  Sampson.  But  I  wish  you  could  have  heard  the  ser- 
mon this  morning.  Such  an  excellent  sermon!  It  was 
about  the  ten  virgins:  five  of  them  were  foolish,  and  five 
were  clever,  you  know;  and  Mr.  Gilfil  explained  all  that. 
What  a  very  pleasant  young  man  he  is!  so  very  quiet  and 
a^eeable,  and  such  a  good  hand  at  whist.  I  wish  we  had 
him  at  Farlelgh.     Sir  John  would  have  liked  him  beyond 
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anything;  he  is  so  good-tempered  at  cards,  and  he  was 
such  a  man  for  cards,  was  Sir  John.  And  our  rector  is  a 
very  irritable  man;  he  can^t  bear  to  lose  his  money  at  cards. 
I  don^t  think  a  clergyman  ought  to  mind  about  losing  his 
money;  do  you? — do  you,  now?^' 

^'  (5h,  pray.  Lady  Assher,^^  interposed  Beatrice,  in  her 
usual  tone  of  superiority,  "do  not  weary  poor  Caterina 
with  such  uninteresting  questions.  Your  head  seems  very 
bad  still,  dear,^^  she  continued,  in  a  condoling  tone,  to 
Caterina;  "do  take  my  vinaigrette,  and  keep  it  in  your 
pocket.     It  will  perhaps  refresh  you  now  and  then.'^ 

"No,  thank  you,^'  answered  Caterina;  "I  will  not  take 
it  away  from  you.^^ 

"Indeed,  dear,  I  never  use  it;  you  must  take  it,'*  Miss 
Assher  persisted,  holding  it  close  to  Tinafs  hand.  Tina 
colored  deeply,  pushed  the  viniagrette  away  with  some 
impatience,  and  said,  "Thank  you,  I  never  use  those 
things.     I  dou^t  like  viniagrettes. 

Miss  Assher  returned  the  viniagrette  to  her  pocket  in 
surprise  and  haughty  silence,  and  Captain  Wybrow,  who 
had  looked  on  in  some  alarm,  said,  nastily,  "See!  it  is 
qnite  bright  out  of  doors  now.  There  is  time  for  a  walk 
before  luncheon.  Come,  Beatrice,  put  on  your  hat  and 
cloak,  and  let  us  have  half  an  bourns  walk  on  the  gravel.'* 

"Yes,  do,  my  dear/'  said  Ladv  Assher,  "and  I  will 
go  and  see  if  Sir  Christopher  is  naving  his  walk  in  the 
gallery." 

As  soon  as  the  door  had  closed  behind  the  two  ladies. 
Captain  Wybrow,  standing  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  turned 
toward  Caterina,  and  said  in  a  tone  of  earnest  remon- 
strance, "My  dear  Caterina,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  exercise 
more  control  over  your  feelings;  you  are  really  rude  to 
Miss  Assher,  and  I  can  see  that  she  is  quite  hurt.  Con- 
sider how  strange  your  behavior  must  appear  to  her.  She 
will  wonder  what  can  be  the  cause  of  it.  Come,  dear 
Tina,"  he  added,  approaching  her,  and  attempting  to  take 
her  hand;  "for  ^our  own  sake  let  me  entreat  you  to 
receive  her  attentions  politely.  She  really  feels  kindly 
toward  you,  and  I  should  be  so  happy  to  see  you  friends. 

Caterina  was  already  in  such  a  state  of  diseased  suscepti- 
bility that  the  most  innocent  words  from  Captain  Wybrow 
would  have  been  irritating  to  her,  as  the  whirr  of  the  most 
delicate  wing  will  afflict  a  nervous  patient.  But  this  tone 
of  benevolent  remonstrance  was  intolerable.  He  had 
inflicted  a  great  and  unrepented  injury  on  her,  and  now 
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he  assumed  an  air  of  benevolence  toward  her.  This 
was  a  new  outrage.  His  profession  of  good-will  was 
insolence. 

Caterina  snatched  away  her  hand  and  said,  indignantly, 
"  Leave  me  to  myself.  Captain  Wybrow!  I  do  not  disturb 
you.'^ 

"Caterina,  why  will  you  be  sa  violent — so  uniust  to  me? 
It  is  for  you  that  I  feel  anxious.  Miss  Assher  has  already 
noticed  now  strange  your  behavior  is  both  to  her  and  me, 
and  it  puts  me  in  a  very  difficult  position.  What  can  I 
say  to  her?" 

"Say?"  Caterina  burst  forthwith  intense  bitterness, 
rising,  and  moving  toward  the  door;  "say  that  I  am  a 
poor  silly  girl,  and  have  fallen  in  love  with  you,  and  am 

{ealous  of  her;  but  that  you  have  never  had  any  feeling 
mt  pity  for  me — you  have  never  behaved  with  anything 
more  than  friendliness  to  me.  Tell  her  that,  and  she  will 
think  all  the  better  of  you." 

Tina  uttered  this  as  the  bitterest  sarcasm  her  ideas 
would  furnish  her  with,  not  having  the  faintest  suspicion 
that  the  sarcasm  derived  any  of  its  bitterness  from  truth. 
Underneath  all  her  sense  of  wrong,  which  was  rather 
instinctive  than  reflective — underneath  all  the  madness  of 
her  jealousy,  and  her  ungovernable  impulses  of  resentment 
and  vindictiveness — underneath  all  this  scorching  passion 
there  were  still  left  some  hidden  crystal  dews  of  trust,  of 
self-reproof,  of  belief  that  Anthony  was  trying  to  do  the 
right.  Love  had  not  all  gone  to  feed  the  fires  of  hatred. 
Tina  still  trusted  that  Anthony  felt  more  for  her  than  he 
seemed  to  feel;  she  was  still  far  from  suspecting  him 
of  a  wrong  which  a  woman  resents  even  more  than  incon- 
stancy. And  she  threw  out  this  taunt  simply  as  the  most 
intense  expression  she  could  find  for  the  anger  of  the 
moment. 

As  she  stood  nearly  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  her  little 
bodv  trembling  under  the  shock  of  passions  too  strong  for 
it,  ner  very  lips  pale,  and  her  eyes  gleaming,  the  door 
opened,  and  Miss  Assher  appeared,  tall,  blooming  and 
splendid,  in  her  walking  costume.  As  she  entered,  her 
face  wore  the  smile  appropriate  to  the  exits  and  entrances 
of  a  young  lady  who  feels  that  her  presence  is  an  inter- 
esting fact;  but  the  next  moment  she  looked  at  Caterina 
with  grave  surprise,  and  then  threw  a  glance  of  angry- 
suspicion  at  Captain  Wybrow,  who  wore  an  air  of  weari- 
ness and  vexation. 
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^^  Perhaps  you  are  too  much  engaged  to  walk  out. 
Captain  Wybrow?    I  will  go  alone/^ 

"No,  no,  I  am  coming,"  he  answered,  hurrying  toward 
her,  and  leading  her  out  of  the  room;  leaving  poor  Cater- 
ina  to  feel  all  the  reaction  of  shame  and  self-reproach 
after  her  outburst  of  passion. 


CHAPTEE  XII. 


"  Pray,  what  is  likely  to  be  the  next  scene  in  the  drama 
between  you  and  Miss  Sarti?"  said  Miss  Assher  to  Captain 
Wybrow  as  soon  as  they  were  out  on  the  gravel.  "It 
would  be  agreeable  to  have  some  idea  of  what  is  coming/' 

Captain  Wybrow  was  silent.  He  felt  out  of  humor, 
wearied,  annoyed.  There  come  moments  when  one  almost 
determines  never  again  to  oppose  anything  but  dead  silence 
to  an  angry  woman.  "  Now  then,  confound  it,''  he  said  to 
himself,  "I'm  going  to  be  battered  on  the  other  flank." 
He  looked  resolutely  at  the  horizon,  with  something  more 
like  a  frown  on  his  face  than  Beatrice  had  ever  seen  tjiere. 

After  a  pause  of  two  or  three  minutes,  she  continued  in 
a  still  haughtier  tone,  "I  suppose  you  are  aware.  Cap- 
tain Wybrow,  that  I  expect  an  explanation  of  what  I  have 
just  seen." 

"  I  have  no  explanation,  my  dear  Beatrice,"  he  answered 
at  last,  making  a  strong  effort  over  himself,  "except  what 
I  have  already  given  you.  I  hoped  you  would  never  recur 
to  the  subject." 

"Your  explanation,  however,  is  very  far  from  satisfac- 
tory. I  can  only  say  that  the  airs  Miss  Sarti  thinks  herself 
entitled  to  put  on  toward  you,  are  quite  incomj)atible  with 
your  position  as  regards  me.  And  her  behavior  to  me  is 
most  insulting.  I  shall  certainly  not  stay  in  the  house 
under  such  circumstances,  and  mamma  must  state  the  rea- 
sons to  Sir  Christopher." 

"Beatrice,"  said  Captain  Wybrow,  his  irritation  giving 
way  to  alarm,  "  I  beseech  you  to  be  patient,  and  exercise 
your  good  feelings  in  this  affair.  It  is  very  painful,  I 
know,  but  I  am  sure  you  would  be  grieved  to  injure  poor 
Caterina  —  to  bring  down  my  uncle's  anger  upon  ner. 
Consider  what  a  poor  little  dependent  thing  she  is." 

"  Jt  is  very  adroit. of  you  to  make  these  evasions^  but  do 
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not  suppose  that  they  deceive  me.  Miss  Sarti  would  never 
dare  to  behave  to  you  as  she  does,  if  you  had  not  flirted 
with  her,  or  made  love  to  her.  I  suppose  she  considers 
your  engagement  to  me  a  breach  of  faith  to  her.  I  am 
much  obliged  to  you,  certainly,  for  making  me  Miss  Sar- 
ti^s  rival.    You  have  told  me  a  falsehood.  Captain  Wybro w. " 

"Beatrice,  I  solemnly  declare  to  you  that  Caterina  is 
nothing  more  to  me  than  a  girl  I  naturally  feel  kindly 
to — as  a  favorite  of  my  nucleus,  and  a  nice  little  thing 
enough.  I  should  be  glad  to  see  her  married  to  Gilfil 
to-morrow;  that^s  a  good  proof  that  Fm  not  in  love  with 
her,  I  should  think.  As  to  the  past,  I  may  have  shown 
her  little  attentions,  which  she  has  exaggerated  and  mis- 
interpreted. What  man  is  not  liable  to  that  sort  of 
thing?^^ 

"But  what  can  she  found  her  behavior  on?  What  had 
she  been  saying  to  you  this  morning  to  make  her  tremble 
and  turn  pale  in  that  way?'* 

"  Oh,  I  don^fc  know.  I  just  '&aid  something  about  her 
behaving  peevishly.  With  that  Italian  blood  of  hers, 
there^s  no  knowing  how  she  may  take  what  one  says.  She^s 
a  fierce  little  thing,  though  she  seems  so  quiet  generally." 
.  "  But  she  ought  to  be  made  to  know  how  unbecoming 
and  indelicate  her  conduct  is.  For  my  part,  I  wonder 
Lady  Oheverel  has  not  noticed  her  short  answers  and  the 
airs  she  puts  on.** 

"  Let  me  beg  of  you,  Beatrice,  not  to  hint  anything  of 
the  kind  to  Lady  Oheverel.  You  must  have  observed  how 
strict  my  aunt  is.  It  never  enters  her  head  that  a  girl  can 
be  in  love  with  a  man  who  has  not  made  her  an  offer.** 

"  Well,  I  shall  let  Miss  Sarti  know  myself  that  I  have 
observed  her  conduct.     It  will  be  only  a  charity  to  her.'* 

"Nay,  dear,  that  will  be  doing  nothing  but  harm. 
Oaterina*s  temper  is  peculiar.  The  best  thin^  you  can  do 
will  be  to  leave  her  to  herself  as  much  as  possible.  It  will 
all  wear  off.  I*ve  no  doubt  she*ll  be  married  to  Gilfil 
before  long.  Girls'  fancies  are  easily  diverted  from  one 
object  to  another.  By  Jove,  what  a  rate  my  heart  is  gal- 
loping at!  These  confounded  palpitations  get  worse 
instep  of  better.** 

Thus  ended  the  conversation,  so  far  as  it  concerned 
Oaterina,  not  without  leaving  a  distinct  resolution  in  Oap- 
tain  Wybrow's  mind — a  resolution  carried  into  effect  the 
next  day,  when  he  was  in  the  library  with  Sir  Ohristopher 
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for  the  purpose  of  discussing  some  axrangements  about  the 
approaching  marriage. 

'*  By  the  by/^  he  said  carelessly,  when  the  business  came 
to  a  pause,  and  he  was  sauntering  round  the  room  with  his 
hands  in  his  coat-pockets,  surveying  the  backs  of  the  books 
that  lined  the  walls,  ^'when  is  the  wedding  between  Gilfil 
and  Caterina  to  come  off,  sir?  I've  a  fellow-feeling  for  a 
poor  devil  so  many  fathoms  deep  in  love  as  Maynard. 
Why  shouldn^t  their  marriage  happen  as  soon  as  ours?  I 
suppose  he  has  come  to  an  understanding  with  Tina?^^ 

^^  Why,"  said  Sir  Christopher,  ''I  did  think  of  letting 
the  thing  be  until  old  Crichley  died;  he  can^t  hold  out 
very  long,  poor  fellow;  and  then  MaynaM  might  have 
entered  into  matrimony  and  the  Rectory  both  at  once. 
But,  after  all,  that  really  is  no  good  reason  for  waiting. 
There  is  no  need  for  them  to  leave  the  Manor  when  they 
are  married.  The  little  monkey  is  quite  old  enough.  It 
would  be  pretty  to  see  her  a  matron,  with  a  baby  about  the 
size  of  a  kitten  in  her  arms." 

•*I  think  that  system  of  waiting  is  always  bad.  'And 
if  I  can  further  any  settlement  you  would  like  to  make  on 
Caterina,  I  shall  be  delighted  to  carry  out  your  wishes." 

*^ My  dear  boy,  that's  very  good  of  you;  but  Maynard 
will  have  enough;  and  from  what  I  know  of  him — and  I 
know  him  well — I  think  he  would  rather  provide  fo^* 
Caterina  himself.  However,  now  you  have  put  this  mat- 
ter into  my  head,  I  begin  to  blame  myself  for  not  having 
thought  of  it  before.  Fve  been  so  wrapt  up  in  Beatrice 
and  you,  you  rascal,  that  I  had  really  forgotten  poor  May- 
nard. And  he's  older  than  you — it's  high  time  he  was 
settled  in  life  as  a  family  man." 

Sir  Christopher  paused,  took  snuff  in  a  meditative  man- 
ner, and  presently  said,  more  to  himself  than  to  Anthony, 
who  was  humming  a  tune  at  the  far  end  of  the  room, 
^'  Yes,  yes.  It  will  be  a  capital  plan  to  finish  off  all  our 
family  business  at  once." 

Eiding  out  with  Miss  Assher  the  same  morning,  Captain 
Wybrow  mentioned  to  her  incidentally,  that  Sir  Chris- 
topher was  anxious  to  bring  about  the  wedding  between 
Gilfil  and  Caterina  as  soon  as  possible,  and  that  he,  for  his 
part,  should  do  all  he  could  to  further  the  affair.  It  would 
be  the  best  thing  in  the  world  for  Tina,  in  whose  welfare 
he  was  really  interested. 

With  Sir  Christopher  there  was  never  any  long  interval 
between  purpose  and  execution.     He  m^de  up  his  mind 
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promptly,  and  he  acted  promptly.  On  rising  from  lunch- 
eon, he  said  to  Mr.  Gilfil,  ^^  Come  with  me  into  the  library, 
Maynard.     I  want  to  have  a  word  with  you.^^ 

^'  Maynard,  my  boy,^^  he  began,  as  soon  as  they  were 
seated,  tapping  his  snuff-box,  and  looking  radiant  at  the 
idea  of  the  unexpected  pleasure  he  was  about  to  give, 
"  why  shouldn^t  we  have  two  happy  couples  instead  of  one, 
before  the  autumn  is  over,  eh?^^ 

"Eh?^'  he  repeated,  after  a  moment^s  pause,  lengthen- 
ing out  the  monosyllable,  taking  a  slow  pinch  and  looking 
up  at  Maynard  with  a  sly  smile. 

^*  Fm  not  quite  sure  that  I  understand  you,  sir,"  answered 
Mr.,  Gilfil,  who  felt  annoyed  at  the  consciousness  that  he 
was  turning  pale. 

'^Not  understand  me,  you  rogue?  You  know  very  well 
whose  happiness  lies  nearest  to  my  heart  after  Anthony's. 
You  know  you  let  me  into  your  secrets  long  ago,  so  there's 
no  confession  to  make.  Tina's  quite  old  enough  to  be  a 
grave  little  wife  now;  and  though  the  rectory's  not  ready 
for  you,  that's  no  matter.  My  lady  and  I  shall  feel  all  the 
more  comfortable  for  having  you  with  us.  We  should 
miss  our  little  sindng-bird  if  we  lost  her  all  at  once." 

Mr.  Gilfil  felt  himself  in  a  painfully  difficult  position. 
He  dreaded  that  Sir  Christopher  should  surmise  or  dis- 
cover the  true  state  of  Caterina's  feelings,  and  yet  he  was 
obliged  to  make  those  feelings  the  ground  of  his  reply. 

"My  dear  sir,"  he  at  last  said  with  some  effort,  "you 
will  not  suppose  that  I  am  not  alive  to  your  goodness — 
that  I  am  not  grateful  for  your  fatherly  interest  in  my 
happiness;  but  I  fear  that  Caterina's  feelings  toward  me 
are  not  such  as  to  warant  the  hope  that  she  would  accept 
a  proposal  of  marriage  from  me." 

"Have  you  ever  asked  her?'' 

^^N"o,  sir.  But  we  often  know  these  things  too  well 
without  asking." 

'^Pooh,  pooh!  the  little  monkey  must  love  you.  Why, 
you  were  her  first  playfellow;  and  I  remember  she  used  to 
cry  if  you  cut  your  finger.  Besides,  she  has  always 
silently  admitted  that  you  were  her  lover.  You  know 
I  have  always  spoken  of  you  to  her  in  that  light.  I 
took  it  for  granted  you  had  settled  the  business  between 

{^ourselves;    so  did  Anthony.     Anthony  thinks  she's  in 
ove  with  you,  and  he  has  young  eyes,  which   are  apt 
enough  to  see  clearly  in  these  matters.     He  was  talking  to 
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me  about  it  this  morning,  and  pleased  me  very  much  by 
the  friendly  interest  he  showed  in  you  and  Tina." 

The  blood  —  more  than  was  wanted  —  rushed  back  to 
Mr.  Gilfirs  face;  he  set  his  teeth  and  clenched  his  hands 
in  the  effort  to  repress  a  burst  of  indignation.  Sir  Chris- 
topher noticed  the  flush,  but  thought  it  indicated  the 
fluctuation  of  hope  and  fear  about  Caterina.  He  went 
on — 

^'You're  too  modest  by  half,  Maynard.  A  fellow  who 
can  take  a  five-barred  gate,  as  you  can,  ought  not  to  be  so 
faint-hearted.  If  you  can^t  speak  to  her  yourself,  leave 
me  to  talk  to  her.^' 

"Sir  Christopher,"  said  poor  Maynard  earnestly,  '^I 
shall  really  leel  it  the  greatest  kindness  you  can  possibly 
show  me  not  to  mention  this  subject  to  Caterina  at  present. 
I  think  such  a  proposal,  made  prematurely,  might  only 
alienate  her  from  me." 

Sir  Christopher  was  getting  a  little  displeased  at  this 
contradiction.  His  tone  became  a  little  sharper  as  he 
said,  "Have  you  any  grounds  to  state  for  this  opinion, 
beyond  your  general  notion  that  Tina  is  not  enough  in 
love  with  you?" 

"I  can  state  none  beyond  my  own  very  strong  impres- 
sion that  she  does  not  love  me  well  enough  to  marry  me." 

"Then  I  think  that  ground  is  worth  nothing  at  all.  I 
am  tolerably  correct  in  my  judgment  of  people;  and  if 
I  am  not  very  much  deceived  in  Tina,  she  looks  forward 
to  nothing  else  but  to  your  being  her  husband.  Leave  me 
to  manage  the  matter  as  I  think  best.  You  may  rely  on 
me  that  I  shall  do  no  harm  to  your  cause,  Maynard." 

Mr.  Gilfil,  afraid  to  say  more,  yet  wretched  in  the  pros- 
pect of  what  might  result  from  Sir  Christopher^s  determina- 
tion, quitted  the  library  in  a  state  of  mingled  indignation 
against  Captain  Wybrow,  and  distress  for  himself  and 
Caterina.  What  would  she  think  of  him  ?  She  might  sup- 
pose that  he  had  instigated  or  sanctioned  Sir  Christopher's 
proceeding.  He  should  perhaps  not  have  an  opportunity 
of  speaking  to  her  on  the  subject  in  time;  he  would  write 
her  a  note,  and  carry  it  up  to  her  room  after  the  dressing- 
bell  had  rung.  No;  that  would  agitate  her,  and  unfit  her 
for  appearing  at  dinner,  and  passing  the  evening  calmly. 
He  would  defer  it  till  bed-time.  After  prayers,  he  con- 
trived to  lead  her  back  to  the  drawing-room,  and  to  put  a 
letter  in  her  hand.  She  carried  it  up  to  her  own  room, 
wondering,  and  there  read — 
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Dear  Catbrina,  —  Do  not  suspect  for  a  moment  that  anything 
Sir  Christopher  may  say  to  you  about  our  marriage  has  been  prompted 
by  me.  I  have  done  all  I  dare  do  tc  dissuade  him  from  urging  the  sub 
ject,  and  have  only  been  prevented  from  speaking  more  strongly  by 
the  dread  of  provoking  questions  which  I  could  not  answer  without 
causing  you  fresh  misery.  I  write  this,  both  to  prepare  you  for  any- 
thing Sir  Christopher  may  say,  and  to  assure  you — ^but  I  hope  you 
already  believe  it — that  your  feelinffs  are  sacred  to  me.  I  would 
rather  part  with  the  dearest  hope  of  my  life  than  be  the  means  of 
adding  to  your  trouble. 

It  is  (Japtain  Wybrow  who  has  prompted  Sir  Christopher  to  take 
up  the  subject  at  this  moment.  I  tell  you  this,  to  save  you  from  hear- 
ing it  suddenly  when  you  are  with  Sir  Christopher.  You  see  now 
what  sort  of  stuff  that  dastard's  heart  is  made  of.  Trust  in  me 
always,  dearest  Caterina,  as — ^whatever  may  come — your  faithful 
friend  and  brother,  Maynabd  Gilfil. 

Caterina  was  at  first  too  terribly  stung  by  tbe  words 
about  Captain  Wybrow  to  think  of  the  difficulty  which 
threatened  her — ^to  think  either  of  what  Sir  Christopher 
would  SB,j  to  her,  or  of  what  she  could  say  in,  reply.  Bitter 
sense  of  injury,  fierce  resentment,  left  no  room  for  fear. 
With  the  poisoned  garment  upon  him,  fhe  victim  writhes 
under  the  torture — he  has  no  thought  of  the  coming  death. 

Anthony  could  do  thisl — Of  this  there  could  be  no 
explanation  but  the  coolest  contempt  for  her  feelings,  the 
basest  sacrifice  of  all  the  consideration  and  tenderness  he 
owed  her  to  the  ease  of  his  position  with  Miss  Assher. 
No.  It  was  worse  than  that:  it  was  deliberate,  gratuitous 
cruelty.  He  wanted  to  show  her  how  he  despised  her;  he 
wanted  to  make  her' feel  her  folly  in  having  ever  believed 
that  he  loved  her. 

The  last  crystal  drops  of  trust  and  tenderness,  she 
thought,  were  dried  up;  all  was  parched,  fiery  hatred. 
Now  she  need  no  longer  check  her  resentment  by  the  fear 
of  doing  him  an  injustice;  he  had  trifled  with  her,  as  May- 
nard  had  said;  he  had  been  reckless  of  her;  and  now  he 
was  base  and  cruel.  She  had  cause  enough  for  her  bitter- 
ness and  anger;  they  were  not  so  wicked  as  they  had 
seemed  to  her. 

As  these  thoughts  were  hurrying  after  each  other,  like  so 
many  sharp  throbs  of  fevered  pain,  she  shed  no  tear.  She 
paced  restlessly  to  and  fro,  as  her  habit  was — her  hands 
clenched,  her  eyes  gleaming  fiercely  and  wandering 
uneasily,  as  if  in  search  of  something  on  which  she  might 
throw  herself  like  a  tigress. 

**If  I  could  speak  to  him,^^  she  whispered,  ^'and  tell 
him  I  hate  him,  I  despise  him,  I  loathe  himl'^ 
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Suddenly,  as  if  a  new  thought  had  struck  her,  she  drew 
a  key  from  her  pocket,  and  unlocking  an  inlaid  desk  where 
she  stored  up  her  keepsakes,  took  from  it  a  small  minia- 
ture. It  was  in  a  very  slight  gold  frame,  with  a  ring  to  it, 
as  if  intended  to  be  worn  on  a  chain;  and  under  the  glass 
at  the  back  were  two  locks  of  hair,  one  dark  and  the  other 
auburn,  arranged  in  a  fantastic  knot.  It  was  Anthony^s 
secret  present  to  her  a  year  ago — a  copy  he  had  had  made 
specially  for  her.  For  the  last  month  she  had  not  taken 
it  from  its  hiding  place:  there  was  no  need  to  heighten 
the  vividness  of  the  past.  But  now  she  clutched  it 
fiercely,  and  dashed  it  across  the  room  against  the  bare 
hearthstone. 

Will  she  crush  it  under  her  feet,  and  grind  it  under  her 
high-heeled  shoe,  till  every  trace  of  those  false  cruel 
features  is  gone? 

Ah,  no!  She  rushed  across  the  room;  but  when  she  saw 
the  little  treasure  she  had  cherished  so  fondly,  so  often 
smothered  with  Ij^sses,  so  often  laid  under  her  pillow,  and 
remembered  with  the  first  return  of  consciousness  in  the 
morning — when  she  saw  this  one  visible  relic  of  the  too 
happy  past  lying  with  the  glass  shivered,  the  hair  fallen 
out,  the  thin  ivory  cracked,  there  was  a  revulsion  of  the 
over-strained  feeling,  relenting  came,  and  she  burst  into 
tears. 

Look  at  her  stooping  down  to  gather  up  her  treasure, 
searching  for  the  hair  and  replacing  it,  and  then  mourn- 
fully examining  the  crack  that  disfigures  the  once-loved 
image.  There  is  no  glass  now  to  guard  either  the  hair  or 
the  portrait;  but  see  how  carefully  she  wraps  delicate 
paper  round  it,  and  locks  it  up  again  in  its  old  place, 
roor  child!  God  send  the  relenting  may  always  come 
before  the  worst  irrevocable  deed! 

This  action  had  quieted  her,  and  she  sat  down  to  read 
Maynard's  letter  again.  She  read  it  two  or  three  times 
without  seeming  to  take  in  the  sense;  her  apprehension 
was  dulled  by  the  passion  of  the  last  hour,  and  she  found 
it  difficult  to  call  up  the  ideas  suggested  by  the  words. 
At  last  she  began  to  have  a  distinct  conception  of  the 
impending  interview  with  Sir  Christopher.  The  idea  of 
displeasing  the  Baronet,  of  whom  every  one  at  the  Manor 
stood  in  awe,  frightened  her  so  much  that  she  thought  it 
would  be  impossible  to  resist  his  wish.  He  believed  that 
she  loved  Maynard;  he  had  alwavs  spoken  as  if  he  were 
quite  sure  of  it.     How  could  she  tell  him  he  was  deceived— 
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and  what  if  he  were  to  ask  her  whether  she  loved  anybody 
eke?  To  have  Sir  Christopher  looking  angrily  at  her, 
was  more  than  she  could  bear,  even  in  imagination.  He  had 
always  been  so  good  to  her!  Then  she  began  to  think  of 
the  pain  she  might  give  him,  and  the  more  selfish  distress 
of  fear  gave  way  to  the  distress  of  affection.  Unselfish 
tears  began  to  flow,  and  sorrowful  gratitude  to  Sir  Chris- 
topher helped  to  awaken  her  sensibility  to  Mr.  Gilfil's  ten- 
derness and  generosity. 

*^  Dear,  good  Maynard! — ^what  a  poor  return  I  make 
him!  If  I  could  but  have  loved  him  instead — but  I  can 
never  love  or  care  for  anything  again.  My  heart  is 
broken/'    • 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


The  next  morning  the  dreaded  moment  came.  Caterina, 
stupefied  by  the  suffering  of  the  previous  night,  with  that 
dull  mental  aching  which  follows  on  acute  anguish,  was  in 
Lady  CheverePs  sitting-room,  copying  out  some  charity 
lists,  when  her  ladyship  came  in,  and  said — 

'^Tina,  Sir  Christopher  wants  you;  go  down  into  the 
library. '^ 

She  went  down  trembling.  As  soon  as  she  entered.  Sir 
Christopher,  who  was  seated  near  his  writing-table,  said, 
*^  Now,  little  monkey,  come  and  sit  down  by  me;  I  have 
something  to  tell  you.'' 

Caterina  took  a  footstool,  and  seated  herself  on  it  at  the 
Baronet's  feet.  It  was  her  habit  to  sit  on  these  low  stools, 
and  in  this  way  she  could  hide  her  face  better.  She  put 
her  little  arm  round  his  leg,  and  leaned  her  cheek  against 
his  knee. 

"  Why,  you  seem  out  of  spirits  this  morning,  Tina. 
What's  th€i  matter,  eh?" 

^* Nothing,  Padroncello;  only  my  head  is  bad." 

^^Poor  monkey!    Well,  now,  wouldn't  it  do  the  head 

ffood  if  I  were  to  promise  you  a  good  husband,  and  smart 
ittle  wedding-gowns,  and  by-and-by  a  house  of  your  own, 
where  you  would  be  a  little  mistress,  and  Padroncello 
would  come  and  see  you  sometimes?" 

*^0h,  no,  no!  I  shouldn't  like  ever  to  be  married.  Let 
me  always  stay  with  you'" 
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^'Pooh,  pooh,  little  simpleton.  I  shall  get  old  and 
tiresome,  and  there  will  be  Anthony^s  children  putting 
your  nose  out  of  joint.  You  will  want  some  one  to  love 
you  best  of  all,  and  you  must  have  children  of  your  own 
to  love.  I  can't  have  you  withering  away  into  an  old 
maid.  I  hate  old  maids:  they  make  me  dismal  to  look  at 
them.  I  never  see  Sharp  without  shuddering.  My  little 
black-eyed  monkey  was  never  meant  for  anything  bo  ugly. 
And  there's  Maynard  Gilfil  the  best  man  in  the  county, 
worth  his  weight  in  gold,  heavy  as  he  is;  he  loves  you 
better  than  his  eyes.  And  you  love  him  too,  you  silly 
monkey,  whatever  you  may  say  about  not  being  married,  ^ 

"  N"o,  no,  dear  Padroncello,  do  not  say  so;  I  could  not 
marry  him.'^ 

^*Why  not,  you  foolish  child?  You  don't  know  your 
own  mind.  Why,  it  is  plain  to  everybody  that  you  love 
him.  My  lady  has  all  along  said  she  was  sure  you  loved 
him — she  has  seen  what  little  princess  airs  you  put  on  to 
him;  and  Anthony  too,  he  thinks  you  are  in  love  with 
Gilfil.  Come,  what  has  made  you  take  it  into  your  head 
that  you  wouldn't  like  to  marry  him?" 

Oaterina  was  now  sobbing  too  deeply  to  make  any 
answer.  Sir  Christopher  patted  her  on  the  back  and 
said,  ^^Oome,  come;  why,  Tina,  you  are  not  well  this 
morning.  Go  and  rest,  little  one.  You  will  see  things 
in  quite  another  light  when  you  are  well.  Think  over 
what  I  have  said,  and  remember  there  is  nothing,  after 
Anthony's  marriage,  that  I  have  set  my  heart  on  so  much 
as  seeing  you  and  Maynard  settled  for  life.  I  must  have 
no  whims  and  follies  —  no  nonsense."  This  was  said  with 
a  slight  severity;  but  he  presently  added,  in  a  soothing 
tone,  "There,  there,  stop  crying,  and  be  a  good  little 
monkey.     Go  and  lie  down  and  get  to  sleep." 

Caterina  slipped  from  the  stool  on  to  ner  knees,  took 
the  old  Baronet^s  hand,  covered  it  with  tears  and  kisses, 
and  then  ran  out  of  the  room. 

Before  the  evening,  Captain  Wybrow  had  heard  from 
his  uncle  the  result  of  the  interview  with  Caterina.  He 
thought,  "If  I  could  have  a  long  quiet  talk  with  her, 
I  could  perhaps  persuade  her  to  look  more  reasonably  at 
things.  But  there's  no  speaking  to  her  in  fhe  house  with- 
out being  interrupted,  and  I  can  hardly  see  her  anywhere 
else  without  Beatrice's  finding  it  out."  At  last  he  deter- 
mined to  make  it  a  matter  of  confidence  with  Miss  Assher — 
to  tell  her  that  ho  wished  to  talk  to  Caterina  quietly  for 
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the  sake  of  bringing  her  to  a  calmer  state  of  mind,  and 
persuade  her  to  listen  to  GilfiPs  affection.  He  was  very 
much  pleased  with  this  judicious  and  candid  plan,  and  in 
the  course  of  the  evening  he  had  arranged  with  himself 
the  time  and  place  of  meeting,  and  had  communicated  his 
purpose  to  Miss  Assher,  who  gave  her  entire  approval. 
Antnony,  she  thought,  would  do  well  to  speak  plainly  and 
seriously  to  Miss  Sarti.  He  was  really  very  patient  and 
kind  to  her,  considering  how  she  behaved. 

Tina  had  kept  her  room  all  that  day,  and  had  been 
carefully  tended  as  an  invalid.  Sir  Christopher  having  told 
lier  ladyship  how  matters  stood.  This  tendance  was  so 
irksonxe  to  Caterina,  she  felt  so  uneasy  under  attentions 
and  kindness  that  were  based  on  a  misconception,  that  she 
exerted  herself  to  appear  at  breakfast  the  next  morning, 
and  declared  herself  well,  though  head  and  heart  were 
throbbing.  To  be  confined  in  her  own  room  was  intolera- 
ble; it  was  wretched  enough  to  be  looked  at  and  spoken  to, 
but  it  was  more  wretched  to  be  left  alone.  She  was 
frightened  at  her  own  sensations;  she  was  frightened  at 
the  imperious  vividness  with  which  pictures  of  the  past 
and  future  thrust  themselves  on  her  imagination.  And 
there  was  another  feeling,  too,  which  made  her  want  to  be 
down-stairs  and  moving  about.  Perhaps  she  might  have 
an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  Captain  Wybrow  alone — of 
speaking  those  words  of  hatred  and  scorn  that  burned  on 
her  tongue.  That  opportunity  offered  itself  in  a  very 
unexpected  manner. 

Lady  Cheverel  having  sent  Caterina  out  of  the  drawing- 
room  to  fetch  some  patterns  of  embroidery  from  her 
sitting-room.  Captain  Wybrow  presently  walked  out  after 
her,  and  met  her  as  she  was  returning  down-stairs. 

"  Caterina, ^^  he  said,  layifig  his  hand  on  her  arm  as  she 
was  hurrying  on  without  looking  at  him,  '^  will  you  meet 
me  in  the  Rookery  at  twelve  o^clock?  I  must  speak  to 
you,  and  we  shall  be  in  privacy  there.  I  cannot  speak  to 
you  in  the  house. '^ 

To  his  surprise,  there  was  a  flash  of  pleasure  across  her 
face;  she  answered  shortly  and  decidedly,  '*Yes,^'  then 
snatched  her  arm  away  from  him,  and  passed  down-stairs. 

Miss  Assher  was  this  morning  busy  winding  silks,  being 
bent  on  emulating  Lady  Cheverers  embroidery,  and  Lady 
Assher  chose  the  passive  amusement  of  holding  the  skeins. 
Lady  Cheverel  had  now  all  her  working  apparatus  about 
her,  and  Caterina,  thinking  she  was  not  wanted,  went 
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away  and  sat  down  to  the  harpsichord  in  the  sitting-room. 
It  seemed  as  if  playing  massive  chords — bringing  out 
volumes  of  sound — would  be  the  easiest  way  of  passing  the 
long  feverish  moments  before  twelve  o^clock.  HandeFs 
"  Messiah  "  stood  open  on  the  desk,  at  the  chorus,  "  All 
we  like  sheep,  ^^  and  Caterina  threw  herself  at  once  into 
the  impetuous  intricacies  of  that  magnificent  fugue.  In 
her  happiest  moments  she  could  never  have  played  it  so 
well;  for  now  all  the  passion  that  made  her  misery  was 
hurled  by  a  convulsive  effort  into  her  music,  just  as  pain 
gives  new  force  to  the  clutch  of  the  sinking  wrestler,  and 
as  terror  gives  far-sounding  intensity  to  the  shriek  of  the 
feeble. 

But  at  half-past  eleven  she  was  interrupted  by  Lady 
Cheverel,  who  said:  "Tina,  go  down,  will  you,  and  hold 
Miss  Assher^s  silks  for  her?  Ladv  Assher  and  I  have 
decided  on  having  our  drive  before  luncheon.  ^^ 

Caterina  went  down,  wondering  how  she  should  escape 
from  the  drawing-room  in  time  to  be  in  the  Rookerj^  at 
twelve.  Nothing  should  prevent  her  from  going;  nothing 
should  rob  her  of  this  one  precious  moment — ^perhaps  the 
last — when  she  could  speak  out  the  thoughts  that  were  in 
her.  After  that  she  would  be  passive;  she  would  bear 
anything. 

but  she  had  scarcely  sat  down  with  a  skein  of  yellow  silk 
on  her  hands,  when  Miss  Assher  said,  graciously — 

*^  I  know  you  have  an  engagement  with  Captain  Wybrow 
this  morning.  You  must  not  let  me  detain  you  beyond 
the  time." 

"So  he  has  been  talking  to  her  about  me, ^' thought 
Caterina.  Her  hands  began  to  tremble  as  she  held  the 
skein. 

Miss  Assher  continued,  in  Ihe  same  gracious  tone:  "It 
is  tedious  work  holding  these  skeins.  I  am  sure  I  am 
very  much  obliged  to  you." 

"No,  you  are  not  obliged  to  me,"  said  Caterina,  com- 
pletely mastered  by  her  irritation;  "  I  have  only  done  it 
because  Lady  Cheverel  told  me." 

The  moment  was  come  when  Miss  Assher  could  no 
longer  suppress  her  long  latent  desire  to  "  let  Miss  Sarti 
know  the  impropriety  of  her  conduct."  With  the  mali- 
cious anger  that  assumes  the  tone  of  compassion  she  said — 

"  Miss  Sarti,  I  am  really  sorry  for  you,  that  you  are  not 
able  to  control  yourself  better.  This  giving  way  to  unwar- 
rantable feelings  is  lowering  you — it  is  indeed. 
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^^  What  unwarrantable  feelings?'^  said  Caterina,  letting 
her  hands  fall,  and  fixing  her  great  dark  eyes  steadily  on 
Miss  Assher. 

^^It  is  quite  unnecessary  for  me  to  say  more.  You 
must  be  conscious  what  I  mean.  Only  summon  a  sense  of 
duty  to  your  aid.  You  are  paining  Captain  Wybrow 
extremely  by  your- want  of  self-control.^' 

*^Did  he  tell  you  I  pained  him?'' 

'^  Yes,  indeed,  he  did.  He  is  very  much  hurt  that  you 
should  behave  to  me  as  if  you  had  a  sort  of  enmity  toward 
me.  He  would  like  you  to  make  a  friend  of  me.  I  assure 
you  we  both  feel  very  kindly  toward  you,  and  are  sorry 
you  should  cherish  such  feelings." 

"He  is  very  good,"  said  Caterina,  bitterly.  "What 
feelings  did  he  say  I  cherished?" 

This  bitter  tone  increased  Miss  Assher's  irritation. 
There  was  still  a  lurking  suspicion  in  her  mind,  though 
she  would  not  admit  it  to  herself,  that  Captain  Wybrow 
had  told  her  a  falsehood  about  his  conduct  and  feelings 
toward  Caterina.  It  was  this  suspicion,  more  even  than 
the  anger  of  the  moment,  which  urged  her  to  say  some- 
thing that  would  test  the  truth  of  his  statement.  That 
she  would  be  humiliating  Caterina  at  the  same  time  was 
only  an  additional  temptation. 

"  These  are  things  I  do  not  like  to  talk  of.  Miss  Sarti. 
I  cannot  even  understand  how  a  woman  can  indulge  a  pas- 
sion for  a  man  who  has  never  given  her  the  least  ground 
for  it,  as  Captain  Wybrow  assures  me  is  the  case." 

"He  told  you  that,  did  he?"  said  Caterina,  in  clear  low 
tones,  her  lips  turning  white  as  she  rose  from  her  chair. 

"  Yes,  indeed,  he  did.  He  was  bound  to  tell  it  me  after 
your  strange  behavior." 

Caterina  said  nothing,  but  turned  round  suddenly  and 
left  the  room. 

See  how  she  rushes  noiselessly,  like  a  pale  meteor,  along 
the  passages  and  up  the  gallery  stairs!  Those  gleaming 
eyes,  those  bloodless  lips,  that  swift,  silent  tread,  make  her 
look  like  the  incarnation  of  a  fierce  purpose,  rather  than  a 
woman.  The  mid-day  sun  is  shining  on  the  armor  in  the 
gallery,  making  mimic  suns  on  bossed  sword-hilts  and  the 
angles  of  polished  breastplates.  Yes,  there  are  sharp 
weapons  in  the  gallery.  There  is  a  dagger  in  that  cab- 
inet; she  knows  it  well.  And  as  a  dragon-fly  wheels  in  its 
flight  to  alight  for  an  instant  on  a  leaf,  she  darts  to  the 
c^Dinet^  takes  out  the  dagger,  and  thrusts  it  into  }ier 
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pocket.  In  three  minutes  more  she  is  out^  in  hat  and 
cloak,  on  the  gravel- walk,  hurrying  along  toward  the  thick 
shades  of  the  distant  Rookery.  She  threads  the  windings 
of  the  plantations,  not  feeling  the  golden  leaves  that  rain 
upon  her,  not  feeling  the  earth  beneath  her  feet.  Her 
hand  is  in  her  pocket,  clenching  the  handle  of  the  dagger, 
which  she  holds  half  out  of  its  sheath.  • 

She  has  reached  the  Rookery,  and  is  under  the  gloom  of 
the  interlacing  boughs.  Her  heart  throbs  as  if  it  would 
burst  her  bosom — as  if  every  next  leap  would  be  its  last. 
Wait,  wait,  oh,  heart! — till  she  has  done  this  one  deed. 
He  will  be  there — he  will  be  before  her  in  a  moment.  He 
will  come  toward  her  with  that  false  smile,  thinking  she 
does  not  know  his  baseness — she  will  plunge  that  dagger 
into  his  heart. 

Poor  child!  poor  child!  she  who  used  to  cry  to  have  the 
fish  put  back  into  the  water — who  never  willingly  killed 
the  smallest  living  thing — dreams  now,  in  the  madness  of 
her  passion,  that  she  can  kill  the  man  whose  very  voice 
unnerves  her. 

But  what  is  that  lying  among  the  dank  leaves  on  the 
path  three  yards  before  her? 

Good  God!  it  is  he — lying  motionless — his  hat  fallen  off. 
He  is  ill,  then — ^he  has  fainted.  Her  hand  lets  go  the 
dagger,  and  she  rushes  toward  him.  His  eyes  are  fixed; 
he  does  not  see  her.  She  sinks  down  on  her  knees,  takes 
the  dear  head  in  her  arms,  and  kisses  the  cold  forehead. 

^'Anthony,  Anthony!  speak  to  me— it  is  Tina — speak  to 
me!    Oh,  God,  he  is  dead! ^' 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


"Yes,  Maynard,"  said  Sir  Christopher,  chatting  with 
Mr.  Gilfll  in  the  library,  "it  really  is  a  remarkable  thing 
that  I  Jiever  in  my  life  laid  a  plan,  and  failed  to  carry  it 
out.  I  lay  my  plans  well,  and  I  never  swerve  from  them — 
that^s  it.  A  strong  will  is  the  only  magic.  And  next  to 
striking  out  one^s  plans,  the  pleasantest  thing  in  the  world 
is  to  see  them  well  accomplished.  This  year,  now,  will  be 
the  happiest  of  my  life,  all  but  the  year  *53,  wh6ti  I  came 
into  possession  of  the  Manor,  and  married  Henrietta.  The 
If^st  touch  is  given  to  the  old  house;  Anthony's  marriage— ^ 
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the  thing  I  had  nearest  my  heart — is  settled  to  my  entire 
satisfaction;  and  by-and-by  you  will  be  buying  a  little 
wedding-ring  for  Tina's  finger.  Don^t  shake  your  head  in 
that  forlorn  way; — when  I  make  prophecies  they  generally 
come  to  pass.  But  there's  a  quarter  after  twelve  striking. 
I  must  be  riding  to  the  High  Ash  to  meet  Markham  about 
felling  some  4iimber.  My  old  oaks  will  have  to  groan  for 
this  wedding,  but " 

The  door  burst  open,  and  Caterina,  ghastly  and  panting, 
her  eyes  distended  with  terror,  rushed  in,  threw  her  arms 
round  Sir  Christopher's  neck,  and  gasping  out — "An- 
thony  ^the  Rookery dead in  the  Eookery,'^  fell 

fainting  on  the  floor. 

In  a  moment  Sir  Christopher  was  out  of -the  room,  and 
Mr.  Gilfil  was  bending  to  raise  Caterina  in  his  arms.  As 
he  lifted  her  from  the  ground  he  felt  something  hard  and 
heavy  in  her  pocket.  What  could  it  be?  The  weight  of  it 
would  be  enough  to  hurt  her  as  she  lay.  He  carried  her 
to  the  sofa,  put  his  hand  in  her  pocket,  and  drew  forth  the 
dagger. 

Maynard  shuddered.    Did  she  miean  to  kill  herself,  then, 

or or a  horrible  suspicion  forced  itself  upon  him. 

"Dead — in  the  Rookery.^'  He  hated  himself  for  the 
thought  that  prompted  him  to  draw  the  dagger  from  its 
sheath.  No!  there  was  no  trace  of  blood,  and  he  was 
ready  to  kiss  the  good  steel  for  its  innocense.  He  thrust 
the  weapon  into  his  own  pocket;  he  would  restore  it  as 
soon  as  possible  to  its  well-know  place  in  the  gallery.  Yet, 
why  had  Caterina  taken  this  dagger?  What  was  it  that 
had  happened  in  the  Rookery?  Was  it  only  a  delirious 
vision  of  hers? 

He  was  afraid  to  ring — afraid  to  summon  anyone  to 
Caterina's  assistance.  What  might  she  not  say  wnen  she 
awoke  from  this  fainting-fit?  She  might  be  raving.  He 
could  not  leave  her,  and  yet  he  felt  as  if  he  were  guilty 
for  not  following  Sir  Christopher  to  see  what  was  the  truth. 
It  took  but  a  moment  to  think  and  feel  all  this,  but  that 
moment  seemed  such  a  long  agony  to  him  that  he  began  to 
reproach  himself  for  letting  it  pass  without  seeking  some 
means  of  reviving  Caterina.  Happily  the  decanter  of 
water  on  Sir  Christopher's  table  was  untouched.  He  would 
at  least  try  the  effect  of  throwing  that  water  over  her.  She 
might  revive  without  his  needing  to  call  any  one  else. 

Meanwhile  Sir  Christopher  was  hurrying  at  his  utmost 
speed  toward  the  Rookery;  his  face,  so  lately  bright  and 
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confident,  now  agitated  by  a  vague  dread.  The  deep 
alarmed  bark  of  Rupert,  who  ran  by  his  side,  had  struck 
the  ear  of  Mr.  Bates,  then  on  his  way  homeward,  as  some- 
thing unwonted,  and,  hastening  in  the  direction  of  the 
sound,  he  met  the  Baronet  just  as  he  was  approaching  the 
entrance  of  the  Rookery.  Sir  Christopher's  look  was 
enough.  Mr.  Bates  said  nothing,  but  hurried  along  by  his 
side,  while  Rupert  dashed  forward  among  the  dead  leaves 
with  his  nose  to  the  ground.  They  had  scarcely  lost  sight 
of  him  a  minute  when  a  change  in  the  tone  of  his  bark 
told  them  that  he  had  found  something,  and  in  another 
instant  he  was  leaping  back  over  one  of  the  large  planted 
mounds.  They  turned  aside  to  ascend  the  mound,  Rupert 
leading  them;  the  tumultuous  cawing  of  the  rooks,  the 
very  rustling  of  the  leaves,  as  their  feet  plunged  among 
them,  falling  like  an  evil  omen  on  the  baronet's  ear. 
*  They  had  reached  the  summit  of  the  mound,  and  had 
begun^^to  descend.  Sir  Christopher  saw  something  purple 
down  on  the  path  below  among  the  yellow  leaves.  Rupert 
was  already  beside  it,  but  Sir  Christopher  could  not  move 
faster.  A  tremor  had  *  taken  hold  of  the  firm  limbs. 
Rupert  came  back  and  licked  the  trembling  hand,  as  if  to 
say,  "  Courage!''  and  then  was  down  again  snuffing  the 

body.     Yes,  it  was  a  body Anthony's  body.     There 

was  the  white  hand  with  its  diamond  ring  clutching  the 
dark  leaves.  His  eyes  were  half  open,  but  did  not  heed 
the  gleam  of  sunlight  that  darted  itself  directly  on  them 
from  between  the  bouffhs. 

Still  he  might  only  have  fainted;  it  might  only  be  a  fit. 
Sir  Christopher  knelt  down,  unfastened  the  cravat,  unfast- 
ened the  waistcoat,  and  laid  his  hand  on  the  heart.  It 
might  be  syncope;  it  might  not — it  could  not  be  death. 
No!  that  thougnt  must  be  kept  far  oflE. 

'^  Go,  Bates,  get  help;  we'll  carry  him  to  your  cottage. 
Send  some  one  to  the  house  to  tell  Mr.  Gilfil  and  Warren. 
Bid  them  send  oflE  for  Doctor  Hart,  and  break  it  to  my 
lady  and  Miss  Assher  that  Anthony  is  ill. 

Mr.  Bates  hastened  away,  and  the  baronet  was  left  alone 
kneeling  beside  the  body.  The  young  and  supple  limbs, 
fche  rounded  cheeks,  the  delicate  ripe  lips,  the  smooth  white 
hands,  were  lying  cold  and  rigid;  and  the  aged  face  was 
bending  over  them  in  silent  anguish;  the  aged  deep- veined 
hands  were  seeking  with  tremulous  inquiring  touches,  for 
some  symptom  that  life  was  not  irrevocably  gone. 

Rupert  was  there  too,  waiting  and  watching,  licking 
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first  the  dead  and  then  the  living  hands;  then  running  off 
on  Mr  Bates's  track  as  if  he  would  follow  and  hasten  his 
return,  but  in  a  moment  turning  back  again,  unable  to 
quit  the  scene  of  his  master's  sorrow. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


It  is  a  wonderful  moment,  the  first  time  we  stand  by 
one  who  has  fainted,  and  witness  the  fresh  birth  of  con- 
sciousness spreading  itself  over  the  blank  features,  like  the 
rising  sunlight  on  the  alpine  summits  that  lay  ghastly  and 
dead  under  the  leaden  twilight.  A  slight  shudder  and 
the  frost-bound  eyes  recover  their  liquid  light;  for  an 
instant  they  show  the  inward  semi-consciousness  of  an 
infant's;  then  with  a  little  start,  they  opeu  wider  and 
begin  to  look;  the  present  is  visible,  but  only  as  a  strange 
writing,  and  the  interpreter  Memory  is  not  yet  there. 

Mr.  Gilfil  felt  a  trembling  joy  as  this  change  passed  over 
Caterina's  face.  He  bent  over  her,  rubbing  her  chill  hands, 
and  looking  at  her  with  tender  pity  as  her  dark  eyes 
opened  on  him  wonderingly.  He  thought  there  might  be 
some  wine  in  the  dining-room  close  by.  He  left  the 
room,  and  Caterina's  eyes  turned  toward  the  window — 
toward  Sir  Christopher's  chair  There  was  the  link  at 
which,  the  chain  of  consciousness  had  snapped,  and  the 
events  of  the  morning  were  beginning  to  recur  dimly  like 
a  half -remembered  dream,  when  Maynard  returned  with 
some  wine.  He  raised  her,  and  she  drank  it;  but  still 
she  was  silent,  seeming  lost  in  the  attempt  to  recover  the 
past,  when  the  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Warren  appeared 
with  looks  that  announced  terrible  tidings.  Mr.  Gilfil, 
dreading  lest  he  should  tell  them  in  Caterina's  presence, 
hurried  toward  him,  with  his  finger  on  his  lips,  and  drew 
him  away  into  the  dining-room  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
passage. 

Caterina,  revived  by  the  stimulant,  was  now  recovering 
the  full  consciousness  of  the  scene  in  the  Rookery.  Anthony 
was  lying  there  dead;  she  had  left  him  to  tell  Sir  Chris- 
topher; she  must  go  and  see  what  they  were  doing  with 
him;  perhaps  ho  was  not  really  dead— only  in  a  trance; 
people  did  fall  into  trances  sometimes.  While  Mr.  Gilfil 
was  telling  Warren  bow  it  would  be  b$st  to  break  the  news 
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to  Lady  Cheverel  and  Miss  Assher,  anxious  himself  to 
return  to  Caterina,  the  poor  child  had  made  her  way  feebly 
to  the  great  entrance-door,  which  stood  open.  Her  strength 
ipfCreased  as  she  moved  and  breathed  the  fresh  air,  and 
with  every  increase  of  strength  came  increased  vividness  of 
emotion,  increased  yearning  to  be  where  her  thought  was 
— in  the  Eookery  with  Anthony.  She  walked  more  and 
more  swiftly,  and  at  last,  gathering  the  artificial  strength 
of  passionate  excitement,  began  to  run. 

But  now  she  heard  the  tread  of  heavy  steps,  and  under 
the  yellow  shade  near  the  wooden  bridge  she  saw  men 
slowly  carrying  something.  Soon  she  was  face  to  face  with 
them.  Anthony  was  no  longer  in  the  Rookery;  they  wer« 
carrying  him  stretched  on  a  door,  and  there  behind  him 
was  Sir  Christopher,  with  the  firmly-set  mouth,  the  deathly 
paleness,  and  tne  concentrated  expression  of  suffering  in 
the  eye,  which  mark  the  suppressed  grief  of  the  strong 
man.  The  sight  of  this  face,  on  which  Caterina  had  never 
before  beheld  the  signs  of  anguish,  caused  a  rush  of  new 
feelings  which  for  the  moment  submerged  all  the  rest.  She 
went  gently  up  to  him,  put  her  little  hand  in  his,  and 
walked  ir  silence  by  his  side.  Sir  Christopher  could  not 
teP  her  to  leave  him,  and  so  she  went  on  with  that  sad 
procession  to  Mr.  Ba^^s^s  cottage  in  the  Mosslands,  and  sat 
there  in  silence^  waiting  an(^  watching  to  know  if  Anthony 
were  really  dead. 

She  had  not  yet  missed  the  dagger  fron  her  pocket;  she 
had  not  yet  even  thought  of  it.  At  the  sigh**^  of  Anthony 
lying  dead,  her  nature  had  rebounded  from  its  ne  w  bias  of 
resentment  and  hatred  to  the  old  sweet  habit  of  love.  The 
earliest  and  the  longest  has  still  the  mastery  over  us;  and 
the  only  past  that  linked  itself  with  those  glazed,  uncon- 
scious eyes,  wks  the  past  when  they  beamed  on  her  with 
tenderness.  She  forgot  the  interval  of  wrong  and  jealousy 
and  hatred — all  his  cruelty  and  all  her  thoughts  of  revenge, 
as  the  exile  forgets  the  stormy  passage  that  lay  between 
home  and  happiness  and  the  dreary  land  in  which  he  finds 
himself  desolate. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Bepoee  night  all  hope  was  gone.  Dr.  Hart  had  said  it 
Was  death;  Anthony^s  body  had  been  carried  to  the  house, 
and  ^very  one  there  knew  the  calamity  that  had  fallen  on 
them. 

Caterina  had  been  questioned  by  Dr  Hart,  and  had 
answered  briefly  that  she  found  Anthony  lying  in  the 
Eookery.^  That  she  should  have  been  walking  there  just 
at  that  time  was  not  a  coincidence  to  raise  conjectures  in 
any  one  besides  Mr.  Gilfil.  Except  in  answering  this 
question,  she  had  not  broken  her  silence.  She  sat  mute 
in  a  corner  of  the  gardener's  kitchen,  shaking  her  head 
when  Maynard  entreated  her  to  return  with  him,  and 
apparently  unable  to  think  of  anything  but  the  possibility 
that  Anthony  might  revive,  until  she  saw  them  carrying 
away  the  body  to  the  house.  Then  she  followed  by  Sir 
Christopher's  side  again,  so  quietly^  that  even  Dr.  Hart 
did  not  object  to  her  presence. 

It  was  decided  to  lay  the  body  in  the  library  until  after 
the  coroner's  inquest  to-morrow;  and  when  Caterina  saw 
the  door,  finally  closed,  she  turned  up  the  gallery  stairs  on 
her  way  to  her  own-room,  the  place  where  she  felt  at  home 
with  her  sorrows.  It  was  the  first  time  she  had  been  in 
the  gallery  since  that  terrible  moment  in  the  morning,  and 
now  the  spot  and  the  objects  around  began  to  reawaken 
her  half-stunned  memory.  The  armor  was  no  longer 
glittering  in  the  sunlight,  but  there  it  hung  dead  and 
sombre  above  the  cabinet  from  which  she  had  taken  the 
dagger.  Yes!  now  it  all  came  back  to  her — all  the 
wretchedness  and  all  the  sin.  But  where  was  the  dagger 
now?  She  felt  in  her  pocket;  it  was  not  there.  Could  it 
have  been  her  fancy — all  that  about  the  dagger.^  She 
looked  in  the  cabinet;  it  was  not  there.  Alas!  no;  it 
could  not  have  been  her  fancy,  and  she  was  guilty  of  that 
wickedness.  But  where  could  the  dagger  be  now?  Could 
it  have  fallen  out  of  her  pocket?  She  heard  steps  ascend- 
ing the  stairs,  and  hurried  on  to  her  room,  where,  kneel- 
ing by  the  bed,  and  burying  her  face  to  shut  out  the 
hateful  light,  she  tried  to  recall  every  feeling  and  incident 
of  the  morning. 

It  all  came  back;  everything  Anthony  had  done,  and 
everything  she  had  felt  for  the  last  month  —  for  many 
mouthy— ^ver  since  that  Ju^e  evening  when  he  had  l^t 
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spoken  to  her  in  the  gallery.  She  looked  back  on  her 
storms  of  passion,  her  jealousy  and  hatred  of  Miss  Assher, 
her  thoughts  of  revenge  on  Anthony.  Oh  how  wicked  she 
had  been!  It  was  she  who  had  been  sinning;  it  was  she 
who  had  driven  him  to  do  and  say  those  things  that  had 
made  her  so  angry.  And  if  he  had  wronged  her,  what  had 
she  been  on  the  verge  of  doing  to  him?  She  was  too 
wicked  ever  to  be  pardoned.  She  would  like  to  confess 
how  wicked  she  had  been,  that  they  might  punish  her;  she 
would  like  to  humble  herself  to  the  dust  before  every  one — 
before  Miss  Assher  even.  Sir  Christopher  would  send  her 
away — would  never  see  her  again,  if  he  knew  all;  and  she 
would  be  happier  to  be  punished  and  frowned  on,  than  to 
be  treated  tenderly  while  she.  had  that  guilty  secret  in  her 
breast.  But  then,  if  Sir  Christopher  were  to  know  all,  it 
would  add  to  his  sorrow,  and  make  him  more  wretched 
than  ever.  No!  she  could  not  confess  it — ^she  should  have 
to  tell  about  Anthony.  But  she  could  not  stay  at  the 
Manor;  she  must  go  away;  she  could  not  bear  Sir  Christo- 
pher's eye,  could  not  Dear  the  sight  of  all  these  things  that 
reminded  her  of  Anthony  and  of  her  sin.  Perhaps  she 
should  die  soon;  she  felt  very  feeble;  there  could  not  be 
much  life  in  lier.  She  would  go  away  and  live  humbly, 
and  pray  to  God  to  pardon  her,  and  let  her  die. 

The  poor  child  never  thought  of  suicide.  No  sooner 
was  the  storm  of  anger  passed  than  the  tenderness  and 
timidity  of  her  nature  returned,  and  she  could  do  nothing 
but  love  and  mourn.  Her  inexperience  prevented  her 
from  imagining  the  consequences  of  her  disappearance 
from  the  Manor;  she  foresaw  none  of  the  terrible  details 
of  alarm  and  distress  and  search  that  must  ensue.  **  They 
will  think  I  am  dead,''  she  said  to  herself,  *'and  by-and- 
by  they  will  forget  me,  and  Maynard  will  get  happy  again, 
and  love  some  one  else." 

She  was  roused  from  her  absorption  by  a  knock  at  the 
door.  Mrs.  Bellamy  was  there.  She  had  come  by  Mr. 
Gilfil's  request  to  see  how  Miss  Sarti  was,  and  to  bring 
her  some  food  and  wine. 

"You  look  sadly,  my  dear,"  said  the  old  housekeeper, 
"an'  you're  all  of  a  quake  wi'  cold.  Get  you  to  bed,  now 
do.  Martha  shall  come  an'  warm  it,  an'  light  your  fire. 
See  now,  here's  some  nice  arrow-root,  wi'  a  drop  o'  wine  in 
it.  Take  that,  an'  it'll  warm  you.  I  must  go  down 
again,  for  I  can't  awhile  to  stay.  There's  so  many  things 
to  see  to;  an'  Miss  Assher's  in  bvst^rics  CQUstp^nt,  an'  U^f 
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maid^s  ill  i^  bed — a  poor  creachy  thing — an^  Mrs.  Sharp's 
wanted  every  minute.  But  I'll  send  Martha  up,  an'  do 
you  get  ready  to  go  to  bed,  there's  a  dear  child,  an'  take 
care  o'  yourself." 

**  Thank  you,  dear  mammy,"  said  Tina,  kissing  the 
little  old  woman's  wrinkled  cheek;  *'I  shall  eat  the  arrow- 
root, and  don't  trouble  about  ine  any  more  to-night.  '  I 
shall  do  very  well  when  Martha  has  lighted  my  fire.  Tell 
Mr.  Gilfil  I'm  better.  I  shall  go  to  bed  by-and-by,  so 
don't  you  come  up  again,  because  you  may  only  disturb 
me." 

*'  Well,  well,  take  care  o'  yourself,  there's  a  good  child, 
an'  God  send  you  may  sleep. 

Caterina  took  the  arrowroot  quite  eagerly,  while  Martha 
was  lighting  her  fire.  She  wanted  to  get  strength  for  her 
journey,  and  she  kept  the  plate  of  biscuits  by  her  that  she 
might  put  some  in  ner  pocket.  Her  whole  mind  was  now 
bent  on  going  away  from  the  Manor,  and  she  was  thinking 
of  all  the  ways  and  means  her  little  life's  experience  could 
suggest. 

it  was  dusk  now;  she  must  wait  till  early  dawn,  for  she 
was  too  timid  to  go  away  in  the  dark,  but  she  must  make 
her  escape  before  any  one  was  up  in  the  house.  There 
would  be  people  watching  Anthony  in  the  library,  but  she 
could  make  her  way  out  of  a  small  door  leading  into  the 

garden,  against  the  drawing-room  on  the  other  side  of  the 
ouse. 

She  laid  her  cloak,  bonnet  and  veil  ready;  then  she 
lighted  a  candle,  opened  her  desk,  and  took  out  the 
broken  portrait  wrapped  in  paper.  She  folded  it  again  in 
two  little  notes  of  Anthony's,  written  in  pencil,  and  placed  it 
in  her  bosom.  There  was  the  little  china  box,  too — l)orcas's 
present — the  pearl  earrings,  and  a  silk  purse,  with  fifteen 
seven-shilling  pieces  in  it,  the  presents  Sir  Christopher  had 
made  her  on  her  birthday,  ever  since  she  had  been  at  the 
Manor.  Should  she  take  the  earrings  and  the  seven- 
shilling  pieces?  She  could  not  bear  to  part  with  them;  it 
seemed  as  if  they  had  some  of  Sir  Christopher's  love  in 
them  She  would  like  them  to  be  buried  with  her.  She 
fastened  the  little  round  earrings  in  her  ears,  and  put  the 
purse  with  Dorcas's  box  in  her  pocket.  She  had  another 
purse  there,  and  she  took  it  out  to  count  her  money,  for 
she  would  never  spend  her  seven-shilling  pieces.  She  had 
a  guinea  and  eight  shillings;  that  would  be  jjlenty. 
So  now  she  sat  down  to  wait  for  the  morning,  afraid  to 
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lay  herself  on  the  bed  lest  she  should  sleep  too  long.  If 
she  could  but  see  Anthony  once  more  and  kiss  his  cold 
forehead!  But  that  could  not  be.  She  did  not  deserve  it. 
She  must  go  away  from  him,  away  from  Sir  Christopher, 
and  Lady  Uheverel,  and  Maynard,  and  everybody  who  had 
been  kind  to  her,  and  thought  her  good  while  she  was  so 
wicked. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


Some  of  Mrs.  Sharp^s  earliest  thoughts,  the  next  morn- 
ing, were  given  to  Caterina,  whom  she  had  not  been  able 
to  visit  the  evening  before,  and  whom,  from  a  nearly  equal 
mixture  of  affection  and  self-importance,  she  did  not  at  all 
like  resigning  to  Mrs.  Bellamy's  care.  At  half-past  eight 
o'clock  she  went  up  to  Tina's  room,"  bent  on  benevolent 
dictation  as  to  doses  and  diet  and  lying  in  bed.  But  on 
opening  the  door  she  found  the  bed  smooth  and  empty. 
Evidently  it  had  not  been  slept  in.  What  could  this 
mean?  Had  she  sat  up  all  night,  and  was  she  gone  out  to 
walk?  The  poor  thing's  head  might  be  touched  by  what 
had  happened  yesterday;  it  was  such  a  shock — finding 
Captain  Wybrow  in  that  way;  she  was  perhaps  gone  out  of 
her  mind.  Mrs.  Sharp  looked  anxiously  in  the  place 
where  Tina  kept  her  hat  and  cloak;  they  were  not  there, 
so  that  she  had  had  at  least  the  presence  of  mind  to  put 
them  on.  Still  the  good  woman  felt  greatly  alarmed,  and 
hastened  away  to  tell  Mr.  Gilfil,  who,  she  knew,  was  in  his 
study. 

**  Mr.  Gilfil,"  she  said,  as  soon  as  she  had  closed  the 
door  behind  her,  ^^  my  mind  misgives  ilie  dreadful  about 
Miss  Sarti." 

"What  is  it?"  said  poor  Maynard,  with  a  horrible  fear 
that  Caterina  had  betrayed  something  about  the  dagger. 

"  She's  not  in  her  room,  an'  her  bed's  not  been  slept  in 
this  night,  an'  her  hat  an'  cloak's  gone." 

For  a  minute  or  two  Mr.  Gilfil  was  unable  to  speak.  He 
felt  sure  the  worst  had  come:  Caterina  had  destroyed  her- 
self. The  strong  man  suddenly  looked  so  ill  and  helpless 
that  Mrs.  Sharp  began  to  be  frightened  at  the  effect  of  her 
abruptness. 

"  Oh,  sir,  I'm  grieved  to  my  heart  to  shock  you  so;  but  I 
didn't  know  who  else  to  go  to." 
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"No,  no,  you  were  quite  right/^ 

He  gathered  some  strength  from  his  very  despair.  It 
was  all  over,  and  he  had  nothing  now  to  do  but  to  suffer 
and  to  help  the  suffering.    He  went  on  in  a  firmer  voice — 

**  Be  sure  not  to  breathe  a  word  about  it  to  any  one.  We 
must  not  alarm  Lady  Cheverel  and  Sir  Christopher.  Miss 
Sarti  may  be  only  walking  in  the  garden.  She  was  terribly 
excited  by  what  she  saw  yesterday,  and  perhaps  was  unable 
to  lie  down  from  restlessness.  Just  go  quietly  through  the 
empty  rooms,  and  see  whether  she  is  in  the  house.  I  will 
go  and  look  for  her  in  the  grounds." 

He  went  down,  and,  to  avoid  giving  any  alarm  in  the 
house,  walked  at  once  toward  the  Mosslands,  in  search  of 
Mr.  Bates,  whom  he  met  returning  from  his  breakfast.  To 
the  gardener  he  confided  his  fear  about  Caterina,  assigning 
as  a  reason  for  this  fear  the  probability  that  the  shock  she 
had  undergone  yesterday  had  unhinged  her  mind,  and 
begging  him  to  send  men  in  search  of  her  through  the 
gardens  and  park^  and  inquire  if  she  had  been -seen  at  the 
lodges;  and  if  she  were  not  found  or  heard  of  in  this  way, 
to  lose  no  time  in  dragging  the  waters  round  the  Manor. 

"  God  forbid  it  should  be  so,  Bates,  but  we  shall  be  the 
easier  for  having  searched  everywhere." 

"Troost  to  mae,  troost  to  mae,  Mr.  Gilfil.  Eh!  but  I'd 
ha'  worked  for  day- wage  all  the  rest  o'  my  life,  rether  than 
anythin'  should  ha'  happened  to  her." 

The  good  gardener,  in  deep  distress,  strode  away  to  the 
stables  that  he  might  send  the  grooms  on  horseback 
through  the  park. 

Mr.  Gilfil's  next  thought  was  to  search  the  Rookery:  she 
might  be  haunting  the  scene  of  Captain  Wybrow's  death. 
He  went  hastily  over  every  mound,  looked  round  every 
large  tree,  and  followed  every  winding  of  the  walks.  In 
reality  he  had  little  hope  of  finding  her  there;  but  the  bare 
possibility  fenced  off  for  a  time  the  fatal  conviction  that 
Caterina's  body  would  be  found  in  the  water.  When  the 
Eookery  had  been  searched  in  vain,  he  walked  fast  to  the 
border  of  the  little  stream  that  bounded  one  side  of  the 
grounds.  The  stream  was  almost  everywhere  hidden  among 
trees,  and  there  was  one  place  where  it  was  broader  an§ 
deeper  than  elsewhere — she  would  be  more  likely  to  come 
to  that  spot  than  to  the  pool.  He  hurried  alonff  with 
strained  eyes,  his  imagination  continually  creating  wnat  he 
dreaded,  to  see. 

There  is  something  white  behind    that    overhanging 
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bough.     His  knees  trembled  under  him.     He  seems  to  see 

f^art  of  her  dress  caught  on  a  branch,  and  her  dear  dead 
ace  upturned.  0  God,  give  strength  to  thy  creature,  on 
whom  thou  hast  laid  this  great  agony!  He  is  nearly  up  to 
the  bough,  and  the  white  object  is  moving.  It  is  a  water- 
fowl that  spreads  its  wings  and  fllies  away  screaming.  He 
hardly  knows  whether  it  is  a  relief  or  a  disappointment  that 
she  is  not  there.  The  conviction  that  she  is  dead  presses 
its  cold  weight  upon  him  none  the  less  heavily. 

As  he  reached  the  great  pool  in  front  of  the  -Manor,  he 
saw  Mr.  Bates,  with  a  group  of  men  already  there,  nre- 

Earing  for  the  dreadful  search,  which  could  only  displace 
is  vague  despair  by  a  definite  horror;  for  the  gardner,  in 
his  restless  anxiety,  had  been  unable  to  defer  this  until 
other  means  of  search  had  proved  vain.  The  pool  was  not 
now  laughing  with  sparkles  among  the  waterlillies.  It 
looked  black  and  cruel  under  the  sombre  sky,  as  if  its  cold 
depths  held  relentlessly  all  the  murdered  hope  and  joy  of 
Maynard  GilfiFs  life. 

Thoughts  of  the  sad  consequences  for  others  as  well  as 
himself  were  crowding  on  his  mind.  The  blinds  and 
shutters  were  all  closed  in  front  of  the  Manor,  and  it  was 
not  likely  that  Sir  Christopher  would  be  aware  of  anything 
that  was  passing  outside;  but  Mr.  Gilfil  felt  that  Caterina's 
disappearance  could  not  long  bo  concealed  from  him.  The 
coroner's  inquest  would  be  held  shortly;  she  would  be 
inquired  for,  and  then  it  would  be  inevitable  that  the 
Baronet  should  know  all. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


At  twelve  o^clock,  when  all  search  and  inquiry  had  been 
in  vain,  and  the  coronor  was  expected  every  moment,  Mr. 
Gilfil  could  no  longer  defer  the  hard  duty  of  revealing 
this  fresh  calamity  to  Sir  Christopher,  who  must  other- 
wise have  it  discovered  to  him  abruptly. 
.  The  Baronet  was  seated  in  his  dressing-room,  where  the 
dark  window-curtains  were  drawn  so  as  to  admit  only  a 
sombre  light.  It  was  the  first  time  Mr.  Gilfil  had  had  an 
interview  with  him  this  morning,  and  he  was  struck  to  see 
how  a  single  day  and  night  of  grief  had  aged  the  fine  old 
man.    The  lines  in  his  brow  and  about  his  mouth  were 
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deepened;  his  complexion  looked  dull  and  withered;  there 
was  a  swollen  ridge  under  his  eyes;  and  the  eyes  them- 
selves, which  used  to  cast  so  keen  a  glance  on  the  present, 
had  the  vacant  expression  which  tells  that  vision  is  no 
longer  a  sense,  but  a  memory. 

He  held  out  his  hand  to  Maynard,  who  pressed  it,  and  sat 
down  beside  him  in  silence.  Sir  Christopher^s  heart  began 
to  swell  at  this  unspoken  sympathy;  the  tears  would  rise, 
toould  roll  in  great  drops  down  his  cheeks.  The  first  tears 
he  had  shed  since  boyhood  were  for  Anthony. 

Maynard  felt  as  if  his  tongue  were  glued  to  the  roof  of 
his  mouth.  He  could  not  speak  first:  he  must  wait  until 
Sir  Christopher  said  something  which  might  lead  on  to  the 
cruel  words  that  must  be  spoken. 

At  last  the  Baronet  mastered  himself  enough  to  say, 
"I'm  very  weak,  Maynard — God  help  me!  I  didn't  think 
anything  would  unman  me  in  this  way;  but  I'd  built 
everything  on  that  lad.  Perhaps  Fve  been  wrong  in  not 
forgiving  my  sister.  She  lost  one  of  her  sons  a  little  while 
ago.     Tve  been  too  proud  and  obstinate." 

"  We  can  hardly  learn  humility  and  tenderness  enough 
except  by  suffering,''  said  Maynard;  "and  God  sees  we  are 
in  need  of  suffering,  for  it  is  falling  more  and  more  heav- 
ily on  us.     We  have  a  new  trouble  this  morning." 

"Tina?"  said  Sir  Christopher,  looking  up  anxiously — 
"is  Tina  ill?" 

•"  I  am  in  dreadful  uncertainty  about  her.  She  was  very 
much  agitated  yesterday — and  with  her  delicate  health — 
I  am  afraid  to  think  what  turn  the  agitation  may  have 
taken." 

"Is  she  delirious,  poor  dear  little  one?" 

"  God  only  knows  how  she  is.  We  are  unable  to  find 
her.  When  Mrs.  Sharp  went  up  to  her  room,  this  morn- 
ing, it  was  empty.  She  had  not  been  in  bed.  Her  hat 
and  cloak  were  gone.  I  have  had  search  made  for  her 
everywhere — in  the  house  and  garden,  in  the  parlt,  and — 
in  the  water.  No  one  has  seen  her  since  Martha  went  up 
to  light  her  fire  at  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening." 

While  Mr.  Gilfil  was  speaking.  Sir  Christopher's  eyes, 
which  were  eagerly  turned  on  him,  recovered  some  of 
their  old  keenness,  and  some  sudden  painful  emotion,  as 
at  a  new  thought,  flitted  rapidly  across  his  already  agitated 
face,  like  the  shadow  of  a  dark  cloud  over  the  waves. 
When  the  pause  came,  he  laid  his  hand  on  Mr.  Gilfil's 
arm,  and  said  in  a  lower  voice — 
28 
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^'Maynard,  did  that  poor  thing  love  Anthony?*' 
''She  did/* 

Maynard  hesitated  after  these  words,  struggling  between 
his  reluctance  to  inflict  a  yet  deeper  wound  on  Sir  Christo- 

Sher,  and  his  determination  that  no  injustice  should  be 
one  to  Caterina.  Sir  Christopher^s  eyes  were  still  fixed 
on  him  in  solemn  inquiry,  and  his  own  sunk  toward  the 
ground,  while  he  tried  to  find  the  words  that  would  tell 
the  truth  least  cruelly. 

''You  must  not  have  any  wrong  thoughts  about  Tina," 
he  said  at  length.  "  I  must  tell  you  now,  for  her  sake, 
what  nothing  but  this  should  ever  have 'caused  to  pass  my 
lips.  Captain  Wybrow  won  her  affections  by  attentions 
which,  in  his  position,  he  was  bound  not  to  show  her. 
Before  his  marriage  was  talked  of,  he  had  behaved  to  her 
like  a  lover.'* 

Sir  Christopher  relaxed  his  hold  of  Maynard's  arm,  and 
looked  away  from  him.  He  was  silent  for  some  minutes, 
evidently  attempting  to  master  himself,  so  as  to  be  able  to 
speak  calmly. 

"  I  must  see  Henrietta  immediately,"  he  said  .at  last, 
with  something  of  his  old  sharp  decision;  "she  must 
,  know  all;  but  we  must  keep  it  from  every  one  else  as 
far  as  possible.  My  dear  boy,"  he  continued  in  a  kinder 
tone,  "the  heaviest  burden  has  fallen  on  you.  But  we 
may  find  her  yet;  we  must  not  despair:  there  has  not  been 
time  enough  for  us  to  be  certain.  Poor  dear  little  one! 
God  help  me!  I  thought  I  saw  everything,  and  was  stone- 
blind  all  the  while." 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


The  sM  slow  week  was  gone  by  at  last.  At  the  coro- 
ner's inquest  a  verdict  of  sudden  death  had  been  pronounced. 
Dr.  Hart,  acquainted  with  Captain  Wybrow's  previous  state 
of  health,  had  given  his  opinion  that  death  had  been  immi- 
nent from  long-established  disease  of  the  heart,  though  it 
had  probably  been  accelerated  by  some  unusual  emotion. 
Miss  Assher  was  the  only  person  who  positively  knew  the 
motive  that  had  led  Captain  Wybrow  to  the  Rookery;  but 
she  had  not  mentioned  Caterina's  name,  and  all  painful 
details  or  inquiries  were  studiously  kept  from  her.     Mr. 
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Gilfil  and  Sir  Christopher,  however,  knew  enough  to  con- 
jecture that  the  fatal  agitation  was  due  to  an  appointed 
meeting  with  Caterina. 

All  search  and  inquiry  after  her  had  been  fruitless,  and- 
were  the  more  likely  to  be  so  because  they  were  carried  on 
under  the  prepossession  that  she  had  committed  suicide. 
'No  one  noticed  the  absence  of  the  trifles  she  had  taken 
from  her  desk;  no  one  knew  of  the  likeness,  or  that  she 
had  hoarded  her  seven-shilling  pieces,  and  it  was  not 
remarkable  that  she  should  have  happened  to  be  wearing 
the  pearl  ear-rings.  She  had  left  the  Qouse,  they  thought, 
taking  nothing  with  her;  it  seemed  impossible  she  could 
have  gone  far;  and  she  must  have  been  in  a  state  of 
mental  excitement  that  made  it  too  probable  she  had  only 
gone  to  seek  relief  in  death.  The  same  places  within  three 
or  four  miles  of  the  Manor  were  searched  again  and  again — 
every  pond,  every  ditch  in  the  neighborhood  was  exam- 
ined. 

Sometimes  Maynard  thought  that  death  might  have 
come  on  unsought,  from  cold  and  exhaustion;  and  not  a 
day  passed  but  he  wandered  through  the  neighboring 
woods,  turning  up  the  heaps  of  dead  leaves,  as  if  it  were 
possible  her  dear  body  could  be  hidden  there.  Then 
another  horrible  thought  recurred,  and  before  each  night 
came  he  had  been  again  through  all  the  uninhabited  rooms 
of  the  house,  to  satisfy  himself  once  more  that  she  was  not 
hidden  behind  some  cabinet,  or  door,  or  curtain — that  he 
should  not  find  her  there  with  madness  in  her  eyes,  look- 
ing and  looking,  and  yet  not  seeing  him. 

But  at  last  those  five  long  days  and  nighls  were  at  an 
end,  the  funeral  was  over,  and  the  carriages  were  return- 
ing through  the  park.  When  they  had  set  out,  a  heavy 
rain  was  falling;  but  now  the  clouds  were  breaking  up, 
and  a  gleam  of  sunshine  was  sparkling  among  the  dripping 
boughs  under  which  they  were  passing.  This  gleam  fell 
upon  a  man  on  horseback  who  was  jogging  slowly  along, 
and  whom  Mr.  Gilfil  recognized,  in  spite  of  diminished 
rotundity,  as  Daniel  Knott,  the  coachman  who  had  mar- 
ried the  rosy-cheeked  Dorcas  ten  years  before. 

Every  new  incident  suggested  the  same  thought  to  Mr. 
Gilfil;  and  his  eye  no  sooner  fell  on  Knott  than  he  said  to 
himself,  "  Can  he  be  come  to  tell  us  anything  about  Cat- 
erina?'^ Then  he  remembered  that  Caterina  had  been 
very  fond  of  Dorcas,  and  that  she  always  had  some  present 
ready  to  send  her  when  Knott  paid  an  occasional  visit  to 
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the  Manor.  Could  Tina  have  gone  to  Dorcas?  But  his 
heart  sank  again  as  he  thought,  very  likely  Knott  had 
only  come  because  he  had  heard  of  Captain  Wybrow's 
^death,  and  wanted  to  know  how  his  old  master  had  borne 
the  blow. 

As  soon  as  the  carriage  reached  the  house,  he  went  up 
to  his  study  and  walked  about  nervously,  longing,  but 
afraid,  to  go  down  and  speak  to  Knott,  lest  his  faint  hope 
should  be  dissipated.  Any  one  looking  at  that  face,  usually 
so  full  of  calm  good- will,  would  have  seen  that  the  last 
week's  suffering  had  left  deep  traces.  By  day  he  had  been 
riding  or  wandering  incessantly,  either  searching  for 
Caterina  himself,  or  directing  inquiries  to  be  made  by 
others.  By  night  he  had  not  known  sleep — only  inter- 
mittent dozing,  in  which  he  seemed  to  be  finding  Caterina 
dead,  and  woke  up  with  a  start  from  this  unreal  agony  to 
the  real  anguish  of  believing  that  he  should  see  her  no 
more.  The  clear  gray  eyes  looked  sunken  and  restless, 
the  full  careless  lips  had  a  strange  tensi6n  about  them,  and 
the  brow,  formerly  so  Smooth  and  open,  was  contracted  as 
if  with  pain.  He  had  not  lost  the  object  of  a  few  months' 
passion;  he  had  lost  the  being  who  was  bound  up  with  his 
power  of  loving,  as  the  brook  we  played  bj  or  the  flowers 
we  gathered  in  childhood  are  bound  up  with  our  sense  of 
beauty.  Love  meant  nothing  for  him  but  to  love  Caterina. 
For  years,  the  thought  of  her  had  been  present  in  every- 
thing, like  the  air  and  the  light;  and  now  she  was  gone, 
it  seemed  as  if  all  pleasure  had  lost  its  vehicle:  the  sky, 
the  earth,  the  daily  ride,  the  daily  talk  might  be  there, 
but  the  loveliness  and  the  joy  that  were  in  them  had  gone 
forever. 

Presently,  as  he  still  paced  backward  and  forward,  he 
heard  steps  along  the  corridor,  and  there  was  a  knock  at 
his  door.  His  voice  trembled  as  he  said  **  Come  in,''  and 
the  rush  of  renewed  hope  was  hardly  distinguishable  from 

Eain  when  he  saw  Warren  enter  with  Daniel  Knott  behind 
im. 

"  Knott  is  come,  sir,  with  news  of  Miss  Sarti.  I  thought 
it  best  to  bring  him  to  you  first." 

Mr.  Gilfil  could  not  help  going  up  to  the  old  coachman 
and  wringing  his  hand;  but  he  was  unable  to  speak,  and 
only  motioned  to  him  to  take  a  chair,  while  Warren  left 
the  room.  He  hung  upon  Daniel's  moon-face,  and  listened 
to  his  small  piping  voice,  with  the  same  solemn  yearning 
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expectation  with  which  he  would  have  given  ear  to  the 
most  awful  messenger  from  the  land  of  shades. 

*^It  war  Dorkis,  sir,  would  hev  me  come;  but  we 
knowed  nothin^  o'  what's  happened  at  the  Manor.  She's 
frightened  out  on  her  wits  about  Miss  Sarti,  an'  she  would 
hev  me  saddle  Blackbird  this    morning  an'   leave  "^  the 

?lowin',  to  come  an'  let  Sir  Christifer  an'  niy  lady  know. 
*'raps  you've  beared,  sir,  we  don't  keep  the  Cross  Keys  at 
Sloppeter  now;  a  uncle  o'  mine  died  three  'ear  ago,  an'  left 
me  a  leggicy.  He  was  bailiff  to  Squire  Ramble,  as  bed 
them  there  big  farms  on  his  bans;  an'  so  we  took  a  little 
farm  o'  forty  acres  or  thereabouts,  becos  Dorkis  didn't  like 
the  public  when  she  got  moithered  wi'  children.  As 
pritty  a  place  as  iver  you  see,  sir,  wi'  water  at  the  back 
convenent  for  the  cattle." 

**  For  God's  sake,"  said  Maynard,  **  tell  me  what  it  is 
about  Miss  Sarti.  Don't  stay  to  tell  me  anything  else 
now." 

**  Well,  sir,"  said  Knott,  rather  frightened  by  the  par- 
son's vehemence,  "she  come  t' our  house 'i  the  carrier's 
cart  o'  Wednesday,  when  it  was  welly  nine  o'clock  at 
night;  and  Dorkis  run  out,  for  she  beared  the  cart  stop, 
an  Miss  Sarti  throwed  her  arms  roun'  Dorkis's  neck  an' 
says,  '  Tek  me  in,  Dorkis,  tek  me  in,'  an'  went  off  into  a 
swoond,  like.  An'  Dorkis  calls  out  to  me, — 'Dannel,'  she 
calls — an'  I  run  out  and  carried  the  young  miss  in,  an'  she 
come  roun'  arter  a  bit,  an'  opened  her  eyes,  and  Dorkis  got 
her  to  drink  a  spoonful  o'  rum-an'-water — we've  got  some 
capital  rum  as  we  brought  from  the  Cross  Keys,  and  Dor- 
kis won't  let  nobody  drink  it.  She  says  she  keeps  it  for 
sickness;  but  for  my  part,  I  think  it's  a  pity  to  drink  good 
rum  when  your  mouth's  out  o'  taste;  you  may  just  as  well 
hev  doctor's  stuff.  However,  Dorkis  got  her  to  bed,  an* 
there  she's  lay  iver  sin',  stoopid  like,  an'  niver  speaks,  a^ 
on'y  teks  little  bits  an'  sups  when  Dorkis  coaxes  her.  An' 
we  begun  to  be  frightened,  and  couldn't  think  what  had 
made  her  come  away  from  the  Manor,  and  Dorkis  was 
afeared  there  was  summat  wrong.  So  this  mornin'  she 
could  hold  no  longer,  an'  would  hev  no  nay  but  I  must 
come  an'  see;  an'  so  I've  rode  twenty  mile  upo'  Blackbird, 
as  thinks  all  the  while  he's  a-plowin',  an'  turns  sharp 
roun',  every  thirty  yards,  as  if  he  was  at  the  end  of  a  fur- 
row.    I've  bed  a  sore  time  wi'  him,  I  can  tell  you,  sir." 

"God  bless  you,  Knott,  for  coming!  "said  Mr.  Gilfil, 
wringing  the  old  coachman's  hand  again.     "  Now  go  down 
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and  have  something  and  rest  yourself.*  You  will  stay  here 
to-night,  and  by-and-by  I  shall  come  to  you  to  learn  the 
nearest  way  to  your  house.  I  shall  get  ready  to  ride  there 
immediately  when  I  have  spoken  to  Sir  Christopher." 

In  an  hour  from  that  time  Mr.  Gilfil  was  galloping  on  a 
stotft  mare  toward  the  little  muddy  village  of  Callam,  ^e 
miles  beyond  Sloppeter.  Once  more  he  saw  some  gladness 
in  the  afternoon  sunlight;  once  more  it  was  a  pleasure  to 
see  the  hedgerow  trees  flying  past  him,  and  to  be  conscious 
of  a  ^'good  seat "  while  his  black  Kitty  bounded  beneath 
him,  and  the  air  whistled  to  the  rhythm  of  her  pace. 
Caterina  was  not  dead;  he  had  found  her;  his  love  and 
tenderness  and  long-suffering  seemed  so  strong,  they 
must  recall  her  to  life  and  happiness.  After  that  week  of 
despair,  the  rebound  was  so  violent  that  it  carried  his 
hopes  at  once  as  far  as  the  utmost  mark  they  had  ever 
reached.  Caterina  would  come  to  love  him  at  last;  she 
would  be  his.  They  had  been  carried  through  all  that 
dark  and  weary  way  that  she  might  know  the  depth  of  his 
love.  How  he  would  cherish  her — his  little  bird  with  the 
timid  bright  eye,  and  the  sweet  throat  that  trembled  with 
love  and  music!  She  would  nestle  against  him,  and  the 
poor  little  breast  which  had  been  so  ruffled  and  bruised 
should  be  safe  for  evermore.  In  the  love  of  a  brave  and 
faithful  man  there  is  always  a  strain  of  maternal  tender- 
ness; he  gives  out  again  those  beams  of  protecting  fond- 
ness which  were  shed  on  him  as  he  lay  on  his  mother^s 
knee. 

It  was  twilight  as  he  entered  the  village  of  Callam, 
and,  asking  a  homeward-bound  laborer  the  way  to  Daniel 
Knott's,  learned  that  it  was  by  the  church,  which  showed 
its  stumpy  ivy-clad  spire  on  a  slight  elevation  of  ground; 
a  useful  addition  to  the  means  of  identifying  that  desir- 
able homestead  afforded  by  Daniel's  description  —  **the 
prittiest  place  iver  you  see''  —  though  a  small  cow-yard 
full  of  excellent  manure,  and  leading  right  up  to  the  door, 
without  any  frivolous  interruption  from  garden  or  railing, 
might  perhaps  have  been  enough  to  make  that  description 
unmistakeably  specific. 

Mr.  Gilfil  had  no  sooner  reached  the  gate  leading  into 
the  cow-yard,  than  he  was  decried  by  a  flaxen-haired  lad 
of  nine,  prematurely  invested  with  the  toga  virilis,  or 
smock-frock,  who  ran  forward  to  let  in  the  unusual  visitor. 
In  a  moment  Dorcas  was  at  the  door,  the  roses  on  her 
cheeks  apparently  all  the  redder  for  the  three  pair  of 
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cheeks  which  formed  a  group  round  her,  and  for  the  very 
fat  haby  who  stared  in  her  arms,  and  sucked  a  long  crust 
with  calm  relish. 

**Is  it  Mr.  Gilfil,  sir?''  said  Dorcas,  curtsying  low  as  he 
made' his  way  through  the  damp  straw,  after  tying  up  his 
horse. 

*' Yes,  Dorcas;  Fm  grown  out  of  your  knowledge.  How 
isMissSarti?" 

"Just  for  all  the  world  the  same,. sir,  as  I  suppose 
DanneFs  told  you;  for  I  reckon  youVe  come  from  the 
Manor,  though  you're  come  uncommon  quick,  to  be  sure." 

"  Yes,  he  got  to  the  Manor  about  one  o'clock,  and  I  set 
oflF  as  soon  as  I  could.     She's  not  worse,  is  she?" 

"  No  change,  sir,  for  better  or  wuss.  Will  you  please  to 
walk  in,  sir?  She  lies  there  takin'  no  notice  o'  nothin', 
no  more  nor  a  baby  as  is  on'y  a  week  old,*an'  looks  at  me 
as  blank  as  if  she  didn't  know  me.  Oh  what  can  it  be, 
Mr.  Gilfil?  How  come  she  to  leave  the  Manor?  How's  his 
honor  an'  my  lady?" 

"In  great  trouble,  Dorcas.  Captain  Wybrow,  Sir 
Christopher's  nephew,  you  know,  has  died  suddenly. 
Miss  Sarti  found  him  lymg  dead,  and  I  think  the  shock 
has  affected  her  mind." 

"Eh,  dear!  that  fine  young  gentleman  as  was  to  be^the 
heir,  as  Dannel  told  me  about.  I  remember  seein'  him 
when  he  was  a  little  un,  a-visitin'  at  the  Manor.  Well-a- 
day,  what  a  grief  to  his  honor  and  my  lady.  But  that 
poor  Miss  Tina — ^an'  she  found  him  a-lyin'  dead?  Oh  dear, 
oh  dear" 

Dorcas  had  led  the  way  into  the  best  kitchen,  as  charm- 
ing a  room  as  best  kitchens  used  to  be  in  farmhouses  which 
had  no  parlors — the  fire  reflected  in  a  bright  row  of  pewter 

J)lates  and  dishes;  the  sand-scoured  deal  tables  so  clean  you 
onged  to  stroke  them;  the  salt-coffer  in  one  chimney- 
corner,  and  a  three-cornered  chair  in  the  other,  the  walls 
behind  handsomely  tapestried  with  flitches  of  bacon,  and 
the  ceiling  ornamented  with  pendent  hams. 

"Sit  ye  down,  sir — do,"  said  Dorcas,  moving  the  three- 
cornered  chair,  "  an'  let  me  get  you  somethin'  after  your 
long  journey.     Here,  Becky,  come  an'  tek  the  baby." 

Becky,  a  red-armed  damsel,  emerged  from  the  adjoining 
back-kitchen,  and  possessed  herself  of  baby,  whose  feelings 
or  fat  made  him  conveniently  apathetic  under  the  trans- 
ference. 

"  What'U  you  please  to  tek,  sir,  as  I  can  give  you?    Ill 
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get  you  a  rasher  o'  bacon  i'  no  time,  an^  I've  got  some  tea, 
or  belike  you'd  tek  a  glass  o'  rum-an^- water.  I  know  we've 
got  nothin'  as  you're  used  t'  eat  and  drink;  but  such  as  I 
hev,  sir,  I  shall  be  proud  to  give  you." 

"  Thank  you,  Dorcas;  I  can't  eat  or  drink  anything. 
I'm  not  hungry  or  tired.  Let  us  talk  about  Tina.  Has 
she  spoken  at  all?" 

"  Niver  since  the  fust  words.  '  Dear  Dorkis,'  says  she, 
'  tek  me  in; '  an'  then  went  off  into  a  faint,  an'  not  a  word 
has  she  spoken  since.  I  get  her  t'  eat  little  bits  an'  sups 
o'  things,  but  she  teks  no  notice  o'  nothin'.  I've  took  up 
Bessie  wi'  me  now  an'  then  " — here  Dorcas  lifted  to  her  lap 
a  curly-headed  little  girl  of  three,  who  was  twisting  a 
corner  of  her  mother's  apron,  and  opening  round  eyes  at 
the  gentleman — *' folks  '11  tek  notice  o'  children  sometimes 
when  they  woA't  o'  nothin'  else.  An'  we  gethered  the 
autumn  crocuses  out  o'  th'  orchard,  and  Bessie  carried  em 
up  in  her  hand,  an'  put  'em  on  the  bed.  I  knowed  how 
fond  Miss  Tina  was  o'  flowers  an'  them  things,  when  she 
was  a  little  un.     But  she  looked  at  Bessie  an'  the  flowers 

i'ust  the  same  as  if  she  didn't  see  'em.  It  cuts  me  to  th' 
leart  to  look  at  them  eyes  o'  hers;  I  think  they're  bigger 
nor  iver,  an'  they  look  like  my  poor  baby's  as  died,  when 
it  g#t  so  thin — oh  dear,  its  little  hands  you  could  see  thro' 
'em  But  I've  great  hopes  if  she  was  to  see  you,  sir,  as 
come  from  the  Manoi,  it  might  bring  back  her  mind, 
like." 

Maynard  had  that  hope  too,  but  he  felt  cold  mists  of  fear 
gathering  round  him  after  the  few  bright  warm  hours  of 
joyful  confidence  which  had  passed  smce  he  first  heard 
that  Caterina  was  alive.  The  thought  would  urge  itself 
upon  him  that  her  mind  and  body  might  never  recover  the 
strain  that  had  been  put  upon  them — that  her  delicate 
thread  of  life  had  already  nearly  spun  itself  out. 

*'  Go  now,  Dorcas,  and  see  how  she  is,  but  don't  say 
anything  about  my  being  here.  Perhaps  it  would  be 
better  for  me  to  wait  till  daylight  before  I  see  her,  and 
yet  it  would  be  very  hard  to  have  to  pass  another  night  in 
this  way." 

Dorcas  set  down  little  Bessie,  and  went  awaj.  The 
three  other  children,  including  young  Daniel  in  his  smock- 
frock,  were  standing  opposite  to  Mr.  Gilfil,  watching  him 
still  more  shyly  now  they  were  without  their  mother's 
countenance.    He  drew  little  Bessie  toward  him,  and  set 
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her  on  his  knee.  She  shook  her  yellow  curls  out  of  her 
eyes,  and  looked  up  at  him  as  she  said — 

**Zoo  tome  to  tee  ze  yady?  Zoo  mek  her  peak?  What 
zoo  do  to  her?    Tiss  her?"    . 

"Do  you  like  to  be  kissed,  Bessie?*' 

"Det,*'  said  Bessie,  immediately  ducking  down  her  head 
very  low,  in  resistance  to  the  expected  rejoinder. 

"  We've  got  two  pups,**  said  young  Daniel,  emboldened 
by  observing  the  gentleman's  amenities  toward  Bessie. 
"Shall  I  show  'em  yer?    One's  got  white  spots." 

"  Yes,  let  me  see  them." 

Daniel  ran  out,  and  presently  appeared  with  two  blind 
puppies,  eagerly  followed  by  the  mother,  affectionate 
though  mongrel,  and  an  exciting  scene  was  beginning 
when  Dorcas  returned  and  said — 

"  There's  niver  any  difference  in  her  hardly.  I  think 
you  needn't  wait,  sir.  She  lies  very  still,  as  she  all'ys  does. 
I've  put  two  candles  i'  the  room,  so  as  she  may  see  you 
well.  You'll  please  t'  excuse  the  room,  sir,  an'  the  cap  she 
has  on;  it's  one  o'  mine." 

Mr.  Gilfil  nodded  silently,  and  rose  to  follow  her  up-stairs. 
They  turned  in  at  the  first  door,  their  footsteps  making 
little  noise  on  the  plaster  floor.  .  The  red-checkered  linen 
curtains  were  drawn  at  the  head  of  the  bed,  and  Dorcas 
had  placed  the  candles  on  this  side  of  the  room,  so  that 
the  light  might  not  fall  oppressively  on  Caterina's  eyes. 
When  she  had  opened  the  door,  Dorcas  whispered,  "  I'd 
better  leave  you,  sir,  I  think?" 

Mr.  Gilfil  motioned  assent,  and  advanced  beyond  the 
curtain.  Caterina  lay  with  her  eyes  turned  the  other  way, 
and  seemed  unconscious  that  anyone  had  entered.  Her 
eyes,  as  Dorcas  had  said,  looked  larger  than  ever,  perhaps 
because  her  face  was  thinner  and  paler,  and  her  hair  quite 
gathered  away  under  one  of  Dorcas's  thick  caps.  The 
small  hands,  too,  that  lay  listlessly  on  the  outside  of  the 
bed-clothes  were  thinner  than  ever.  She  looked  younger 
than  she  really  was,  and  anyone  seeing  the  tiny  face  and 
hands  for  the  first  time  might  have  thought  they  belonged 
to  a  little  girl  of  twelve,  who  was  being  taken  away  from 
coming  instead  of  past  sorrow. 

When  Mr.  Gilfil  advanced  and  stood  opposite  to  her,  the 
light  fell  full  uj)on  his  face.  A  slight  startled  expression 
came  over  Caterina's  e^es;  she  looked  at  him  earnestly  for 
a  few  moments,  then  lifted  up  her  hand  as  if  to  beckon 
him  to  stoop  down  toward  her,  and  whispered  "Maynard!" 
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He  seated  himself  on  the  bed,  and  stooped  down  toward 
her.     She  whispered  again — 

*^Maynard,  did  you  see  the  dagger? '^ 

He  followed  his  first  impulse  in  answering  her,  and  it 
was  a  wise  one. 

**  Yes,"  he  whispered,  "I  found  it  in  your  pocket,  and 
'put  it  back  again  m  the  cabinet." 

He  took  her  hand  in  his  and  held  it  gently,  awaiting 
what  she  would  say  next.  His  heart  swelled  so  with  thank- 
fulness that  she  had  recognized  him,  he  could  hardly  repress 
a  sob.  Gradually  her  eyes  became  softer  and  less  intense 
in  their  gaze.  The  tears  were  slowly  gathering,  and  pres- 
ently some  large  hot  drops  rolled  down  her  cheek.  Then 
the  flood-gates  were  opened,  and  the  heart-easing  stream 
gushed  forth;  deep  sobs  came;  and  for  nearly  an  hour  she 
lay  without  speaking,  while  the  heavy  icy  pressure  that 
withheld  her  misery  from  utterance  was  thus  melting 
away.  How  precious  these  tears  were  to  Maynard,  who 
day  after  day  had  been  shuddering  at  the  continually 
recurring  image  of  Tina  with  the  dry  scorching  stare  of 
insanity! 

By  degrees  the  sobs  subsided,  she  began  to  breathe  calmly, 
and  lay  quiet  with  her  eves  shut.  Patiently  Maynard  sat,  not 
heeding  the  flight  of  trie  hours,  not  heeding  the  old  clock 
that  ticked  loudly  on  the  landing.  But  when  it  was  nearly 
ten,  Dorcas,  impatiently  anxious  to  know  the  result  of  Mr. 
Gilfil's  appearance,  could  not  help  stepping  in  on  tip-toe. 
Without  moving,  he  whispered  in  her  ear  to  supply  him 
with  caudles,  see  that  the  cow-boy  had  shaken  down  his 
mare,  and  go  to  bed — he  would  watch  with  Caterina — a 
great  change  had  come  over  her. 

Before  long,  Tina^s  lips  began  to  move.  .  "Maynard," 
she  whispered  again.  He  leaned  toward  her,  and  she  went 
on — 

"You  know  how  wicked  I  am,  then?  You  know  what  I 
meant  to  do  with  the  dagger?" 

"Did  you  mean  to  kill  yourself,  Tina?" 

She  sliook  her  head  slowly,  and  then  was  silent  for  a 
long  while.  At  last,  looking  at  him  with  solemn  eyes,  she 
whispered,  "To  kill  Mm" 

"  Tina,  my  loved  one,  you  would  never  have  done  it. 
God  saw  your  whole  heart;  He  knows  you  would  never 
harm  a  living  thing.  He  watches  over  His  children,  and 
will  not  let  them  do  things  they  would  pray  with  their 
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whole  hearts  not  to  do.  It  was  the  angry  thought  of  a 
moment,  and  He  forgives  you/^ 

She  sank  into  silencii  again  till  it  was  nearly  midnight. 
The  weary  enfeebled  spirit  seemed  to  be  making  its  slow 
way  with  difficulty  through  the  windings  of  thought;  and 
when  she  began  to  whisper  again,  it  was  in  reply  to  May- 
nard's  words. 

But  I  had  had  such  wicked  feelings  for  a  long  while. 
I  was  so  angry,  and  I  hated  Miss  Assher  so,  and  I  didn^t 
care  what  came  to  anybody,  because  I  was  so  miserable  my- 
self. I  was  full  of  bad  passions.  No  one  else  was  ever  so 
wicked.^* 

"  Yes,  Tina,  many  are  just  as  wicked.  •  I  often  have 
very  wicked  feelings,  and  am  tempted  to  do  wrong  things; 
but  then  my  body  is  stronger  than  yours,  and  I  can  hide 
my  feelings  and  resist  them  better.  They  do  not  master 
me  so.  X  ou  have  seen  the  little  birds  when  they  are  very 
young  and  just  begin  to  fly,  how  all  their  feathers  are 
ruffled  when  they  are  frightened  or  angry;  they  have  no 
power  over  themselves  left,  and  might  fall  into  a  pit  from 
mere  fi'ight.  You  were  like  one  of  those  little  birds. 
Your  sorrow  and  suffering  have  taken  such  hold  of  you, 
you  hardly  knew  what  you  did." 

He  would  not  speak  long,  lest  he  should  tire  her,  and 
oppress  her  with  too  many  thoughts.  Long  pauses  seemed 
needful  for  her  before  she  could  concentrate  her  feelings 
in  short  words. 

"  But  when  I  meant  to  do  it,"  was  the  next  thing  she 
whispered,  "it  was  as  bad  as  if  I  had  done  it." 

*^N"o,  my  Tina,"  answered  Maynard,  slowly,  waiting  a 
little  between  each  sentence;  "we  tnean  to  do  wicked 
things  that  we  never  could  do,  just  as  we  mean  to  do  good 
or  clever  things  that  we  never  could  do.  Our  thoughts  are 
often  worse  than  we  are,  just  as  they  are  often  better  than 
we  are.  And  God  sees  us  as  we  are  altogether,  not  in 
separate  feelings  or  actions,  as  our  fellow-men  see  us.  We 
are  always  doing  each  other  injustice,  and  thinking  better 
or  worse  of  each  other  than  we  deserve,  because  we  only 
hear  and  see  separate  words  and  actions.  We  don^t  see 
each  other^s  whole  nature.  But  God  sees  that  you  could 
not  have  committed  that  crime." 

Caterina  shook  her  head  slowly,  and  was  silent.  After 
a  while — 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  said;  "  I  seemed  to  see  him  coming 
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toward  me,  just  as  he  would  really  hatve  looked,  and  I 
meant — I  meant  to  do  it/' 

*^  But  when  you  saw  him — ^tell  me  how  it  was,  Tina." 

*'  I  saw  him  lying  on  the  ground  and  thought  he  was  ill. 
I  don^t  know  how  it  was  then;  I  forgot  everything.  I 
knelt  down  and  spoke  to  him,  and — and  he  took  no  notice 
of  me,  his  eyes  were  fixed,  and  I  began  to  think  he  was  dead. 

**  And  you  have  never  felt  angry  since?'' 

"Oh  no,  no;  it  is  I  who  have  "been  more  wicked  than 
any  one;  it  is  I  who  have  been  wrong  all  through." 

"  No,  Tina;  the  fault  has  not  all  been  yours;  he  was 
wrong;  he  gave  you  provocation.  And  wronff  makes  wrong.  ' 
When  people-use  us  ill,  we  can  hardly  help  having  ill-feel- 
ing toward  them.  But  that  second  wrong  is  more  excus- 
able. I  am  more  sinful  than  you,  Tina;  I  have  often  had 
very  bad  feelings  toward  Captain  Wybrow;  and  if  he  had 
provoked  me  as  he  did  you,  I  should,  perhaps  have  done 
something  more  wicked." 

*•  Oh,  it  was  not  so  wrong  in  him;  he  didn't  know  how 
he  hurt  me.  How  was  it  likely  he  could  love  me  as  I 
loved  him?  And  how  could  he  marry  a  poor  little  thing 
like  me?" 

Maynard  made  no  reply  to  this,  and  there  was  again 
silence,  till  Tina  said — 

"Then  I  was  so  deceitful;  they  didn't  know  how  wicked 
I  was.  Padroncello  didn't  know;  his  good  little  monkey 
he  used  to  call  me;  and  if  he  had  known,  oh,  how  naughty 
he  would  have  thought  me!" 

"  My  Tina,  we  have  all  our  secret  sins;  and  if  we  knew 
ourselves,  we  should  not  judge  each  other  harshly.  Sir 
Christopher  himself  has  felt,  since  this  trouble  came  upon 
him,  that  he  has  been  too  severe  and  obstinate." 

In  this  way — in  these  broken  confessions  and  answering 
words  of  comfort — ^the  hours  wore  on,  from  the  deep  black 
night  to  the  chill  early  twilight,  and  from  early  twilight 
to  the  first  yellow  streak  of  morning  parting  the  purple 
cloud.  Mr.  Gilfil  felt  as  if  in  the  long  hours  of  that  night 
the  bond  that  united  his  love  for  ever  and  alone  to 
Caterina  had  acquired  fresh  strength  and  sanctity.  It  is  so 
with  the  human  relations  that  rest  on  the  deep  emotional 
sympathy  of  affection:  every  new  day  and  night  of  joy  or 
'  sorrow  is  a  new  ground,  a  new  consecration,  for  the  love 
that  is  nourished  by  memories  as  well  as  hopes — the  love  to 
which  perpetual  repetition  is  not  a  weariness  but  a  want, 
and  to  which  a  separated  joy  is  the  beginning  of  pain. 
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The  cocks  began  to  crow;  the  gate  swung;  there  was 
a  tramp  of  footsteps  in  the  yard,  and  Mr.  Gilfil  heard 
Dorcas  stirring.  These  sounds  seemed  to  affect  Caterina, 
for  she  looked  anxiously  at  him  and  said,  "  Maynard,  are 
you  going  away?*' 

^^No,  I  shall  stay  her  at  Callam  until  you  are  better, 
and  then  you  will  go  away  too.'^ 

"Never  to  the  Manor  again,  oh,  no!  I  shall  live  poorly, 
and  get  my  own  bread.'* 

"  Well,  dearest,  you  shall  do  what  you  would  like  best. 
But  I  wish  vou  qould  go  to  sleep  now.  Try  to  rest 
quietly,  and  by-and-by  you  will  perhaps  sit  up  a  little. 
God  has  kept  you  in  life  in  spite  of  all  this  sorrow;  it  will 
be  sinful  not  to  try  and  make  the  best  of  His  gift.  Dear 
Tina,  you  will  try; — and  little  Bessie  brought  you  some 
crocuses  once,  you  didn't  notice  the  poor  little  thing;  but 
you  will  notice  her  when  she  comes  again,  will  you  not?'' 

"  I  will  try,"  whispered  Tina,  and  then  closed  her  eyes. 

By  the  time  the  sun  was  above  the  horizon,  scattering 
the  clouds,  and  shining  with  pleasant  morning  warmth 
through  the  little  leaded  window,  Caterina  was  asleep. 
Maynard  gently  loosed  the  tiny  hand,  cheered  Dorcas  with 
the  good  news,  and  made  his  way  to  the  village .  inn,  with 
a  thankful  heart  that  Tina  had  been  so  far  herself  again. 
Evidently  the  sight  of  him  had  blended  naturally  with  the 
memories  in  which  her  mind  was  absorbed,  and  she  had  been 
led  on  to  an  unburdening  of  herself  that  might  be  the 
beginning  of  a  complete  restoration.  But  her  body  was  so 
enfeebled — her  soul  so  bruised — that  the  utmost  tender- 
ness and  care  would  be  necessary.  The  next  thing  to  be 
done  was  to  send  tidings  to  Sir  Christopher  and  Lady  Che- 
verel;  then  to  write  and  summon  his  sister,  under  whose 
care  he  had  determined  to  place  Caterina.  The  Manor, 
even  if  she  had  been  wishing  to  return  thither,  would,  he 
knew,  be  the  most  undesirable  home  for  her  at  present: 
every  scene,  every  object  there,  was  associated  with  still 
unallayed  anguish.  If  she  were  domesticated  for  a  time 
with  his  mild  gentle  sister,  who  had  a  peaceful  home  and 
a  prattling  little  boy,  Tina  might  attach  herself  anew  to 
life,  and  recover,  partly  at  least,  the  shock  that  had  been 
given  to  her  constitution.  When  he  had  written  his  letters 
and  taken  a  hasty  breakfast,  he  was  soon  in  his  saddle 
again,  on  his  way  to  Sloppeter,  where  he  would  post  them, 
.and  seek  out  a  medical  man,  to  whom  he  might  confide 
the  moral  causes  of  Caterina's  enfeebled  condition. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

In  less  than  a  week  from  that  time,  Oaterina  was  per- 
suaded to  travel  in  a  comfortable  carriage,  under  the  care 
of  Mr.  Gilfil  and  his  sister  Mrs.  Heron,  whose  soft  blue 
eyes  and  mild  manners  were  very  soothing  to  the  poor 
bruised  child — ^the  more  so  as  they  had  an  air  of  sisterly 
equality  which  was  quite  new  to  her.  Under  Lady  Oheve- 
rel's  uncaressing  authoritative  good  will  Tina  had  always 
retained  a  certain  constraint  and  awe;  and  there  was  a 
sweetness  before  unknown  in  having  a  young  and  gentle 
woman,  like  an  elder  sister,  bending  over  her  caressingly 
and  speaking  in  low  loving  tones. 

Maynard  was  almost  angry  with  himself  for  feeling 
happy  while  Tina^s  mind  and  body  were  still  trembling  on 
the  verge  of  irrecoverable  decline;  but  the  new  delight  of 
acting  as  her  guardian  angel,  of  being  with  her  every  hour 
of  the  day,  oi  devising  everything  for  her  comfort,  of 
watching  for  a  ray  of  returning  interest  in  her  eyes,  was 
too  absorbing  to  leave  room  for  alarm  or  regret. 

On  the  third  day  the  carriage  drove  up  to  the  door  of 
Poxholm  Parsonage,  where  the  Rev.  Arthur  Heron  pre- 
sented himself  on  the  door-step,  eager  to  greet  his  return- 
ing Lucy,  and  holding  by  the  hand  a  broad-chested  tawny- 
haired  boy  of  five,  who  was  smacking  a  miniature  hunting- 
whip  with  great  vigor. 

Nowhere  was  there  a  lawn  more  smooth-shaven,  walks 
better  swept,  or  a  porch  more  prettily  festooned  with 
creepers,  tnan  at  Foxholm  Parsonage,  standing  snugly 
sheltered  by  beeches  and  chestnuts  half-way  down  the 
pretty  green  hill  which  was  surmounted  by  the  church, 
and  overlooking  a  village  that  straggled  at  its  ease  among 
pastures  and  meadows,  surrounded  by  wild  hedgerows  and 
broad  shadowing  trees,  as  yet  unthreatened  by  improved 
methods  of  farming. 

Brightly  the  fire  shone  in  the  ^reat  parlor,  and  brightly 
in  the  little  pink  bedroom,  which  was  to  be  Caterina's, 
because  it  looked  away  from  the  churchyard,  smd  on  to  a 
farm  homestead,  with  its  little  cluster  of  beehive  ricks, 
and  placid  groups  of  cows,  and  cheerful  matin  sounds  of 
healthy  labor.  Mrs.  Heron,  with  the  instinct  of  a  deli- 
cate, impressible  woman,  had  written  to  her  husband  to 
have  this  room  prepared  for  Caterina.    Contented  speckled 
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hens,  industriously  scratching  for  the  rarely-found  corn, 
may  sometimes  do  more  for  a  sick  heart  than  a  grove  of 
nightingales;  there  is  something  irresistibly  calminff  in 
the  unsentimental  cheeriness  of  top-knotted  pullets, 
unpetted  sheep-dogs,  and  patient  cart-horses  enjoying  a 
drink  of  muddy  water. 

In  such  a  home  as  this  parsonage,  a  nest  of  comfort, 
without  any  of  the  stateliness  that  would  carry  a  sugges- 
tion of  Cheverel  Manor,  Mr.  Gilfil  was  not  unreasonable 
in  hoping  that  Caterina  might  gradually  shake  off  the 
haunting  vision  of  the  past,  and  recover  from  the  langor, 
and  feebleness  which  were  the  physical  sign  of  that  vision^s 
blighting  presence.  The  next  thing  to  be  done  was  to 
arrange  an  exchange  of  duties  with  Mr,  Heron^s  curate, 
that  Maynard  might  be  constantly  near  Caterina,  and 
watch  over  her  progress.  She  seemed  to  like  him  to  be 
with  her,  too  look  uneasily  for  his  return;  and  though  she 
seldom  spoke  to  him,  she  was  most  contented  when  he  sat 
by  her,  and  held  her  tiny  hand  in  his  large  protecting 
grasp.  But  Oswald,  alias  Ozzy,  the  broad-chested  boy, 
was  perhaps  her  most  beneficial  companion.  With  some- 
thing of  his  uncle^s  person,  he  had  inherited  also  his 
uncle's  early  taste  for  a  domestic  menagerie,  and  was  very 
imperative  in  demanding  Tina^s  sympathy  in  the  welfare 
of  his  guinea-pigs,  squirrels,  and  dormice.  With  him  she 
seemed  now  and  then  to  have  gleams  of  her  childhood 
coming  athwart  the  leaden  clouds,  and  many  hours  of 
winter  went  by  the  more  easily  for  being  spent  in  Ozzy^s 
nursery. 

.  Mrs.  Heron  was  not  musical,  and  had  no  instrument; 
but  one  of  Mr.  GilfiFs  .cares  was  to  procure  a  harpsichord, 
and  have  it  placed  in  the  drawing-room,  always  open, 
in  the  hope  that  some  day  the  spirit  of  music  would  be 
reawakened  in  Caterina,  and  she  would  be  attracted 
toward  *the  instrument.  But  the  winter  was  almost  gone 
by,  and  he  had  waited  in  vain.  The  utmost  improvement 
in  Tina  had  not  gone  beyond  passiveness  and  acquies- 
cence— a  quiet,  grateful  smile,  compliance  with  Oswald^s 
whims,  and  an  increasing  consciousness  of  what  was  being 
said  and  done  around  her.  Sometimes  she  would  take  up 
a  bit  of  woman^s  work,  but  she  seemed  too  languid  to  per- 
severe in  it;  her  fingers  soon  dropped,  and  sne  relapsed 
into  motionless  reverie. 

At  last  —  it  was  one  of  those  bright  days  in  the  end  of 
February,  when. the  sun  is  shining  with  a  promise  of 
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approaching  spring.  Maynard  had  been  walking  with  her 
and  Oswald  round  the  garden  to  look  at  the  snowdrops, 
and  she  was  resting  on  the  sofa  after  the  walk.  Ozzy, 
roaming  about  the  room  in  quest  of  a  forbidden  pleasure, 
came  to  the  harpsichord,  and  struck  the  handle  of  his  whip 
on  a  deep  bass  note. 

The  vibration  rushed  through  Caterina  like  an  electric 
shock:  it  seemed  as  if  at  that  instant  a  new  soul  were 
entering  into  her,  and  filling  her  with  a  deeper,  more 
significant  life.  She  looked  round,  rose  from  the  sofa,  and 
walked  to  the  harpsichord.  In  a  moment  her  finders  were 
wandering  with  their  old  sweet  method  among  the  keys, 
and  her  soul  was  floating  in  its  true  familiar  element  of 
delicious  sound,  as  the  water-plant  that  lies  withered  and 
shrunken  on  the  ground  expands  into  freedom  and  beauty 
when  once  more  bathed  in  its  native  flood. 

Maynard  thanked  God.  An  active  power  was  reawak- 
ened, and  must  make  a  new  epoch  in  Caterina's  recovery. 

Presently  there  were  low  liquid  notes  blending  them- 
selves with  the  harder  tones  of  the  instrument^  and  gradu- 
ally the  pure  voice  swelled  into  predominance.  Little 
Ozzy  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  with  his  mouth 
open  and  his  legs  very  wide  apart,  struck  with  something 
like  awe  at  this  new  power  in  *^  Tin-Tin,^'  as  he  called  her, 
whom  he  had  been  accustomed  to  think  of  as  a  playfellow 
not  at  all  clever,  and  very  much  in  need  of  his  instruction 
on  many  subjects.  A  genie  soaring  with  broad  wings  out 
of  his  milk- jug  would  not  have  been  more  astonishing. 

Caterina  was  singing  the  very  air  from  the  Orfeo  which 
we  heard  her  singing  so  many  months  ago  at  the  beginning 
of  her  sorrows.  It  was  Olie  fard.  Sir  Christopher^s  favor- 
ite, and  its  notes  seemed  to  carry  on  their  wings  all  the 
tenderest  memories  of  her  life,  when  Cheverel  Manor  was 
still  an  untroubled  home.  The  long  happy  days  ofe  child- 
hood and  girlhood  recovered  all  their  rightful  predomi- 
nance over  the  short  interval  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

She  paused,  and  burst  into  tears — the  first  tears  she 
had  shed  since  she  had  been  at  Foxholm.  Maynard 
could  not  help  hurrying  toward  her,  putting  his  arm 
round  her,  and  leaning  down  to  kiss  her  hair.  She  nestled 
to  him,  and  put  up  her  little  mouth  to  be  kissed. 

The  delicate-tendrilled  plant  must  have  something  to 
cling  to.  The  soul  that  was  born  anew  to  music  was  bom 
anew  to  love. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

OiS"  the  thirtieth  of  May,  1790,  a  very  pretty  sight  was 
seen  by  the  villagers  assembled  near  the  door  of  Foxholm 
church.  The  sun  was  bright  upon  the  dewy  grass,  the  air 
was  alive  with  the  murmur  of  bees  and  the  trilling  of 
birds,  the  bushy  blossoming  chestnuts  and  the  foamy 
flowering  hedgerows  seemed  to  be  crowding  round  to  learn 
why  the  church»bells  were  ringing  so  merrily,  as  Maynard 
Gilfil,  his  face  bright  with  happiness,  walked  out  of  the 
old  Gothic  doorway  with  Tina  on  his  arm.  The  little  face 
was  still  pale,  and  there  was  a  subdued  melancholy  in  it, 
as  of  one  who  sups  with  friends  for  the  last  time,  and  has 
his  ear  open  for  the  signal  that  will  call  him  away.  But 
the  tiny  hand  rested  with  the  pressure  of  contented  affec- 
tion on  Maynard^s  arm,  and  the  dark  eyes  met  his  down- 
ward glance  with  timid  answering  love. 

Thfire  was  no  train  of  bridesmaids;  only  pretty  Mrs. 
Heron  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  dark-haired  young  man 
hitherto  unknown  in  Foxholm,  and  holding  by  the  other 
hand  little  Ozzy,  who  exulted  less  in  his  new  velvet  cap 
and  tunic  than  in  the  notion  that  he  was  bridesman  to 
Tin  Tin. 

Last  of  all  came  a  couple  whom  the  villagers  eyed  yet 
more  eagerly  than  the  bride  and  bridegroom:  a  fine  old 
gentleman,  who  looked  round  with  keen  glances  that  cowed 
the  conscious  scapegraces  among  them,  and  a  stately  lady 
in  blue-and-white  silk  robes,  who  must  surely  be  like 
Queen  Charlotte. 

*^Well,  that  theer's  whut  I  call  a  pictur,"  said  old 
"Mester^^  Ford,  a  true  Staffordshire  patriarch,  who  leaned 
on  a  stick  and  held  his  head  very  miuch  on  one  side,  with 
the  air  of  a  man  who  had  little  hope  of  the  present  gen- 
eration, but  would  at  all  events  give  it  the  benefit  of  his 
criticism.  "  Th^  yoong  men  noo-a-deys,  the're  poor  squashy 
things — the'  Iookc  well  anoof,  but  the'  woon  t  wear,  the' 
woon't  wear.  Theer's  ne'er  un  '11  carry  his  'ears  like  that 
Sir  Chris'fer  Chuvrell." 

"  'Ull  bet  ye  two  pots,"  said  another  of  the  seniors,  "as 
that  yoongster  a-walkin'  wi'  th'  parson's  wife  '11  be  Sir 
Cris'fer's  son — he  favors  him." 

**Nay,  yae'U  bet  that  wi'  as  big  a  fule  as  yersen;  hae's 
noo  son  at  all.   As  I  oonderstan',  hae's  the  nevey  as  is  t'  heir 
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th'  esteate.  The  coochman  as  puts  oop  at  th^  White  Hoss 
tellt  me  as  theer  war  another  nevey,  a  deal  finer  chap  t* 
looke  at  nor  this  un,  as  died  in  a  fit,  all  on  a  soodden,  an' 
soo  this  here  yoong  un's  got  upo'  th'  perch  istid/' 

At  the  church  gate  Mr.  Bates  was  standing  in  a  new 
suit,  ready  to  speak  words  of  good  omen  as  the  bride  and 
bridegroom  approached.  He  had  come  all  the  way  from 
Cheverel  Manor  on  purpose  to  see  Miss  Tina  hapijy  once 
more,  and  would  have  been  in  a  state  of  unmixed  joy  but 
for  the  inferiority  of  the  wedding  nosegays  to  what  he 
could  have  furnished  from  the  garden  at  the  Manor. 

**God  A^maighty  bless  ye  both,  an'  send  ye  long  laife 
an'  happiness,"  were  the  good  gardener's  rather  tremulou^ 
words. 

"Thank  you,  uncle  Bates;  always  remember  Tina,"  said 
the  sweet  low  voice,  which  fell  on  Mr.  Bates's  ear  for  the 
last  time. 

The  wedding  journey  was  to  be  a  circuitous  route  to 
Shepperton,  where  Mr.  Gilfil  had  been  for  several  months 
inducted  as  vicar.  This  small  living  had  been  given  him 
through  the  interest  of  an  old  friend  who  had  some  claim 
on  the  gratitude  of  the  Oldinport  family;  and  it  was  a 
satisfaction  both  to  Maynard  and  Sir  Christopher  that  a 
home  to  which  he  might  take  Caterina  had  thus  readily 
presented  itself  at  a  distance  from  Cheverel  Manor.  For 
it  had  never  yet  been  thought  safe  that  she  should  revisit 
the  scene  of  her  sufferings,  her  health  continuing  too  deli- 
cate to  encourage  the  slightest  risk  of  painful  excitement! 
In  a  year  or  two,  perhaps,  by  the  time  old  Mr.  Crichley,  the 
rector  of  Cumbermoor,  should  have  left  a  woild  of  gout, 
and  when  Caterina  would  very  likely  be  a  happy  mother, 
Mavnard  might  safely  take  up  his  abode  at  Cumbermoor, 
and  Tina  would  feel  nothing  but  content  at  seeing  a  new 
*  kittle  black-eyed  monkey"  running  up  and  down  the 
gallery  and  wardens  of  the  Manor.  A  mother  dreads  no 
memories — those  shadows  have  all  melted  away  in  the  dawn 
of  baby's  smile. 

In  these  hopes,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  Tina's  nestling 
affection,  Mr.  Gilfil  tasted  a  few  months  of  perfect  happi- 
ness. She  had  come  to  lean  entirely  on  his  love,  and  to 
find  life  sweet  for  his  sake.  Her  continual  languor  and 
want  of  active  interest  was  a  natural  consequence  of  bodily 
feebleness,  and  the  prospect  of  her  becoming  a  mother 
was  a  new  ground  for  hoping  the  best. 
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But  the  delicate  plant  had  been  too  deeply  bruised,  and 
in  the  struggle  to  put  forth  a  blossom  it  died. 

Tina  died,  and  Maynard  Gilfil's  love  went  with  her  into 
deep  silence  for  evermore. 


EPILOGUE, 


This  was  Mr.  Gilfil^s  love-story,  which  lay  far  back  from 
the  time  when  he  sat,  worn  and  gray,  by  his  lonely  fireside 
in  Shepperton  Vicarage.  Rich  brown  locks,  passionate 
love,  and  deep  early  sorrow,  strangely  different  as  they 
seem  from  the  scanty  white  hairs,  the  apathetic  content, 
and  the  unexpectant  quiescence  of  old  age,  are  but  part  of 
the  same  life's  journey;  as  the  bright  Italian  plains,  with 
the  sweet  Addio  of  their  beckoning  maidens,  are  part  of 
the  same  day's  travel  that  brings  us  to  the  other  side  of 
the  mountain,  between  the  sombre  rocky  walls  and  among 
the  guttural  voices  of  the  Valais. 

To  those  who  were  familiar  only  with  the  gray-haired 
vicar,  jogging  leisurely  along  on  his  old  chestnut  cob, 
it  would  perhaps  have  been  hard  to  believe  that  he  had 
ever  been  the  Maynard  Gilfil  who,  with  a  heart  full  of 
passion  and  tenderness,  had  urged  his  black  Kitty  to  her 
swiftest  gallop  on  the  way  to  Callam,  or  that  the  old  gentle- 
man of  caustic  tongue,  and  bucolic  tastes,  and  sparing 
habits,  had  known  all  the  deep  secrets  of  devoted  love,  had 
struggled  through  its  days  and  nights  of  anguish,  and 
trembled  under  its  unspeakable  joys.  And  indeed  the  Mr. 
Gilfil  of  those  late  Shepperton  days  had  more  of  the  knots 
and  ruggedness  of  poor  human  nature  than  there  lay  anj 
clear  hint  of  in  the  open-eyed  loving  Maynard.  But  it  is 
with  men  as  with  trees:  if  you  lop  off  their  finest  branches, 
into  which  they  were  pouring  their  young  life-juice,  the 
wounds  will  be  healed  over  with  some  rough  boss,  some 
odd  excrescence;  and  what  might  have  been  a  grand  tree 
expanding  into  liberal  shade,  is  but  a  whimsical  misshapen 
trunk.  Many  an  irritating  fault,  many  an  unlovely  oddity, 
has  come  of  a  hard  sorrow,  which  has  crushed  and  maimed 
the  nature  just  when  it  was  expanding  into  plenteous 
beauty;  and  the  trivial  erring  life  which  we  visit  with  our 
harsh  blame,  may  be  but  as  the  unsteady  motion  of  a  man 
whose  best  limb  is  withered. 
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And  so  the  dear  old  vicar,  though  he  had  something  of 
the  knotted  whimsical  character  of  the  poor  lopped  oak, 
had  yet  been  sketched  out  by  nature  as  a  noble  tree.  The 
heart  of  him  was  sound,  the  grain  was  of  the  finest;  and 
in  the  grey-haired  man  who  filled  his  pocket  -with  sugar- 
plums for  the  little  children,  whose  most  biting  words  were 
directed  against  the  evil  doing  of  the  rich  man,  and  who  with 
all  his  social  pipes  and  slipshod  talk,  never  sank  below  the 
highest  level  of  nis  parishioners'  respect,  there  was  the  main 
trunk  of  the  same  brave,  faithful,  tender  nature,  that  had 
poured  out  the  finest,  freshest  forces  of  its  life-current  in  a 
first  and  only  love — ^the  love  of  Tina. 


JAJSnST'S  REPENTANCE. 


CHAPTER  I. 


*'No!*'  said  lawyer  Dempster,  in  a  loud,  rasping,  orato- 
rical tone,  struggling  against  chronic  huskiness,  **as  long 
as  my  Maker  grants  me  power  of  voice  and  power  of  intel- 
lect, I  will  take  every  legal  means  to  resist  the  introduction 
of  demoralizing,  methodistical  doctrine  into,  this  parish; 
I  will  not  supinely  suffer  an  insult  to  be  inflicted  on  our 
venerable  pastor,  who  has  given  us  sound  instruction  for 
half  a  century/^ 

It  was  verv  warm  everywhere  that  evening,  but  especially 
in  the  bar  of  the  Bed  Lion  at  Milby,  where  Mr.  Dempster 
was  seated  mixing  his  third  glass  of  brandy-and- water. 
He  was  a  tall  and  rather  massive  man,  and  the  front  half 
of  his  large  surface  was  so  well  dredged  with  snuff,  that 
the  cat,  having  inadvertently  come  near  him,  had  been 
seized  with  a  severe  fit  of  sneezing — an  accident  which, 
being  cruelly  misunderstood,  had  caused  her  to  be  driven 
contumeliously  from  the  bar.  Mr.  Dempster  habitually 
held  his  chin  tucked  in,  and  his  head  hanging  forward, 
weighed  down,  perhaps,  by  a  preponderant  occiput  and 
a  bulging  forehead,  between  which  his  closely-clipped 
coronal  surface  lay  like  a  flat  and  new-mown  table-land. 
The  only  other  observable  features  were  puffy  cheeks  and 
a  protruding  yet  lipless  mouth.  Of  his  nose  I  can  only 
say  that  it  was  snuffy;  and  as  Mr.  Dempster  was  never 
caught  in  the  act  of  looking  at  anything  in  particular,  it 
would  have  been  difficult  to  swear  to  the  color  of  his  eyes. 

"Well!  I'll  not  stick  at  giving  mvselt  trouble  to  put 
down  such  hypocritical  cant,^^  said  Mr.  Tomlinson,  the 
rich  miller.  **I  know  well  enough  what  your  Sunday 
evening  lectures  are  good  for  —  for  wenches  to  meet  their 
sweethearts,  and  brew  mischief.  There's  work  enoudi 
witli  the  servant-maids  as  it  is — such  as  I  never  heard  the 
like  of  in  my  mother's  time,  and  it's  all  along  o'  your 
schoolinff  and  newfangled  plans.  Give  me  a  servant  as 
can  nayther  read  nor  write,  I  say,  and  doesn't  know  the 
year  o'  the  Lord  as  she  was  bom  in.     I  should  like  to 
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know  what  good  those  Sunday  schools  have  done,  now. 
Why,  the  boys  used  to  go  a  bird's-nesting  of  a  Sunday 
morning;  and  a  capital  thing  too — ask  any  farmer;  and 
very  pretty  it  was  to  see  the  strings  o'  heggs  hanginff  up 
in  poor  people's  houses.  You'll  not  see  'em  nowhere 
now." 

"Pooh!"  said  Mr.  Luke  Byles,  who  piqued  himself 
on  his  reading,  and  was  in  the  habit  of  asking  casual 
acquaintances  if  they  knew  anjrthing  of  Hobbes;  "it  is 
right  enough  that  the  lower  orders  should  be  instructed. 
But  this  sectarianism  within  the  Church  ought  to  be  put 
down.  In  point  of  fact,  these  Evangelicals  are  not 
Churchmen  at  all;  they're  no  better  than  Presbyterians." 

"PresbyteHans?  what  are  they?"  inquired  Mr.  Tomlin- 
son,  who  often  said  his  father  had  given  him  "  no  eddica- 
tion,  and  he  didn't  care  who  knowed  it;  he  could  buy  up 
most  o'  th'  eddicated  men  he'd  ever  come  across." 

"The  Presbyterians,"  said  Mr.  Dempster,  in  rather  a 
louder  tone  than  before,  holding  that  every  appeal  for 
information  must  naturally  be  addressed  to  him,  "are  a 
sect  founded  in  the  reign  of  Charles  L,  by  a  man  named 
John  Presbyter,  who  hatched  all  the  brood  of  Dissenting 
vermin  that  crawl  about  in  dirty  alleys,  and  circumvent 
the  lord  of  the  manor  in  order  to  get  a  few  yards  of  ground 
for  their  pigeon-house  conventicles." 

"No,  no,  Dempster," said  Mr.  Luke  Byles,  "you're  out 
there.  Presbyterianism  is  derived  from  the  word  presby- 
ter, meaning  an  elder." 

"  Don't  contradict  me,  sir ! "  stormed  Dempster.     "  I  say 

the  word  presbjrterian  is  derived  from  John  Presbyter,  a 

miserable  fanatic  who  wore  a  suit  of  leather,  and  went 

about  from  town  to  village,  and  from  village  to  hamlet, 

/inoculating  the  vulgar  with  the  asinine  virus  of  Dissent." 

"  Come,  Byles,  that  seems  a  deal  more  likely,"  said  Mr. 
Tomlinson,  in  a  conciliatory  tone  apparently  of  opinion 
that  history  was  a  i)rocess  of  ingenious  guessing. 

"  It's  not  a  question  of  likelihood;  it's  a  known  fact.  I 
could  fetch  you  my  EncyclopsBdia,  and  show  it  you  this 
moment." 

"I  don't  care  a  straw,  sir,  either  for  you  or  your  Ency- 
clopaedia," said  Mr.  Dempster;  "  a  farrago  of  false  infor- 
mation of  which  you  picked  up  an  imperfect  copy  in  a 
cargo  of  waste  paper.  Will  you  tell  mey  sir,  that  I  don't 
know  the  origin  of  Presbyterianism?  I,  sir,  a  man  known 
through  the  county,  intrusted  with  the  affairs  of  half  a 
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score  of  parishes;  wljile  you,  sir,  are  ignored  by  the  very 
fleas  that  infest  the  miserable  alley  in  which  you  were 
bred/' 

A  loud  and  general  laugh,  with  "  You'd  better  let  him 
alone,  Byles; "  '*  You'll  not  get  the  better  of  Dempster  in 
a  hurry, '^  drowned  the  retort  of  the  too  well-informed  Mr. 
Byles,  who,  white  with  rage,  rose  and  walked  out  of  the 
bar. 

*^A  meddlesome,  upstart,  Jacobinical  fellow,  gentle- 
men," continued  Mr.  Dempster.  *'  I  was  determined  to 
be  rid  of  him.  What  does  he  mean  by  thrusting  himself 
into  our  company?  A  man  with  about  as  much  principle 
as  he  has  property,  which,  to  my  knowledge,  is  consider- 
ably less  than  none.  An  insolvent  atheist,  gentlemen.  A 
deistical  prater,  fit  to  sit  in  the  chimney-corner. of  a  pot- 
house, and  make  blasphemous  comments  on  the  one  greasy 
newspaper  fingered  by  beer-swilling  tinkers.  I  will  not 
suffer  in  my  company  a  man  who  speaks  lightly  of  religion. 
The  signature  of  a  fellow  like  Byles  would  be  a  blot  on  our 
protest.'^ 

"And  how  do  you  get  on  with  your  signatures?"  said 
Mr.  Pilgrim,  the  doctor,  who  had  presented  his  large  top- 
booted  person  within  the  bar  while  Mr.  Dempster  was 
speaking.  Mr.  Pilgrim  had  just  returned  from  one  of  his 
long  day's  rounds  among  the  farm-houses,  in  the  course  of 
which  he  had  sat  down  to  two  hearty  meals  that  might 
have  been  mistaken  for  dinners  if  he  had  not  declared 
them  to  be  "snaps";  and  as  each  snap  had  been  followed 
by  a  few  glasses  of  "  mixture,"  containing  a  less  libeial 
proportion  of  water  than  the  articles  he  himself  labeled 
with  that  broadly  generic  name,  he  was  in  that  condition 
which  his  groom  indicated  with  poetic  ambiguity  by  saying 
that  "master  had  been  in  the  sunshine."  Under  these 
circumstances,  after  a  hard  day,  in  which  he  had  really 
had  no  regular  meal,  it  seemed  a  natural  relaxation  to 
step  into  the  bar  of  the  Red  Lion,  where,  as  it  was  Satur- 
day evening,  he  should  be  sure  to  find  .Dempster,  and 
hear  the  latest  news  about  the  protest  against  the  evening 
lecture. 

"Have  you  hooked  Ben  Landor  yet?"  he  continued,  as 
he  took  two  chairs,  one  for  his  body,  and  the  other  for  his 
right  leg. 

"  No,"  said  Mr.  Budd,  the  churchwarden,  shaking  his 
head;  "Ben  Landor  has  a  way  of  keeping  himself  neutral 
in  everything,  and  lie  doesn't  like  to  oppose  his  father. 
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Old  Laudor  is  a  regular  Tyranite.  But  we  haven^t  got 
your  name  yet,  Pilgrim/^ 

*^Tut  tut,  Budd,^'  said  Mr.  Dempster,  sarcastically, 
"you  don^t  expect  Pilgrim  to  sign?  He's  got  a  dozen 
Tyranite  livers  under  his  treatment.  Nothing  like  cant 
and  methodism  for  producing  a  superfluity  of  bile." 

*^  Oh,  I  thought,  as  Pratt  had  declared  himself  a  Tyran- 
ite, we  should  be  sure  to  get  Pilgrim  on  our  side.'' 

Mr.  Pilgrim  was  not  a  man  to  sit  quiet  under  a  sarcasm, 
nature  having  endowed  him  with  a  considerable  share  of 
self -defensive  wit.  In  his  most  sober  moments  he  had  an 
impediment  in  his  speech,  and  as  copious  gin-and-water 
stimulated  not  the  speech  but  the  impediment,  he  had  time 
to  make  his  retort  sufficiently  bitter. 

"Why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Budd,"  he  spluttered, 
"there's  a  report  all  over  the  town  that  Deb  Traunter 
swears  you  shall  take  her  with  you  as  one  of  the  delegates, 
and  they  say  there's  to  be  a  fine  crowd  at  your  door  the 
morning  you  start,  to  see  the  row.  Knowing  your  tender- 
ness for  that  member  of  the  fair  sex,  I  thought  you  might 
find  it  impossible  to  deny  her.  I  hang  back  a  little  from 
signing  on  that  account,  as  Prendergast'  might  not  take 
the  protest  well  if  Deb  Traunter  went  with  you." 

Mr.  Budd  was  a  small,  sleek-headed  bachelor  of  five-and- 
forty,  whose  scandalous  life  had  long  furnished  his  more 
moral  neighbors  with  an  after-dinner  joke.  He  had  no  strik- 
ing characteristic,  except  that  he  was  a  currier  of  choleric 
temperament,  so  that  you  might  wonder  why  he  had  been 
chosen  as  clergyman's  churchwarden,  if  I  did  not  tell  you 
that  he  had  recently  been  elected  through  Mr.  Dempster's 
exertions,  in  order  that  his  zeal  against  the  threatened 
evening  lecture  might  be  backed  by  the  dignity  of  office. 

"  Come,  come.  Pilgrim,"  said  Mr.  Tomlinson,  covering 
Mr.  Budd's  retreat,  "  you  know  you  like  to  wear  the  crier's 
coat,  green  o'  one  side  and  red  o'  the  other.  You've  been 
to  hear  Tryan  preach  at  Paddif ord  Common — ^you  know 
you  have." 

"  To  be  sure  I  have;  and  a  capital  sermon  too.  It's  a 
pity  you  were  not  there.  It  was  addressed  to  those  *  void 
of  understanding'." 

"  No,  no,  you'll  never  catch  me  there,"  returned  Mr. 
Tomlinson,  not  in  the  least  stung;  "  he  preaches  without 
book,  they  say,  just  like  a  Dissenter.  It  must  be  a  ram- 
bling sort  of  a  concern." 

"That's  not    the  worst,"  said   Mr.   Dempster;    "he 
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preaches  against  good  works;  says  good  works  are  not 
necessary  to  salvation — a  sectarian,  antinomian,  anabaptist 
doctrine.  Tell  a  man  he  is  not  to  be  saved  by  his  works, 
and  you  open  the  flood-gates  of  immorality.  You  see  it 
in  all  these  canting  innovators;  they're  all  bad  ones  by  the 
sly;  smoothfaced,  drawling,  hypocritical  fellows,  who  pre- 
tend ginger  isn't  hot  in  their  mouths,  and  cry  down  all 
innocent  pleasures;  their  hearts  are  all  the  blacker  for 
their  sanctimonious  outsides.  Haven't  we  been  warned 
againt  those  who  make  clean  the  outside  of  the  cup  and 
the  platter?  There's  this  Tryan,  now,  he  goes  about  pray- 
ing with  old  women,  and  singing  with  charity-children; 
but  what  has  he  really  got  his  eye  on  all  the  while?  A 
domineering  ambitious  Jesuit,  gentlemen;  all  he  wants  is 
to  get  his  foot  far  enough  into  the  parish  to  step  into 
Crewe's  shoes  when  the  old  gentleman  dies.  Depend  upon 
it,  whenever  you  see  a  man  pretending  to  be  better  than 
his  neighbors,  that  man  has  either  some  cunning  end  to 
serve,  or  his  heart  is  rotten  with  spiritual  pride." 

As  if  to  guarantee  himself  against  this  awful  sin,  Mr. 
Dempster  seized  his  glass  of  brandy-and -water  and  tossed 
off  the  contents  with  even  greater  rapidity  than  usual. 

**Have  you  fixed  on  your  third  delegate  yet?"  said  Mr. 
Pilgrim,  whose  taste  was  for  detail  rather  than  for  disser- 
tation. 

''  That's  the  man,"  answered  Dempster,  pointing  to  Mr. 
Tomlinson.  "  We  start  for  Elmstoke  Eectory  on  Tuesday 
morning;  so,  if  you  mean  to  give  us  your  signature,  you 
must  make  up  your  mind  pretty  quickly.  Pilgrim." 

Mr.  Pilgrim  did  not  in  the  least  mean  it,  so  he  only 
said,  ^*  I  shouldn't  wander  if  Tryan  turns  out  too  many  for 
you,  after  all.  He's  got  a  well-oiled  tongue  of  his  own, 
and  has  perhaps  talked  over  Prendergast  into  a  determina- 
tion to  stand  by  him."  * 

*^  Ve-ry  little  fear  of  that,"  said  Dempster,  in  a  confident 
tone.  "  I'll  soon  bring  him  round.  Tryan  has  got  his 
match.     I've  plenty  of  rods  in  pickle  for  Tryan." 

At  this  moment  Boots  entered  the  bar,  and  put  a  letter 
into  the  lawyer's  hands,  saying,  ^*  There's  Trowers  man 

{'ust  come  into  the  yard  wi'  a  gig,  sir,  an'  he's  brought  this 
lere  letter. 

Mr.  Dempster  read  the  letter  and  said,  "Tell  him  to 
turn  the  giff — 111  be  with  him  in  a  minute.  Here,  run  to 
Gruby's  and  get  this  snuff-box  filled — quick!" 
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"  Trowert  worse,  I  suppose;  eh,  Dempster?  Wants  you 
to  alter  his  will,  eh?^'  said  Mr.  Pilgrim. 

*^  Business — business — business — I  don't  know  exactly 
what,''  answered  the  cautious  Dempster,  rising  deliberately 
from  his  chair,  thrusting  on  his  low-crowned  hat,  and 
walking  with  a  slow  but  not  unsteady  step  out  of  the  bar. 

yl  never  see  Dempster's  equal;  if  I  did  I'll  be  shot,'' 
said  Mr.  Tomlinson,  looking  after  the  lawyer  admiringly. 
^*  Why,  he's  drunk  the  best  part  of  a  bottle  o'  brandy  since 
here  we've  been  sitting,  and  I'll  bet  a  ^inea,  when  he's  got 
to  Trower's  his  head'll  be  as  clear  as  mine.  He  knows  more 
about  law  when  he's  drunk  than  all  the  rest  on  'em  when 
they're  sober." 

"Ay,  and  other  things  too,  besides  law,"  said  Mr.  Budd. 
"Did  you  notice  how  he  took  up  Byles  about  the  Presby- 
terians? Bless  your  heart,  he  knows  everything,  Dempster 
does.     He  studied  very  hard  when  he  was  a  young  man.'' 


CHAPTER  II. 


The  conversation  just  recorded  is  not,  I  am  aware, 
remarkably  refined  or  witty;  but  if  it  had  been,  it  could 
hardly  have  taken  place  in  Milby  when  Mr.  Dempster 
flourished  there,  and  old  Mr.  Crewe,  the  curate,  was  yet 
alive. 

More  than  a  quarter  of  a  century  has  slipped  by  since 
then,  and  in  the  interval  Milby  has  advanced  at  as  rapid 
a  pace  as  other  market  towns  m  her  Majesty's  Dominions. 
By  this  time  it  has  a  handsome  railway-station,  where 
the,  drowsy  London  traveler  might  look  out  by  the  brilliant 
gas-light  and  see  perfectly  sober  papas  and  husbands  alight- 
ing with  their  teather-bags  after  transacting  their  day's 
business  at  the  county  town.  There  is  a  resident  rector, 
who  appeals  to  the  consciences  of  his  hearers  with  all  the 
immense  advantages  of  a  divine  who  keeps  his  own  carri- 
age; the  church  is  enlarged  by  at  least  five  hundred  sit- 
tings; and  the  grammar-school,  conducted  on  reformed  prin- 
ciples, has  its  upper  forms  crowded  with  the  genteel  youth 
of  Milby.  The  gentlemen  there  fall  into  no  other  excess 
at  dinner-parties  than  the  perfectly  well-bred  and  virtuous 
excess  of  stupidity;  and  though  the  ladies  are  still  said 
sometimes  to  take  too  much  upon  themselves,  they  are 
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never  known  to  take  too  much  in  any  other  way.  The 
conversation  is  sometimes  quite  literary,  for  there  is  a  flour- 
ishing book-club,  and  many  of  the  younger  ladies  have 
carried  their  studies  so  far  as  to  have  forgotten  a  little 
German.  In  short,  Milby  is  now  a  refined,  moral,  and 
enlightened  town;  no  more  resembling  the  Milby  of  former 
days  than  the  huge,  long-skirted,  drab  great-coat  that 
embarrassed  the  ankles  of  our  grandfathers  resembled  the 
light  paletot  in  which  we  tread  jauntily  through  the  mud- 
diest streets,  or  than  the  bottle-nosed  Britons,  rejoicing 
over  a  tankard  in  the  old  sign  of  the  Two  Travelers  at 
Milby,  resembled  the  severe-looking  gentleman  in  straps 
and  high  collars  whom  a  modern  artist  has  represented  as 
sipping  the  imaginary  port  of  that  well-known  commercial 
'house. 

But  pray,  reader,  dismiss  from  your  mind  all  the  refined 
and  fashionable  ideas  associated  with  this  advanced  state 
of  things,  and  transport  your  imagination  to  a  time  when 
Milby  had  no  gas-lignts;  when  the  mail  drove  up  dusty  or 
bespattered  to  the  door  of  the  Red  Lion;  when  old  Mr. 
Crewe,  the  curate,  in  a  brown  Brutus  wig,  delivered  inaud- 
ible sermons  on  a  Sunday,  and  on  a  week-day  imparted  the 
education  of  a  gentleman — that  is  to  say,  an  arduous  inac- 

Suaintance  with  Latin  through  the  medium  of  the  Eton 
rrammar — ^to  three  pupils  in  the  upper  gi'ammar-school. 
If  you  had  passed  through  Milby  on  the  coach  at  that 
time,  you  would  have  had  no  idea  what  important  people 
lived  there,  and  how  very  high  a  sense  of  rank  was  preva- 
lent amonff  them.  It  was  a  dingy-looking  town,  with  a 
strong  smell  of  tanning  up  one  street  and  a  gi*eat  shaking 
of  hand-looms  up  another;  and  even  in  that  focus  of  aris- 
tocracy, Friar's  Gate,  the  houses  would  not  have  seemed 
very  imposing  to  the  hasty  abd  superficial  glance  of  a 
passenger.  You  might  still  less  have  suspected  that  the 
figure  in  light  fustian  and  large  gray  whiskers,  leaning 
against  the  grocer's  door-post  in  High  Street,  was  no  less  a 
person  than  Mr.  Lowme,  one  of  the  most  aristocratic  men 
in  Milby,  said  to  have  been  *' brought  up  a  gentleman," 
and  to  have  had  the  gay  habits  accordant  with  that  statiori^ 
keeping  his  harriers  and  other  expensive  animals.  He  was 
now  quite  an  elderly  Lothario,  reduced  to  the  most  econom- 
ical sins;  the  prominent  form  of  his  gaiety  being  this  of 
lounging  at  Mr.  Gruby's  door,  embarrassing  the  servant- 
maids  who  came  for  grocery,  and  talking  scandal  with  the 
rare  passers-by.     Still,  it  was  generally  understood  that 
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Mr.  Lowme  belonged  to  the  highest  circle  of  Milby  society; 
his  sons  and  daughters  held  up  their  hetids  very  high  indeed; 
and  in  spite  of  his  condescending  way  of  chatting  and 
drinking  with  inferior  people,  he  would  himself  hav.e 
scorned  any  closer  identification  with  them.  It  must  be 
admitted  that  he  was  of  some  service  to  the  town  in  this 
station  at  Mr.  Gruby^s  door,  for  he  and  Mr.  Landor^s  New- 
foundland dog,  who  stretched  himself  and  gaped  on  the 
opposite  causeway,  took  something  from  the  lifeless  air 
that  belonged  to  the  High  Street  on  e^erj  day  except 
Saturday. 

Certainly,  in  spite  of  three  assemblies  and  a  charity  ball 
in  the  winter,  the  occasional  advent  of  a  ventriloquist,  or 
a  company  of  itinerant  players,  some  of  whom  were  very 
highly  thought  of  in  London,  and  the  annual  three-days' 
fair  in  June,  Milby  might  be  considered  dull  by  people  of 
a  hypochondriacal  temperament;  and  perhaps  this  was  one 
reason  why  many  of  the  middle-a^ed  inhabitants,  male 
and  female,  often  found  it  impossible  to  keep  up  their 
spirits  without  a  very  abundant  supply  of  stimulants.  It 
is  true  there  were  several  substantial  men  who  had  a  repu- 
tation for  exceptional  sobriety,  so  that  Milby  habits  were 
really  not  as  bad  as  possible;  and  no  one  is  warranted  in 
saying  that  old  Mr.  Crewe's  flock  could  not  have  been 
worse  without  any  clergyman  at  all. 

The  well-dressed  parishioners  generally  were  very  regu- 
lar church-goers,  and  to  the  younger  ladies  and  gentlemen 
I  am  inclined  to  think  that  the  Sunday  morning  service 
was  the  most  exciting  event  of  the  week;  for  few  places 
could  present  a  more  brilliant  show  of  out-door  toilets  than 
might  be  seen  issuing  from  Milby  church  at  one  o'clock. 
There  were  the  four  tall  Miss  Pittmans,  old  lawyer  Pitt- 
mann's  daughters,  with  cannon  curls  surmounted  by  large 
hats,  and  long,  drooping  ostrich  feathers  of  parrot  green. 
There  was  Miss  Phipps,  with  a  crimson  bonnet,  very  much 
tilted  up  behind,  and  a  cockade  of  stiff  feathers  on  the 
summit.  There  was  Miss  Landor,  the  belle  of  Milby,  clad 
regally  in  purple  and  ermine,  with  a  plume  of  feathers 
neither  drooping  nor  erect,  but  maintaining  a  discreet 
medium.  There  were  the  three  Miss  Tomlinsons,  who 
imitated  Miss  Landor,  and  also  wore  ermine  and  feathers; 
but  their  beauty  was  considered  of  a  coarse  order,  and  their 
square  forms  were  quite  unsuited  to  the  round  tippet  which 
fell  with  such  remarkable  grace  on  Miss  Landor  s  sloping 
shoulders.     Looking  at  this  plumed  procession  of  ladies. 
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you  would  have  formed  rather  a  high  idea  of  Milby  wealth; 
yet  there  was  only  one  close  carriage  in  the  place,  and  that 
was  old  Mr.  LandorX  the  banker,  who,  I  think,  never 
drove  more  than  one  horse.  These  sumptuously-attired 
ladies  flashed  past  the  vulgar  eye  in  one-horse  chaises,  by 
no  means  of  a  superior  build. 

The  young  gentlemen,  too,  were  not  without  their  little 
Sunday  displays  of  costume,  of  a  limited  masculine  kind. 
Mr.  Eustace  Landor,  being  nearly  ofa^e,  had  recently 
acquired  a  diamond  ring,  together  with  tne  habit  of  rub- 
bing his  hand  through  his  hair.  He  was  tall  and  dark, 
and  thus  had  an  advantage  which  Mr.  Alfred  Phipps,  who, 
like  his  sister,  was  blonde  and  stumpy,  found  it  difficult 
to  overtake,  even  by  the  severest  attention  to  shirt-studs, 
and  the  particular  shade  of  brown  that  was  best  relieved 
by  gilt  buttons. 

The  respect  for  the  Sabbath,  manifested  in  this  atten- 
tion to  costume,  was  unhappily  counterbalanced  by  con- 
siderable levity  of  behavior  during  the  prayers  and  sermon; 
for  the  young  ladies  and  gentlemen  of  Milby  were  of  a 
very  satirical  turn.  Miss  Landor  especially  being  considered 
remarkably  clever,  and  a  terrible  quiz;  and  the  large  con- 
gregation necessarily  containing  many  persons  inferior  in 
dress  and  demeanor  to  the  distinguished  aristocratic  minor- 
ity, divine  service  offered  irresistible  temptations  to  joking, 
through  the  medium  of  telegraphic  communications  from 
the  galleries  to  the  aisles  and  back  again.  I  remember 
blushing  very  much,  and  thinking  Miss  Landor  was  laugh- 
ing at  me,  because  I  mas  appearing  in  coat-tails  for  the 
first  time,  when  I  saw  her  look  down  slyly  toward  where  I 
sat,  and  then  turn  with  a  titter  to  handsome  Mr.  Bob 
Lowme,  who  had  such  beautiful  whiskers  meeting  under  his 
chin.  But  perhaps  she  was  not  thinking  of  me,  after  all; 
for  our  pew  was  near  the  pulpit,  and  there  was  almost 
always  something  funny  about  old  Mr.  Crewe.  His  brown 
wig  was  hardly  ever  put  on  quite  right,  and  he  had  a  way 
of  raising  his  voice  for  three  or  four  words,  and  lowering 
it  again  to  a  mumble,  so  that  we  could  scarcely  make  out 
a  word  he  said;  though,  as  my  mother  observed,  that  was 
of  no  consequence  in  the  prayers,  since  every  one  had  a 
prayer-book;  and  as  for  the  sermon,  she  continued  with 
some  causticity,  we  all  of  us  heard  more  of  it  than  we 
could  remember  when  we  got  home. 

This  youthful  generation  was  not  particularly  literary. 
The  young  ladies  who  frizzed  their  hair,  and  gathered  it 
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all  into  large  barricades  in  front  of  their  heads,  leaving 
their  occipital  region  exposed  without  ornament,  as  if  that, 
being  a  back  view,  was  of  no  consequence,  dreamed  as 
little  that  their  daughters  would  read  a  selection  of  German 
poetry,  and  be  able  to  express  an  admiration  for  Schiller,  as 
that  they  would  turn  all  their  hair  the  other  way— that 
instead  of  threatening  us  with  barricades  in  front,  they 
would  be  most  killing  in  retreat, 

"  And,  like  the  Partliian,  wound  us  as  they  fly." 

Those  charming  well-frizzed  ladies  spoke  French  indeed 
with  considerable  facility,  unshackled  by  any  timid  regard 
to  idiom,  and  were  in  the  habit  of  conducting  conversa- 
tions in  that  language  in  the  presence  of  their  less 
instructed  elders;  for  according  to  the  standard  of  those 
backward  days,  their  education  had  been  very  lavish,  such 
young  ladies  as  Miss  Landor,  Miss  Phipps,  and  the  Miss 
Pittmans,  having  been  ^'finished"  at  distant  and  expen- 
sive schools. 

Old  lawyer  Pittman  had  once  been  a  very  important 
person  indeed,  having  in  his  earlier  days  managed  the 
affairs  of  several  gentlemen  in  those  parts,  who  had  subse- 
quently been  obliged  to  sell  everything  and  leave  the  country, 
in  which  crisis  Mr.  Pittman  accommodatingly  stepped 
in  as  a  purchaser  of  their  estates,  taking  on  himself  the 
risk  and  trouble  of  a  more  leisurely  sale;  which,  however, 
happened  to  turn  out  very  much  to  his  advantage.  Suc"h 
opportunities  occur  quite  unexpectedly  in  the  way  of  busi- 
ness. But  I  think  Mr.  Pittman  must  have  been  unlucky 
in  his  later  speculations,  for  now,  in  his  old  age,  he  had 
not  the  reputation  of  being  very  rich;  and  though  he  rode 
slowly  to  his  office  in  Milby  every  morning  on  an  old  white 
hackney,  he  Tiad  to  resign  the  chief  profits,  as  well  as  the 
active  business  of  the  firm,  to  his  younger  partner, 
.  Dempster.  No  one  in  Milby  considered  old  Pittman  a 
virtuous  man,  and  the  elder  townspeople  Avere  not  at  all 
backward  in  narrating  the  least  advantageous  portions 
of  his  biography  in  a  very  round  unvarnished  manner. 
Yet  I  could  never  observe  that  they  trusted  him  any  the 
less,  or  liked  him  any  the  worse.  Indeed,  Pittman  and 
Dempster  were  the  popular  lawyers  of  Milby  and  its  neigh- 
borhood, and  Mr.  Benjamin  Landor,  whom  no  one  had 
anything  particular  to  say  against,  had  a  very  meagre  busi- 
ness in  comparison.  Hardly  a  landholder,  hardly  a  farmer, 
hardly  a  parish  within  ten  miles  of  Milby,  whose  affairs 


JANET^S   REPENTANCE.  463 

were  not  under  the  legal  guardianship  of  Pittman  and 
Dempster;  and  I  think  the  clients  were  proud  of  their 
lawyers'  unscrupulousness,  as  the  patrons  of  the  fancy  are 
proud  of  their  champion^s  "condition/^  It  was  not,  to  be 
sure,  the  thing  for  ordinary  life,  but  it  was  the  thing  to 
be.  bet  on  in  a  lawyer.  Dempster^s  talent  in  "bringing 
through  "  a  client  was  a  very  common  topic  of  conversa- 
tion with  the  farmers,  over  an  incidental  glass  of  grog  at 
the  Eed  Lion.  "He's  a  long-headed  feller,  Dempster; 
why,  it  shows  yer  what  a  headpiece  Dempster  has,  as  he 
can  drink  a  bottle  o'  brandy  at  a  sittin',  an'  yit  see  further 
through  a  stone  wall  when  he's  done,  than  other  folks  '11 
see  through  a  glass  winder."  Even  Mr.  Jerome,  chief 
member  of  the  congregation  at  Salem  Chapel,  an  elderly 
man  of  very  strict  life,  was  one  of  Dempster's  clients,  and 
had  quite  an  exceptional  indulgence  lor  his  attorney's 
foibles,  perhaps  attributing  them  to  the  inevitable  incom- 
patibility of  law  and  gospel. 

The  standard  of  morality  at  Milby,  you  perceive,  was 
not  inconveniently  high  in  those  good  old  times,  and  an 
ingenuous  vice  or  two  was  what  every  man  expected  of  his 
neighbor.  Old  Mr.  Crewe,  the  curate,  for  example,  was 
allowod  to  enjoy  his  averice  in  comfort,  without  fear  of 
sarcastic  parish  demagogues;  and  his  flock  liked  him  all 
the  better  for  having  scraped  together  a  large  fortune  out 
of  his  school  and  curacy,  and  the  proceeds  of  the  three 
thousand  pounds  he  had  with  his  little  deaf  wife.  It  was 
clear  he  must  be  a  learned  man,  for  he  had  once  had  a 
large  private  school  in  connection  with  the  grammar- 
school,  and  had  even  numbered  a  young  nobleman  or  two 
among  his  pupils.  The  fact  that  he  read  nothing  at  all 
now,  and  that  his  mind  seemed  absorbed  in  the  commonest 
matters,  was  doubtless  due  to  his  having  .exhausted  the 
resources  of  erudition  earlier  in  life.  It  is  true  he  was 
not  spoken  of  in  terms  of  high  respect,  and  old  Crewe's 
stingy  housekeeping  was  a  frequent  subject  of  jesting;  but 
this  was  a  good  old-fashioned  characteristic  m  a  parson 
who  had  been  part  of  Milby  life  for  half  a  century:  it  was 
like  the  dents  and  disfigurements  in  an  old  family  tankard, 
which  no  one  would  like  to  part  with  for  a  smart  new  piece 
of  plate  fresh  from  Birmingham.  The  parishioners  saw 
no  reason  at  all  why  it  should  be  desirable  to  venerate  the 
parson  or  anyone  else:  they  were  much  more  comfortable 
to  look  down  a  little  on  their  fellow-creatures. 

Even  the  Dissent  in  Milby  was  then  of  a  lax  and  indiffer- 
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ent  kind.  The  doctrine  of  adult  baptism,  struggling 
under  a  heavy  load  of  debt,  had  let  off  half  its  chapel  area 
as  a  ribbon-shop;  and  Methodism  was  only  to  be  detected, 
as  you  detect  curious  larvae,  by  diligent  search  in  dirty 
corners.  The  Independents  were  the  only  Dissenters  of 
whose  existence  Milby  gentility  was  at  all  conscious,  and 
it  had  a  vague  idea  that  the  salient  points  of  their  creed 
were  prayer  without  book,  red  brick,  and  hypocrisy.  The 
Independent  chapel,  known  as  Salem,  stood  red  and  con- 
spicuous in  a  broad  street;  more  than  one  pew-holder  kept 
a  brass-bound  gig;  and  Mr.  Jerome,  a  retired  corn-factor, 
and  the  most  eminent  member  of  the  congregation,  was 
one  of  the  richest  men  in  the  parish.  But  in  spite  of  this 
apparent  prosperity,  together  with  the  usual  amount  of 
extemporaneous  preaching  mitigated  by  furtive  notes, 
Salem  belied  its  name,  and  was  not  always  the  abode  of 
peace.  For  some  reason  or  other,  it  was  unfortunate  in 
the  choice  of  its  ministers.  The  Eev.  Mr.  Horner,  elected 
with  brilliant  hopes,  was  discovered  to  be  given  to  tippling 
and  quarrelling  with  his  wife;  the  Eev.  Mr.  Rose  s  doc- 
trine was  a  little  too  "  high,'*  verging  on  antinomianism; 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Stickney's  gift  as  a  preacher  was  found  to  be 
less  striking  on  a  more  extended  acquaintance;  and  the 
Eev.  Mr.  Smith,  a  distinguished  minister  much  sought 
after  in  the  iron  districts,  with  a  talent  for  poetry,  became 
objectionable  from  an  inclination  to  exchange  verses  with 
the  young  ladies  of  his  congregation.  It  was  reasonably- 
argued  that  such  verses  as  Mr.  Smith's  must  take  a  long 
time  for  their  composition,  and  the  habit  alluded  to  might 
intrench  seriously  on  his  pastoral  duties.  These  reverend 
gentlemen,  one  and  all,  gave  it  as  their  opinion  that  the 
Salem  church  members  were  among  the  least  enlightened 
of  the  Lord's -people,  and  that  Milby  was  a  low  place, 
where  they  would  have  found  it  a  severe  lot  to  have  their 
lines  fall  lor  any  long  period;  though  to  see  the  smart  and 
crowded  congregation  assembled  on  occasion  of  the  annual 
charity  sermon,  anv  one  might  have  supposed  that  the 
minister  of  Salem  had  rather  a  brilliant  position  in  the 
ranks  of  Dissent.  Several  Church  families  used  to  attend 
on  that  occasion,  for  Milby,. in  those  uninstructed  days, 
had  not  yet  heard  that  the  schismatic  ministers  of  Salem 
were  obviously  typified  by  Korah,  Dathan,  and  Abiram; 
and  many  Church  people  there  were  of  opinion  that  Dis- 
sent might  be  a  weakness,  but,  after  all,  had  no  great  harm 
in  it.     These  lax  Episcopalians  were,  I  believe,  chiefly 
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tradespeople,  who  held  that,  inasmuch  as  Congregation- 
alism consumed  candles,  it  ought  to  be  supported,  and 
accordingly  made  a  point  of  presenting  themselves  at 
Salem  for  the  afternoon  charity  sermon,  with  the  expecta- 
tion^ of  being  asked  to  hold  a  plate.  Mr.  Pilgrim,  too, 
was  always  there  with  his  half-sovereign;  for,  as  there  was 
no  Dissenting  doctor  in  Milby,  Mr.  Klgrim  looked  with 
great  tolerance  on  all  shades  of  religious  opinion  that  did 
not  include  a  belief  in  cures  by  miracle. 

On  this  point  he  had  the  concurrence  of  Mr.  Pratt,  the 
only  other  medical  man  of  the  same  standing  in  Milby. 
Otherwise,  it  was  remarkable  how  strongly  these  two 
clever  men  were  contrasted.  Pratt  was  middle-sized, 
insinuating  and  silvery- voiced;  Pilgrim  was  tall,  heavy, 
rough-mannered  and  spluttering.  Both  were  considered 
to  have  great  powers  of  conversation,  but  Pratt's  anecdotes 
were  of  the  fine  old  crusted  quality  to  be  procured  only  of 
Joe  Miller;  Pilgrim's  had  the  full  fruity  flavor  of  the  most 
recent  scandal.  Pratt  elegantly  referred  all  diseases  to 
debility,  and,  with  a  proper  contempt  for  symptomatic 
treatment,  went  to  the  root  of  the  matter  witn  port-wine 
and  bark;  Pilgrim  was  persuaded  that  the  evil  principle  in 
the  human  system  was  plethora,  and  he  made  war  against 
it  with  cupping,  blistering  and  cathartics.  They  had  both 
been  Jong  established  in  Milby,  and  as  each  had  a  sufficient 
practice,  there  was  no  very  malignant  rivalry  between 
them;  on  the  contrary,  they  had  that  sort  of  friendly  con- 
tempt for  each  other  which  is  always  conducive  to  a  good 
understanding  between  professional  men;  and  when  any 
new  surgeon  attempted,  in  an  ill-advised  hour,  to  settle 
himself  in  the  town,  it  was  strikingly  demonstrated  how 
slight  and  trivial  are  theoretic  differences  compared  with 
the  broad  basis  of  common  human  feeling.  There  was  the 
most  perfect  unanimity  between  Pratt  and  Pilgrim  in  the 
determination  to  drive  away  the  obnoxious  and  too  probably 
unqualified  intruder  as  soon  as  possible.  Whether  the  first 
wonderful  cure  he  effected  was  on  a  patient  of  Pratt's  or  of 
Pilgrim's,  one  was  as  ready  as  the  other  to  pull  the  inter- 
loper by  the  nose,  and  both  alike  directed  their  remarkable 
powers  of  conversation  toward  making  the  town  too  hot 
for  him.  But  by  their  respective  patients  these  two  dis- 
tinguished men  were  pitted  against  each  other  with  great 
virulence.  Mrs.  Lowme  could  not  conceal  her  amazement 
that  Mrs.  Phipps  should  trust  her  life  in  the  hands  of  Pratt, 
who  let  her  feed  herself  up  to  that  degree,  it  was  really 
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shocking  to  hear  how  short  her  breath  was;  and  Mrs.  Phipps 
had  no  patience  with  Mrs.  Lowme,  living,  as  she  did,  on 
tea  and  broth,  and  looking  as  yellow  as  any  crow-flower, 
and  yet  letting  Pilgrim  bleed  and  blister  her  and  give  her 
lowering  medicine  till  her  clothes  hung  on  her  like  a  scare- 
crowds.  On  the  whole,  perhaps,  Mr.  Pilgrim's  reputation 
was  at  the  higher  pitch,  and  when  any  lady  under  Mr. 
Pratt's  care  was  doing  ill,  she  was  half  disposed  to  think 
that  a  little  more  "active  treatment^*  might  suit  her 
better.  But  without  very  definite  provocation  no  one 
would  take  so  serious  a  step  as  to  part  with  the  family 
doctor,  for  in  those  remote  days  there  were  few  varieties 
of  human  hatred  more  formidable  than  the  medical.  The 
doctor's  estimate,  even  of  a  confiding  patient,  was  apt  to 
rise  and  fall  with  the  entries  in  the  day-book;  and  I  have 
known  Mr.  Pilgrim  discover  the  most  unexpected  virtues 
in  a  patient  seized  with  a  promi^ng  illness.  At  such 
times  you  might  have  been  glad  to  perceive  that  there 
were  some  of  Mr.  Pilgrim's  fellow-creatures  of  whom  he 
entertained  a  high  opinion,  and  that  he  was  liable  to  the 
amiable  weakness  of  a  too  admiring  estimate.  A  good 
infiammation  fired  his  enthusiasm,  and  a  lingering  dropsy 
dissolved  him  into  charity.  Doubtless  this  crescendo  of 
benevolence  was  partly  due  to  feelings  not  at  all  repre- 
sented by  the  entries  in  the  day-book;  for  in  Mr.  Pilgrim's 
heart,  too,  there  was  a  latent  store  of  tenderness  and  pity 
which  flowed  forth  at  the  sight  of  suffering.  Gradually, 
however,  as  his  patients  became  convalescent,  his  view  of 
their  characters  became  more  dispassionate;  when  they 
could  relish  mutton-chops,  he  began  to  admit  that  they 
had  foibles,  and  by  the  time  they  had  swallowed  their  last 
dose  of  tonic,  he  was  alive  to  their  most  inexcusable  faults. 
After  this,  the  thermometer  of  his  regard  rested  at  the 
moderate  point  of  friendly  backbiting,  which  sufficed  to 
make  him  agreeable  in  his  morning  visits  to  the  amiable 
and  worthy  persons  who  were  yet  far  from  convalescent. 

Pratt's  patients  were  profoundly  uninteresting  to  Pil- 
grim: their  very  diseases  were  despicable,  and  he  would 
hardly  have  thought  their  bodies  worth  dissecting.  But 
of  all  Pratt's  patients,  Mr.  Jerome  was  the  one  on  whom 
Mr.  Pilgrim  heaped  the  most  unmitigated  contempt.  In 
spite  of  the  surgeon's  wise  tolerance.  Dissent  became 
odious  to  him  in  the  person  of  Mr.  Jerome.  Perhaps  it 
was  because  that  old  gentleman,  being  rich,  and  having 
very  large  yearly  bills  for  medical  attendance  on  himself 
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and  his  wife,  nevertheless  employed  Pratt  —  neglected  all 
the  advantages  of  ^^  active  treatment,"  and  paid  away  his 
money  without  getting  his  system  lowered.     On  any  other 

fro  and  it  is  hard  to  explain  a  feeling  of  hostility  to  Mr. 
erome,  who  was  an  excellent  old  gentleman,  expressing  a 
great  deal  of  goodwill  toward  his  neighbors,  not  only  in 
imperfect  English,  but  in  loans  of  money  to  the  ostensibly 
rich,  and  in  sacks  of  potatoes  to  the  obviously  poor. 

Assuredly  Milby  had  that  salt  of  goodness  which  keeps 
the  world  together,  in  greater  abundance  than  was  visible 
on  the  surface:  innocent  babes  were  born  there,  sweeten- 
ing their  parents'  hearts  with  simple  joys;  men  and  women 
withering  in  disappointed  worldliness,  or  bloated  with 
sensual  ease  had  better  moments  in  which  they  pressed  the 
hand  of  suffering  with  svmpathy,  and  were  moved  to  deeds  of 
neighborly  kindness.  In  church  and  in  chapel  there  were 
honest-hearted  worshippers  who  strove  to  keep  a  conscience 
void  of  offense;  and  even  up  the  dimmest  alleys  you  might 
have  found  here  and  there  a  Wesleyan  to  whom  Methodism 
was  the  vehicle  of  peace  on  earth  and  good  will  to  men. 
To  a  superficial  glance,  Milby  was  nothing  but  dreary 
prose:  a  dingy  town,  surrounded  by  flat  fields,  lopped 
elms,  and  sprawling  manufacturing  villages,  Which  crept 
on  and  on  with  their  weaving-shops,  till  they  threatened 
to  graft  themselves  on  the  town.  But  the  sweet  spring 
came  to  Milby  notwithstanding :  the  elm-tops  were 
red  with  buds;  the  churchyard  was  starred  with  dai- 
sies; the  lark  showered  his  love-music  on  the  flat  fields; 
the  rainbows  hung  over  the  dingy  town,  clothing  the  very 
roofs  and  chimneys  in  a  strange  transfiguring  beauty. 
And  so  it  was  with  the  human  life  there,  which  at  first 
seemed  a  dismal  mixture  of  griping  worldliness,  vanity, 
ostrich-feathers,  and  the  fumes  of  brandy:  looking  closer, 
you  found  some  purity,  gentleness,  and  unselfishness,  as 
you  may  have  observed  a  scented  geranium  giving  forth 
its  wholesome  odors  amidst  blasphemy  and  gin  in  a  noisy 
ot-house.  Little  deaf  Mrs.  Crewe  would  often  carry  half 
er  own  spare  dinner  to  the  sick  and  hungry;  Miss  Phipps, 
with  her  cockade  of  red  feathers,  had  a  filial  heart,  and 
lighted  her  father's  pipe  with  a  pleasant  smile;  and  there 
were  gray-haired  men  in  drab  gaiters,  not  at  all  noticeable 
as  you  passed  them  in  the  street,  whose  integrity  had  been 
the  basis  of  their  rich  nighbor's  wealth. 

Such  as  the  place  was,  the  people  were  entirely  con- 
tented with  it.    They  fancied  life  must  be  but  a  dull  affair 
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for  that  large  portion  of  mankind  who  were  necessarily  shut 
out  from  an  acquaintance  with  Milby  families,  and  that  it 
must  be  an  advantage  to  London  and  Liverpool  that  Milby 
gentlemen  occasionally  visited  those  places  on  business. 
But  the  inhabitants  became  more  intensely  conscious  of 
the  value  they  set  upon  all  their  advantages,  when  innova- 
tion made  its  appearance  in  the  person  of  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Tryan,  the  new  curate,  at  the  chapel-of-ease  on  Paddiford 
Common.  It  was  soon  notorious  in  Milby  that  Mr.  Tryan 
held  peculiar  opinions;  that  he  preached  extempore;  tliat 
he  was  founding  a  religious  lending  library  in  his  remote 
corner  of  the  parish;  that  he  expounded  the  Scriptures  in 
cottages;  and  that  his  preaching  was  attracting  the  Dis- 
senters, and  filling  the  very  aisles  of  his  church.  The 
rumor  sprang  up  that  Evangelicalism  had  invaded  Milby 
parish — a  murrain  or  blight  all  the  more  terrible,  because 
its  nature  was  but  dimly  conjectured.  Perhaps  Milby 
was  one  of  the  last  spots  to  be  reached  by  the  wave 
of  a  new  movement;  and  it  was  only  now,  when  the  tide 
was  just  on  the  turn,  that  the  limpets  there  got  a  sprink- 
ling. Mr.  Tryan  was  the  first  Evangelical  clergyman  who 
had  risen  above  the  Milby  horizon:  hitherto  that  obnoxious 
adjective  had  been  unknown  to  the  townspeople  of  any 
gentility;  and  there  were  even  manj  Dissenters  who  con- 
sidered "  evangelicaP^  simply  a  sort  of  baptismal  name  to 
the  magazine  which  circulated  among  the  congregation  of 
Salem  Chapel.  But  now,  at  length,  the  disease  had  been 
imported,  when  the  parishioners  were  expecting  it  as  little 
as  the  innocent  Red  Indians  expected  smallpox.  As  long 
as  Mr.  Tryari's  hearers  were  confined  to  Paddiford  Com- 
mon— which,  by  the  by,  was  hardly  recognizable  as  a"  com- 
mon at  all,  but  was  a  dismal  district  where  you  heard  -Ihe 
rattle  of  the  handloom,  and  breathed  the  smoke  of  coal- 
pits— the  *^ canting  parson'^  could  be  treated  as  a  joke. 
Not  so  when  a  number  of  single  ladies  in  the  town  appeared 
to  be  infected,  and  even  one  or  two  men  of  substantial 
property,  with  old  Mr.  Landor,  the  banker,  at  tlieir  head, 
seemed  to  be  "giving  in'^  to  the  new  movement — when 
Mr.  Tryan  was  known  to  be  well  received  in  several  good 
houses,  where  he  was  in  the  habit  of  finishing  the  evening 
with  exhortation  and  prayer.  Evangelicalism  was  no 
longer  a  nuisance  existing  merely  in  by-corners,  which 
any  well-clad  person  could  avoid;  it  was  invading  the  very 
drawing-rooms,  mingling  itself  with  the  comfortable  fumes 
of  port-wine  and  brandy,  threatening  to  deaden  with  its 
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murky  breath  all  the  splendor  of  the  ostrich-feathers,  and 
to  stifle  Milby  ingenuousness,  not  pretending  to  be  better 
than  its  neighbors,  with  a  cloud  of  cant  and  lugubrious 
hypocrisy.  The  alarm  reached  its  climax  when  it  was 
reported  that  Mr.  Tryan  was  endeavoring  to  obtain  author- 
ity from  Mr.  Prendergast,  the  non-resident  rector,  to 
establish  a  Sunday  evening  lecture  in  the  parish  church, 
on  the  ground  that  old  Mr.  Crewe  did  not  preach  the 
Gospel. 

It  now  first  appeared  how  surprisingly  high  a  value 
Milby  in  general  set  on  the  ministrations  of  Mr.  Crewe; 
how  convinced  it  was  that  Mr.  Crewe  was  the  model  of  a 
parish  priest,  and  his  sermons  the  soundest  and  most  edi- 
fying that  had  ever  remained  unheard  by  a  church-going 
population.  All  allusions  to  his  brown  wig  were  sup- 
pressed, and  by  a  rhetorical  figure  his  name  was  associated 
with  venerable  gray  hairs;  the  attempted  intrusion  of  Mr. 
Tryan  was  an  insult  to  a  man  deep  in  years  and  learning; 
moreover,  it  was  an  insolent  effort  to  thrust  himself  for- 
ward in  a  parish  where  he  was  clearly  distasteful  to  the 
superior  portion  of  its  inhabitants.  The  town  was  divided 
into  two  zealous  parties,  the  Tryanites  and  anti-Tryanites; 
and  by  the  exertions  of  the  eloquent  Dempster,  the  anti- 
Tryanite  virulence  was  soon  developed  into  an  organized 
opposition.  A  protest  against  the  meditated  evening  lec- 
ture was  framed  by  that  orthodox  attorney,  and,  after 
being  numerously  signed,  was  to  be  carried  to  Mr.  Pren- 
dergast by  three  delegates  representing  the  intellect, 
morality,  and  wealth  of  Milby.  The  intellect,  you  per- 
ceive, was  to  be  personified  in  Mr.  Dempster,  the  morality 
in  Mr.  Budd,  and  the  wealth  in  Mr.  Tomlinson;  and  the 
distinguished  triad  was  to  set  out  on  its  great  mission,  as 
we  have  seen,  on  the  third  day  from  that  warm  Saturday 
evening  when  the  conversation  recorded  in  the  previous 
chapter  took  place  in  the  bar  of  the  Red  Lyon. 


CHAPTER  III. 


It  was  quite  as  warm  on  the  following  Thursday  even- 
ing, when  Mr.  Dempster  and  his  colleagues  were  to  return 
from  their  mission  to  Elmstoke  Rectory;  but  it  was  much 
pleasanter  in  Mrs,  Linnet^s  parlor  than  in  the  be\,r  of  th^ 
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Red  Lion.  Tliro^gh  the  open  window  came  the  scent  of 
mignonette  and  honeysuckle;  the  grass-plot  in  front  of  the 
house  was  shaded  by  a  little  plantation  of  Gueldres  roses, 
syringas  and  laburnums;  the  noise  of  looms  and  carts  and 
unmelodious  voices  reached  the  ear  simply  as  an  agreeable 
murmur,  for  Mrs.  Linnet^s  house  was  situated  quite  on  the 
outskirts  of  Paddiford  Common;  and  the  only  sound 
likely  to  disturb  the  serenity  of  the  feminine  party  as- 
sembled there,  was  the  occasional  buzz  of  intrusive  wasps, 
apparently  mistaking  each  lady's  head  for  a  sugar-basin. 
No  sugar-basin  was  visible  in  Mrs.  Linnet's  parlor,  for  the 
time  of  tea  was  not  yet,  and  the  round  table  was  littered 
with  books  Avhich  the  ladies  were  covering  with  black  can- 
vas as  a  reinforcement  of  the  new  Paddiford  Lending 
Library.  Miss  Linnet,  whose  manascript  was  the  neatest 
type  of  zigzag,  was  seated  at  a  small  table  apart,  writing 
on  green  paper  tickets,  which  were  to  be  pasted  on  the 
covers.  Miss  Linnet  had  other  accomplishments  besides 
that  of  a  neat  manuscript,  and  an  index  to  some  of  them 
might  be  found  in  the  ornaments  of  the  room.  She  had 
always  combined  a  love  of  serious  and  poetical  reading 
with  her  skill  in  fancy-work,  and  the  neatly  bound  copies 
of  Dryden's  *^  Virgil,"  Hannah  More's  ^^  Sacred  Dramas,'* 
Falconer's  ^^  Shipwreck,"  Mason  **0n  Self -Knowledge, " 
'  *^*Rasselas,"  and  Burke  "On  the  Sublime  and  Beautiful," 
.,^hich  were  the  chief  ornaments  of  the  bookcase,  were  all 
inscribed  with  her  name,  and  had  been  bought  with  her 
pocket-money  when  she  was  in  her  teens.  It  must  have 
been  at  least  fifteen  years  since  the  latest  of  those  pur- 
chases, but  Miss  Linnet's  skill  in  fancy-work  appeared  to 
have  gone  through  more  numerous  phases  than  her  literary- 
taste;  for  the  japanned  boxes,  the  alum  and  sealing-wax 
baskets,  the  fan-dolls,  the  "  transferred  "  landscapes  on  the 
fire-screens,  and  the  recent  bouquets  of  wax-flowers, 
showed  a  disparity  in  freshness  which  made  them  refer- 
able to  widely  different  periods.  Wax-flowers  j)resuppose 
delicate  fingers  and  robust  patience,  but  there  are  still 
many  points  of  mind  and  person  which  they  leave  vague 
and  problematic;  so  I  must  tell  you  that  Miss  Linnet  had 
dark  ringlets,  a  sallow  complexion  and  an  amiable  disposi- 
tion. As  to  her  features,  there  was  not  much  to  criticise 
in  them,  for  she  had  little  nose,  less  lip,  and  no  eyebrow; 
and  as  to  her  intellect,  her  friend,  Mrs.  JPettif er,  often  said: 
^'  She  didn't  know  of  a  more  sensible  person  to  talk  to 
than  Mary  Linnet.     Ther^  was  no  one  sho  lik^d  better  tQ 


come  and  take  a  quiet  cup  of  tea  with  her,  and  read  a  little  of 
Klopstock^s  *  Messiah/  Mary  Linnet  had  often  told  her 
%  great  deal  of  lier  mind  when  they  were  sitting  together: 
she  said  there  were  many  tilings  to  bear  in  every  condition 
of  life,  and  nothing  should  induce  her  to  marrv  without  a 

E respect  of  happiness.  Once,  when  Mrs.  Pettiier  admired 
er  wax-flowers,  she  said,  ^  Ah,  Mrs.  Pettif er,  think  of  the 
beauties  of  nature!'  She  always  spoke  very  prettily,  did 
Mary  Linnet;  very  different  indeed,  from  Rebecca.'^ 

Miss  Rebecca  Linnet,  indeed,  was  not  a  general  favorite. 
While  most  people  thought  it  a  pity  that  a  sensible 
woman  like  Mary  had  not  found  a  good  husband — and 
even  her  female  friends  said  nothing  more  ill-natured  of 
her,  than  that  her  face  was  like  a  piece  of  putty  with  two 
Scotch  pebbles  stuck  in  it — Rebecca  was  always  spoken  of 
sarcastically,  and  it  was  a  customary  kind  of  banter  with 
young  ladies  to  recommend  her  as  a  wife  to  any  gentleman 
they  happened  to  be  flirting  with — her  fat,  her  finery,  and 
her  thick  ankles  sufficing  to  give  piquancy  to  the  joke, 
notwithstanding  the  absence  of  novelty.  Miss  Rebecca, 
however,  possessed  the  accomplishment  of  music,  and  her 
singing  of  **0h  no,  we  never  mention  her,''  and  ^^The 
Soldier's  Tear,"  was  so  desirable  an  accession  to  the 
pleasures  of  a  tea-party  that  no  one  cared  to  offend  her, 
especially  as  Rebecca  had  a  high  spirit  of  her  own,  and  in 
spite  of  Jier  expansively  rounded  contour,  had  a  partic- 
ularly sharp  tongue.  Her  reading  had  been  more  exten- 
sive than  her  sister's,  embracing  most  of  the  fiction  of  Mr. 
Procter's  circulating  library;  and  nothing  but  an  acquaint- 
ance with  the  course  of  her  studies  could  afford  a  clue  to 
the  rapid  transitions  in  her  dress,  which  were  suggested  by 
the  style  of  beauty,  whether  sentimental,  sprightly,  or 
severe,  possessed  by  the  heroine  of  the  three  volumes 
actually  in  perusal.  A  piece  of  lace,  which  drooped  round 
the  edge  of  her  white  bonnet  one  week,  had  been  rejected 
by  the  next;  and  her  cheeks,  which,  on  Whitsunday, 
loomed  through  a  Turnerian  haze  of  network,  were,  on 
Trinity  Sunday,  seen  reposing  in  distinct  red  outline  on 
her  shelving  bust,  like  the  sun  on  a  fog-bank.  The  black 
velvet,  meeting  with  a  crystal  clasp,  which  one  evening 
encircled  her  head,  had  on  another  descended  to  her  neck, 
and  on  *a  third  to  her  wrist,  suggesting  to  an  active  imagin- 
ation either  a  magical  contraction  of  the  ornament,  or  a 
fearful  ratio  of  expansion  in  Miss  Rebecca's  person.  With 
this  constant  application  of  art  to  dress,  she  could  have 
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had  little  time  for  fancy-work,  even  if  she  had  not  been 
destitute  of  her  sister's  taste  for  that  delightful  and  truly 
feminine  occupation.  And  here,  at  least,  you  perceive  the 
justice  of  the  Milby  opinion  as  to  the  relative  suitability  of 
the  two  Miss  Linnets  for  matrimony.  When  a  man  is 
happy  enough  to  win  the  affections  of  a  sweet  girl,  who 
can  soothe  his  cares  with  crochet,  and  respond  to  all  his 
most  cherished  ideas  with  beaded  urn-rugs  and  chair- 
covers  in  German  wool,  he  has,  at  least,  a  guarantee  of 
domestic  comfort,  whatever  trials  may  await  him  out  of 
doors.  What  a  resource  it  is  under  fatigue  and  irritation 
to  have  your  drawing-room  well  supplied  with  small  mats, 
which  would  alwavs  be  ready  if  you  even  wanted  to  set  any- 
thing on  them!  And  what  styptic  for  a  bleeding  heart  can 
equal  copious  squares  of  crochet,  which  are  useful  for 
slipping  down  the  moment  you  touch  them?  How  our 
fathers  managed  without  crochet  is  the  wonder;  but  I 
believe  some  small  and  feeble  substitute  existed  in  their 
time  under  the  name  of  "  tatting.'*  Eebecca  Linnet,  how- 
ever, had  neglected  tatting  as  well  as  other  forms  of  fancy- 
work.  At  school,  to  be  sure,  she  had  spent  a  great  deal 
of  time  in  acquiring  flower-painting,  according  to  the 
ingenious  method  then  fashionable,  of  applying  the  shapes 
of  leaves  and  flowers  cut  out  in  cardboard,  and  scrubbing  a 
brush  over  the  surface  thus  conveniently  marked  out;  but 
even  the  spill-cases  and  hand-screens  which  werQ  her  last 
half-year's  performances  in  that  way  were  not  considered 
eminently  successful,  and  had  long  been  conisgned  to  the 
retirement  of  the  best  bedroom.  Thus  there  was  a  good 
deal  of  family  unlikeness  between  Eebecca  and  her  sister, 
and  I  am  afraid  there  was  also  a  little  family  dislike;  but 
Mary's  disapproval  had  usually  been  kept  imprisoned 
behind  her  thin  lips,  for  Rebecca  was  not  only  of  a  head- 
strong disposition,  but  was  her  mother's  pet;  the  old  lady 
being  herself  stout,  ^and  preferring  a  more  showy  style  of 
cap  than  she  could  prevail  on  her  daughter  Mary  to  make 
up  for  her. 

But  I  have  been  describing  Miss  Rebecca  as  she  was  in 
former  days  only,  for  her  appearance  this  evening,  as  she 
sits  pasting  on  the  green  tickets,  is  in  striking  contrast 
with  what  it  was  three  or  four  months  ago.  Her  plain 
gray  gingham  dress  and  plain  white  collar  could  never 
have  belonged  to  her  wardrobe  before  that  date;  and 
though  she  is  not  reduced  in  size,  and  her  brown  hair  will 
do  nothing  but  hang  in  crisp  ringlets  down  her  large 
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cheeks,  there  is  a  change  in  her  air  and  expression  which 
seems  to  shed  a  softened  light  over  her  person,  and  make 
her  look  like  a  peony  in  the  shade,  instead  of  the  same 
flower  flaunting  in  a  parterre  in  the  hot  sunlight. 

No  one  could  deny  that  Evangelicalism  had  wrought  a 
change  for  the  better  in  Rebecca  Linnet's  person  —  not 
even  Miss  Pratt,  the  thin  stiff  lady  in  spectacles,  seated 
opposite  to  her,  who  always  had  a  peculiar  repulsion  for 
^^ females  with  a  gross  habit  of  body."  Miss  Pratt  was 
an  old  maid;  but  that  is  a  no  more,  definite  description 
than  if  I  had  said  she  was  in  the  autumn  of  life.  Was  it 
autumn  when  the  orchards  are  fragrant  with  apples,  or 
autumn  when  the  oaks  are  brown,  or  autumn  when  the 
last  yellow  leaves  are  fluttering  in  the  chill  breeze?  The 
young  ladies  in  Milby  would  have  told  you  that  the  Miss 
Linnets  were  old  maids;  but  the  Miss  Linnets  were  to 
Miss  Pratt  what  the  apple-scented  September  is  to  the 
bare,  nipping  days  of  late  November.  The  Miss  Linnets 
were  in  that  temperate  zone  of  old-maidism,  when  a 
woman  will  not  say  but  that  if  a  man  of  suitable  years 
and  character  were  to  offfer  himself,  she  might  be  induced 
to  tread  the  remainder  of  life's  vale  in  company  with  him; 
Miss  Pratt  was  in  that  arctic  region  where  a  woman  is 
confident  that  at  no  time  of  life  would  she  have  consented 
to  give  up  her  liberty,  and  that  she  has  never  seen  th^ 
man  whom  she  would  engage  to  honor  and  obey.  If  the 
Miss  Linnets  were  old  maids,  they  were  old  maids  with 
natural  ringlets  and  embonpoint,  not  to  say  obesity;  Miss 
Pratt  was  an  old  maid  with  a  cap,  a  braided  *^  front,"  a 
Tbackbone  and  appendages.  Miss  Pratt  was  the  one  blue- 
stocking of  Milby,  possessing,  she  said,  no  less  than  five 
hundred  volumes,  competent,  as  her  brother  the  doctor 
often  observed,  to  conduct  a  conversation  on  any  topic 
whatever,  and  occasionally  dabbling  a  little  in  authorship, 
though  it  was  understood  that  she  had  never  put  forth  the 
full  powers  of  her  mind  in  print.  Her  ^'  Letters  to  a 
Young  Man  on  his  Entrance  into  Life,"  and  ^^De  Courcy, 
or  the  Bash  Promise,  a  Tale  for  Youth,"  were  mere  trifles 
which  she  had  been  induced  to  publish  because  they  were 
calculated  for  popular  utility,  but  they  were  nothing  to 
what  she  had  for  years  had  by  her  in  manuscript.  Her 
latest  production  had  been  Six  Stanzas,  addressed  to  the 
Eev.  Edgar  Trjran,  printed  on  glazed  paper  with  a  neat 
border,  and  beginning,  "Forward,  young  wrestler  for  th^ 
truth!'' 
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Miss  Pratt  having  kept  her  brother  s  house  daring  his 
long  widowerhood,  his  daughter.  Miss  Eliza,  had  had  the 
advantage  of  being  educated  by  her  aunt,  and  thus  of 
imbibing  a  very  strong  antipathy  to  all  that  remarkable 
woman's  tastes  and  opinions.  The  silent,  handsome  girl  of 
of  two-and-twenty  who  is  covering  the  "  Memoirs  of  Felix 
Xeff,'*  is  Miss  Eliza  Pratt;  and  the  small,  elderly  lady  in 
dowdy  clothing,  who  is  also  working  diligently,  is  Mrs. 
Pettifer,  a  superior-minded  widow,  much  valued  in  Milby, 
being  such  a  very  respectable  person  to  have  in  the  house 
in  case  of  illness,  and  of  quite  too  good  a  family  to  receive 
any  money  payment — ^you  could  always  send  her  garden 
stuff  that  would  make  her  ample  amends.  Miss  Pratt  has 
enough  to  do  in  commenting  on  the  heap  of  volumes 
before  her,  feeling  it  a  responsibility  entailed  on  her  by 
her  great  powers  of  mind  to  leave  nothing  without  the 
advantage  of  her  opinion.  Whatever  was  good  must  be 
sprinkl^  with  the  chrism  of  her  approval;  whatever  was 
evil  must  be  blighted  by  her  condemnation. 

**  Upon  my  word,"  she  said,  in  a  deliberate,  high  voice, 
as  if  she  were  dictating  to  an  amauuensis,  ^'it  is  a  most 
admirable  selection  of  works  for  popular  reading,  this  that 
our  excellent  Mr.  Tryan  has  made.  I  do  not  know 
whether,  i£  the  task  had  been  confided  to  me,  I  could  have 
made  a  selection  combining  in  a  higher  degree  religions 
instruction  and  edification,  with  a  due  admixture  of  the 
purer  species  of  amusement.  This  story  of  ^Father 
Clement'  is  a  library  in  itself  on  the  errors  of  Komanism. 
I  have  ever  considered  fiction  a  suitable  form  for  convey^ 
ing  moral  and  religious  instruction,  as  I  have  shown  in  my 
little  work  '  De  Courcy,'  which,  as  a  very  clever  writer  in 
the  ^  Crompton  Argus '  said  at  the  time  of  its  appearance, 
is  the  light  vehicle  of  a  weighty  moral.'' 

"One  'ud  think,"  said  Mrs.  Linnet,  who  also  had*  her 
spectacles  on,  but  chiefly  for  the  purpose  of  seeing  what 
the  others  were  doing,  "  there  didn't  want  much  to  drive 
people  away  from  a  religion  as  makes  'em  walk  barefoot 
over  stone  flpors,  like  that  girl  in  ^Father  Clement' — 
sending  the  blood  up  to  the  head  frightful.  Anybody 
might  see  that  was  an  unnat'ral  creed." 

"  Yes,"  said  Miss  Pratt,  "but  asceticism  is  not  the  root 
of  the  error,  as  Mr.  Tryan  was  telling  us  the  other  evening — 
it  is  the  denial  of  the  great  doctrine  of  justification  by  faith. 
Much  as  I  had  reflected  on  all  subjects  in  the  course  of  my 
life,  I  am  indebted  to  Mr.  Tryan  for  opening  my  eyes  to  the 
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full  importance  of  that  cardinal  doctrine  of  the  Reforma- 
tion. From  a  child  I  had  a  deep  sense  of  religion,  but  in 
my  early  days  the  Gospel  light  was  obscured  in  the  English 
Church,  notwithstanding  the  possession  of  our  incompara- 
ble Liturgy,  than  which  I  know  no  human  composition 
more  faultless  and  sublime.  As  I  tell  Eliza,  I  was  not 
blessed  as  she  is  at  the  age  of  two-and-twenty,  in  knowing 
a  clergyman  who  unites  all  that  is  great  and  admirable  in 
intellect  with  the  highest  spiritual  gifts.  I  am  no  con- 
temptible judffe  of  a  man's  acquirements,  and  I  assure  you 
I  have  tested  Mr.  Tryan's  by  questions  which  are  a  pretty 
severe  touchstone.  It  is  true,  I  sometimes  carry  him  a  little 
beyond  the  depth  of  other  listeners.  Profound  learning, '' 
continued  Miss  Pratt,  shutting  her  spectacles,  and  tapping 
them  on  the  book  before  her,  ^'has  not  many  to  estimate 
it  in  Milby.^' 

'^Miss  Pratt,''  said  Kebecca,  "will  you  please  give  me 
'  Scott's  Force  of  Truth '  ?  There — ^that  small  book  lying 
against  the  *Life  of  Legh  Richmond.'" 

"  That's  a  book  I'm  very  fond  of— the  *  Life  of  Legh 
Richmond,'"  said  Mrs.  Linnet.  "He  found  out  all  about 
that  woman  at  Tutbury  as  pretended  to  live  without  eating. 
Stuff  and  nonsense!" 

Mrs.  Linnet  had  become  a  reader  of  religious  books 
since  Mr.  Tryan's  advent,  and  as  she  was  in  the  habit  of 
confining  her  perusal  to  the  purely  secular' portions,  which 
bore  a  very  small  proportion  to  the  whole,  she  could  make 
rapid  progress  through  a  large  number  of  volumes.  On 
taking  up  the  biography  of  a  celebrated  preacher,  she 
immediately  turned  to  the  end  to  see  what  disease  he  died 
of;  and  if  his  legs  swelled,  as  her  own  occasionally  did, 
she  felt  a  stronger  interest  in  ascertaining  any  earlier  facts 
in  the  history  of  the  dropsical  divine — whether  he  had 
ever  fallen  off  a  stage-coach,  whether  he  had  married  more 
than  one  wife,  and,  in  general,  any  adventures  or  repartees 
recorded  of  him  previous  to  the  epoch  of  his  conversion. 
She  then  glanced  over  the  letters  and  diary,  and  wherever 
there  was  a  predominance  of  Zion,  the  River  of  Life,  and 
•  notes  of  exclamation,  she  turned  over  to  the  next  page; 
but  in  any  passage  in  which  she  saw  such  promising 
nouns  as  "small-pox,"  "pony,"  or  "boots  and  shoes," at 
once  arrested  her. 

"It  is  half -past  six,  now,"  said  Miss  Linnet,  looking  at 
her  watch  as  the  servant  appeared  with  the  tea-tray.  "I 
suppose  the  delegates  are  come  back  by  this  time.    If  Mr, 
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Tryan  had  not  so  kindly  promised  to  call  and  let  us  know, 
I  should  hardly  rest  without  walking  to  Milby  myself  to 
know  what  answer  they  have  brought  back.  It  is  a  great 
privilege  for  us,  Mr.  Tryan  living  at  Mrs.  Wagstaff%  for 
he  is  often  able  to  take  us  on  his  way  backward  and  for- 
ward into  the  town.^^ 

*^I  wonder  if  there^s  another  man  in  the  world  who  has 
been  brought  up  as  Mr.  Tryan  has,  that  would  choose  to 
live  in  those  small  close  rooms  on  the  common,  among 
heaps  of  dirty  cottages,  for  the  sake  of  being  near  the 
poor  people,^' said  Mrs.  Pettifer.  ^^Fm  afraid  he  hurts 
his  health  by  it;  he  looks  to  me  far  from  strong.^', 

^'  Ah,^'  said  Miss  Pratt,  ^'  I  undei*stand  he  is  of  a  highly 
respectable  family  indeed,  in  Huntingdonshire.  I  heard 
him  myself  speak  of  his  father^s  carriage — quite  inci- 
dentally, you  know — and  Eliza  tells  me  what  very  fine 
cambric  handkerchiefs  he  uses.  My  eyes  are  not  good 
enough  to  see  such  things,  but  I  know  what  breeding  is  as 
well  as  most  people,  and  it  is  easy  to  see  that  Mr.  Tryan  is 
quite  comme  ilfaw,  to  use  a  French  expression." 

**  I  should  like  to  tell  him  better  nor  use  fine  cambric  i' 
this  place,  where  there^s  such  washing,  it^s  a  shame  to  be 
seen,"  said  Mrs.  Linnet;  "he'll  get  'em  tore  to  pieces. 
Good  lawn  'ud  be  far  better.  I  saw  what  a  color  his  linen 
looked  at  the  sacrament  last  Sunday.  Mary's  making  him 
a  black  silk  case  to  hold  his  bands,  but  I  told  her  she'd 
more  need  wash  'em  for  him." 

"0  mother!"  said  Rebecca,  with  a  solemn  severity, 
"pray  don't  think  of  pocket-handkerchiefs  and  linen, 
when  we  are  talking  of  such  a  man.  And  at  this  moment, 
too,  when  he  is  perhaps  having  to  bear  a  heavy  blow. 
We  don't  know  but  wickedness  may  have  triumphed,  and 
Mr.  Prendergast  may  have  consented  to  forbid  the  lecture. 
There  have  been  dispensations  quite  as  mysterious,  and 
Satan  is  evidently  putting  forth  all  his  strength  to  resist 
the  entrance  of  the  Gospel  into  Milby  Church." 

"You  niver  spoke  a  truer  word  than  that,  my  dear," 
said  Mrs.  Linnet,  who  accepted  all  religious  phrases,  but 
was  extremely  rationalistic  in  her  interpretation;  "for  if  . 
iver  Old  Harry  appeared  in  a  human  form,  it's  that 
Dempster.  It  was  all  through  him  as  we  got  cheated  out 
o'  Pye's  Croft,  making  out  as  the  title  wasn't  good.  Such 
lawyer's  villany!  As  if  paying  good  money  wasn't  title 
enough  to  anything.     If  your  fatner  as  is  dead  and  gone 
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had  been  worthy  to  know  it!  But  he'll  have  a  fall  some 
day,  Dempster  will.     Mark  my  words/* 

*^  Ah,  out  of  his  carriage,  you  mean,**  said  Miss  Pratt, 
who,  in  the  movement  occasioned  by  the  clearing  of  the 
table,  had  lost  the  first  part  of  Mrs.  Linnet's  speech. 
^*  It  certainly  is  alarming  to  see  him  driving  home  from 
Rotherby,  flogging  his  galloping  horse  like  a  madman. 
My  brother  has  often  said  he  expected  every  Thursday 
evening  to  be  called  in  to  set  some  of  Dempster's  bones; 
but  I  suppose  he  may  drop  that  expectation  now,  for  we 
are  given  to  understand  from  good  authority  that  he  has 
forbidden  his  wife  to  call  my  brother  in  again  either  to 
herself  or  her  mother.  He  swears  no  Tryanite  doctor 
shall  attend  his  family.  I  have  reason  to  believe  that 
Pilgrim  was  called  in  to  Mrs.  Dempster's  mother  the  other 
day." 

"Poor  Mrs.  Eaynor!  she*s  glad  to  do  anything  for  the 
sake  of  peace  and  quietness,''  said  Mrs.  Pettifer;  "but  it's 
no  trifle  at  her  time  of  life  to  part  with  a  doctor  who 
knows  her  constitution." 

"What  trouble  that  poor  woman  has  to  bear  in  her  old 
age!"  said  Mary  Linnet,  "to  see  her  daughter  leading 
such  a  life! — an  only  daughter,  too,  that  she  doats  on." 

"'  Yes,  indeed,"  said  Miss  Pratt.  "  We,  of  course,  know 
more  about  it  than  most  people,  my  brother  having  attended 
the  family  so  many  years.  For  my  part,  I  never  thouglit 
well  of  the  marriage;  and  I  endeavored  to  dissuade  my 
brother  when  Mrs.  Raynor  asked  him  to  give  Janet  away 
at  the  wedding.  ^If  you  will  take  my  advice,  Richard,'  1 
said,  ^you  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  that  marriage.' 
And  he  has  seen  the  jjustice  of  my  opinion  since.  Mrs. 
Raynor  herself  was  agamst  the  connection  at  first;  but  she 
always  spoiled  Janet;  and  I  fear,  too,  she  was  won  over  by 
a  foolish  pride  in  having  her  daughter  marry  a  professional 
man.  I  fear  it  was  so.  No  one  but  myself,  I  think,  fore- 
saw the  extent  of  the  evil." 

"Well," said  Mrs.  Pettifer,  "Janet  had  nothing  to  look 
to  but  being  a  governess;  and  it  was  hard  for  Mrs.  Raynor 
to  have  to  work  at  millinery — a  woman  well  brought  up, 
and  her  husband  a  man  who  held  his  head  as  higli  as  any 
man  in  Thurston.  And  it  isn't  everybody  that  sees  every- 
thing fifteen  years  beforehand.  Robert  Dempster  was  the 
cleverest  man  in  Milby;  and  there  weren't  many  young 
men  fit  to  talk  to  Janet." 

"  It  is  a  thousand  pities,"  said  Miss  Pratt,  choosing  to 
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ignore  Mrs.  Petfcifer^s  slight  sarcasm,  ^^for  I  certainly  did 
consider  Janet  Raynor  the  most  promising  young  woman  of 
my  acquaintance — a  little  too  much. lift©!  up,  perhaps,  by 
her  superior  education,  and  too  much  given  to  satire,  but 
able  to  express  herself  very  well  indeed  about  any  book  I 
recommended  to  her  perusal.  There  is  no  young  woman  in 
Milby  now  who  can  be  compared  with  what  Janet  was 
when  she  was  married,  either  in  mind  or  person.  I  con- 
sider Miss  Landor  far,  far  below  her.  Indeed,  I  cannot 
say  much  for  the  mental  superiority  of  the  young  ladies 
in  our  first  families.     They  are  superficial — very  super- 

^^  She  made  the  handsomest  bride  that  ever  came  out  of 
Milby  church,  too,"  said  Mrs.  Pettifer.  *^Such  a  very 
fine  figure!  and  it  showed  off  her  white  poplin  so  well. 
And  what  a  pretty  smile  Janet  always  had!  Poor  thing, 
she '  keeps  that  now  for  all  her  old  friends.  I  never  see 
her  but  she  has  something  pretty  to  say  to  me — ^living  in 
the  same  street,  you  know,  I  can^t  help  seeing  her  often, 
though  Fve  never  been  to  the  house  since  Dempster  broke 
out  on  me  in  one  of  his  drunken  fits.  She  comes  to  me 
sometimes,  poor  thing,  looking  so  strange,  anybody  pass- 
ing her  in  the  street  may  see  plain  enough  what^s  the  mat- 
ter; but  she^s  always  got  some  little  good-natured  plan  in 
her  head  for  all  that.  Only  last  night  when  I  met  her,  I 
saw  five  yards  off  she  wasn^t  fit  to  be  out;  but  slie  had  a 
basin  in  her  hand,  full  of  something  she  was  carrying  to 
Sally  Martin,  the  deformed  girl  that's  in  a  consumption. '^ 

*'But  she  is  just  as  bitter  against  Mr.  Tyran  as  her 
husband  is,  I  understand,"  said  Rebecca.  ^^  Her  heart  is 
very  much  set  against  the  truth,  for  I  understand  she 
bought  Mr.  Tryan's  sermons  on  purpose  to  ridicule  them 
to  Mrs.  Crewe.'' 

''Well,  poor  thing,"  said  Mrs.  Pettifer,  ''you  know  she 
stands  up  for  everything  her  husband  says  and  does.  She 
never  will  admit  to  anybody  that  he's  not  a  good  husband." 

"That  is  her  pride,"  said  Miss  Pratt.  "She  married 
him  in  opposition  to  the  advice  of  her  best  friends,  and 
now  she  is  not  willing  to  admit  that  she  was  wrong. 
Why,  even  to  my  brother — and  a  medical  attendant,  you 
know,  can  hardly  fail  to  be  acquainted  with  family 
secrets — she  has  always  pretended  to  have  the  highest 
respect  for  her  husband's  qualities.  Poor  Mrs.  Raynor, 
however,  is  well  aware  that  every  one  knows  the  real  state 
of  things.     Latterlv.  she  has  not  even  avoided  the  subject 
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with  me.  The  very  last  time  I  called  on  her,  she  said. 
^Have  you  been  to  see  my  poor  daughter?^  and  burst  into 
tears. '^ 

"Pride  or  no-pride/^  said  Mrs.  Pettifer,  "I  shall  always 
stand  up  for  Janet  Dempster.  She  sat  up  with  me  night 
after  night  when  I  had  that  attack  of  rheumatic  fever  six 
years  ago.  There^s  great  excuses  for  her.  When  a  woman 
can^t  think  of  her  husband  coming  home  without  trem- 
bling, it^s  enough  to  make  her  drink  something  to  blunt 
her  feelings — and  no  children  either,  to  keep  her  from  it. 
You  and  me  might  do  the  same,  if  we  were  in  her  place. ^^ 

*^  Speak  for  yourself,  Mrs.  Pettifer,^'  said  Miss  Pratt. 
"  Under  no  circumstances  can  I  imagine  myself  resorting 
to  a  practice  so  degrading.  A  woman  should  find  support 
in  her  own  strength  of  mind."  V 

"I  think,"  said  Kebecca,  who  considered  Miss  Pratt  still 
very  blind  in  spiritual  things,  notwithstanding  her  assump- 
tion of  enlightenment,  "she  will  find  poor  support  if  she 
trusts  only  to  her  own  strength.  She  must  seek  aid  else- 
where than  in  herself." 

Happily  the  removal  of  the  tea-things  just  then  created 
a  little  confusion,  which  aided  Miss  Pratt  to  repress  her 
resentment  at  Eebecca^s  presumption  in  correcting  her — a 
person  like  Rebecca  Linnet!  who  six  months  ago  was  as 
flighty  and  vain  a  woman  as  Miss  Pratt  had  ever  known — 
so  very  unconscious  of  her  unfortunate  person! 

The  ladies  had  scarcely  been  seated  at  their  work  another 
hour,  when  the  sun  was  sinking,  and  the  clouds  that 
flecked  the  sky  to  the  very  zenith  were  every  moment 
taking  on  a  brighter  gold.  The  gate  of  the  little  garden 
opened,  and  Miss  Linnet,  seated  at  her  small  table  near 
the  window,  saw  Mr.  Tryan  enter. 

*^  There  is  Mr.  Tryan,^  she  said,  and  her  pale  cheek  was 
lighted  up  with  a  little  blush  tHat  would  have  made  her  look 
more  attractive  to  almost  any  one  except  Miss  Eliza  Pratt, 
whose  fine  gray  eyes  allowed  few  things  io  escape  her  silent 
observation.  "  Mary  Linnet  gets  more  and  more  in  love  with 
Mr.  Tryan,"  thought  Miss  Eliza;  "it  is  really  pitiable  to  see 
such  feelings  in  a  woman  of  her  age,  with  those  old-maid- 
ish little  ringlets.  I  dare  say  she  flatters  herself  Mr.  Try- 
an may  fall  in  love  with  her,  because  he  makes  her  useful 
among  the  poor."  At  the  same  time.  Miss  Eliza,  as  she 
bent  her  handsome  head  and  large  cannon  curls  with 
apparent  calmness  over  her  work,  felt  a  considerable  inter- 
nal flutter  when  she  heard  the  knock  at  the  door.    Eebecca 
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had  less  self-command.  She  felt  too  much  agitated  to  go 
on  with  her  pasting,  and  clutched  the  leg  of  the  table  to 
counteract  the  trembling  in  her  hands. 

Poor  women's  hearts!  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should 
laugh  at  you,  and  make  cheap  jests  on  your  susceptibility 
toward  tne  clerical  sex,  as  if  it  had  nothing  deeper  or 
more  lovely  in  it  than  the  mere  vulgar  angling  for  «, .hus- 
band. Even  in  these  enlightened  days,  many  a  curate 
who,  considered  abstractedly,  is  nothing  more  tnan  a  sleek 
bimanous  animal  in  a  white  neckcloth,  with  views  more  or 
less  Anglican,  and  furtively  addicted  to  the  flute,  is  adored 
by  a  girl  who  has  coarse  brothers,  or  by  a  solitary  woman 
who  would  like  to  be  a  helpmate  in  good  works  beyond  her 
own  means,  simply  because  he  seems  to  them  the  model  of 
refinement  and  of  public  usefulness.  What  wonder,  then, 
that  in  Milby  society,  such  as  I  have  told  you  it  was  a 
very  long  while  ago,  a  zealous  evangelical  clergyman,  aged 
thirty-three,  called  forth  all  the  little  agitations  that  belong 
to  tlie  divine  necessity  of  loving,  implanted  in  the  Miss 
Linnets,  with  their  seven  or  eight  lustrums  and  their 
unfashionable  ringlets,  no  less  than  in  Miss  Eliza  Pratt, 
with  her  youthful  bloom  and  her  ample  cannon  curls. 

But  Mr.  Tryan  has  entered  the  room,  and  the  strange 
light  from  the  golden  sky  falling  on  his  light-brown  hair, 
which  is  brushed  high  up  round  his  head,  makes  it  look 
almost  like  an  aureole.  His  gray  eyes,  too,  shine  with 
unwonted  brilliancy  this  evening.  They  were  not  remark- 
able eyes,  but  they  accorded  completely  in  their  changing 
light  with  the  changing  expression  of  his  person,  which 
indicated  the  paradoxical  character  often  observable  in  a 
large-limbed  sanguine  blonde;  at  once  mild  and  irritable, 
gentle  and  overbearing,  indolent  and  resolute,  self -conscious 
and  dreamy.  Except  that^  the  well-filled  lips  had  some- 
thing of  the  artificially  compressed  look  which  is  often  the 
sign  of  a  straggle  to  keep  the  dragon  undermost,  and  that 
the  complexion  was  rather  pallid,  giving  the  idea  of  imi)er- 
fect  health,  Mr.  Tryan's  face  in  repose  was  that  of  an 
ordinary  whiskerless  blonde,  and  it  seemed  difficult  to  refer 
a  certain  air  of  distinction  aboUt  him  to  anything  in  par- 
ticular, unless  it  were  his  delicate  hands  and  well-shapen 
feet. 

It  was  a  ^eat  anomaly  to  the  Milby  mind  that  a  cant- 
ing evangelical  parson,  who  would  take  tea  with  trades- 
people, and  make  friends  of  vulgar  women  like  the  Linnets, 
should  have  so  much  the  air  of  a  gentleman,  and  be  so 
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little  like  the  splay-footed  Mr.  Stickney  of  Salem,  to  whom 
he  approximated  so  closely  in  doctrine.  And  this  want, of 
correspondence  between  the  physique  and  the  creed  had 
excited  no  less  surprise  in  the  larger  town  of  Laxeter, 
'where  Mr.  Tryan  had  formerly  held  a  curacy;  for  of  the 
two  other  Low  Church  clergymen  in  the  neighborhood, 
one  was  a  Welshman  of  globose  figure  and  unctuous  com- 
plexion, and  the  other  a  man  of  atrabiliar  aspect,  with 
lank  black  hair,  and  a  redundance  of  limp  cravat — in 
fact,  the  sort  of  thing  you  might  expect  in  men  who  dis- 
tributed the  publications  of  the  Eeligious  Tract  Society, 
and  introduced  Dissenting  hymns  into  the  Church. 

Mr.  Tryan  shook  hands  with  Mrs.  Linnet,  bowed  with 
rather  a  preoccupied  air  to  the  other  ladies,  and  seated 
himself  in  the  large  horse-hair  easy-chair  which  ha5  been 
drawn  forward  for  him,  while  the  ladies  ceased  from  their 
work,  and  fixed  their  eyes  on  him,  awaiting  the  news  he 
had  to  tell  them. 

"It  seems, ^*  he  began,  in  a  low  and  silvery  tone,  "I 
need  a  lesson  of  patience;  there  has  been  something  wrong 
in  my  thought  or  action  about  this  evening  lecture.  I 
have  been  too  much  bei^J;  on  doing  good  to  Milby  after  my 
own  plan — too  reliant  on  my  own  wisdom." 

Mr.  Tryan  paused.  He  was  struggling  against  inward 
irritation. 

"The  delegates  are  come  back,  then?'*  "Has  Mr. 
Prendergast  given  way  ?  **  "  Has  Dempster  succeeded  ?  " — 
were  the  eager  questions  of  three  ladies  at  once. 

"Yes;  the  town  i»  in  an  uproar.  As  we  were  sitting  in 
Mr.JLandor^s  drawing-room  we  heard  a  loud  cheering,  and 
presently  Mr.  Thrupp,  the  clerk  at  the  bank,  who  had 
been  waiting  at  the  Ked  Lion  to  hear  the  result,  came  to 
let  us  know.  He  said  Dempster  had  been  making  a 
speech  to  the  mob  out  of  the  window.  They  were  dis- 
tributing drink  to  the  people,  and  hoisting  placards  in 
great  letters — 'Down  with  the  Tryanites!*  'T)own  with 
cant!*  They  had  a  hideous  caricature  of  me  being 
tripped-up  and  pitched  head-foremost  out  of  the  pulpit. 
Good  old  Mr.  Landor  would  insist  on  sending  me  round 
in  the  carriage;  he  thought  1  should  not  be  safe  from  the 
mob.  But  I  got  down  at  the  Crossways.  The  row  was 
evidently  preconcerted  by  Dempster  before  he  set  out. 
He  made  sure  of  succeeding.** 

Mr.  Tryan *s  utterance  had  been  getting  rather  louder 
and  more  rapid  in  the  course  of  this  speech,  and  he  now 
81 
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added,  in  the  energetic  chest-voice,  which,  both  in  and 
out  of  the  pulpit,  alternated  continually  with  his  more 
silvery  notes — 

"  But  his  triumph  will  be  a  short  one.  If  he  thinks  he 
can  intimidate  me  by  obloquy  or  threats,  he  has  mistaken 
the  man  he  has  to  deal  with.  Mr.  Dempster  and  his  col- 
leagues will  find  themselves  checkmated  after  all.  Mr. 
Prendergast  has  been  false  to  his  own  conscience  in  this 
business.  He  knows  as  well  as  I  do  that  he  is  throwing 
away  the  souls  of  the  people  by  leaving  things  as  they  are 
in  the  parish.  But  I  shall  appeal  to  the  Bishop — I  am 
confident  of  his  sympathy.'^ 

^'  The  Bishop  will  be  coming  shortly,  I  suppose,"  said 
Miss  Pratt,  ^^  to  hold  a  confirmation.'^ 

^^  Yes;  but  I  shall  write  to  him  at  once,  and  lay  the  case 
before  him.  Indeed,  I  must  hurry  away  now,  for  I  have 
many  matters  to  attend  to.  You,  ladies,  have  been  kindly 
helping  me  with  your  labors,  I  see,"  continued  Mr.  Tryan, 
politelv,  glancing  at  the  canvass-covered  books  as  he  rose 
from  his  seat.  Then,  turning  to  Mary  Linnet:  *^Our 
library  is  really  getting  on,  I  think.  You  and  your  sister 
have  quite  a  heavy  task  of  distribution  now." 

Poor  Rebecca  felt  it  very  hard*to  bear  that  Mr.  Tryan 
did  not  turn  toward  her  too.  If  he  knew  how  much  sh^ 
entered  into  his  feelings  about  the  lecture,  and  the  interest 
she  took  in  the  library.  Well!  perhaps  it  was  her  lot  to  be 
overlooked — and  it  might  be  a  token  of  mercy.  Even  a 
good  man  might  not  always  know  the  heart  that  was  most 
with  him.  But  the  next  moment  po^r  Mary  had  a  pang, 
when  Mr.  Tryan  turned  to  Miss  Eliza  Pratt,  and  the  pre- 
occupied expression  of  his  face  melted  into  that  beaming 
timidity  with  which  a  man  almost  always  addresses  a  pretty 
woman. 

*^  I  have  to  thank  you,  too.  Miss  Eliza,  for  seconding  me 
so  well  in  your  visits  to  Joseph  Mercer.  The  old  man  tells 
me  how  precious  he  finds  your  reading  to  him,  now  he  is 
no  longer  able  to  go  to  church." 

Miss  Eliza  only  answered  by  a  blush,  which  made  her 
look  all  the  handsomer,  but  her  aunt  said — 

^'Yes,  Mr.  Tryan,  I  have  ever  inculcated  on  my  dear 
Eliza  the  importance  of  spending  her  leisure  in  being  use- 
ful to  her  fellow-creatures.  Your  example  and  instruction 
have  been  quite  in  the  spirit  of  the  system  which  I  have 
always  pursued,  though  we  are  indebted  to  you  for  a 
clearer  view  of  the  motives  that  should  actuate  us  in  our 
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pursuit  of  good  works.  Not  that  I  can  accuse  myself  of 
having  ever  had  a  self-righteous  spirit,  but  my  humility 
was  rather  instinctive  than  based  on  a  firm  ground  of  doc- 
trinal knowledge,  such  as  you  so  admirably  impart  to  us." 

Mrs.  Linnet  s  usual  entreaty  that  Mr.  Tryan  would 
"have  something — some  wine-and-water,  and  a  biscuit/' 
was  just  here  a  welcome  relief  from  the  necessity  of 
answering  Miss  Pratt's  oration. 

"  Not  anything,  my  dear  Mrs.  Linnet,  thank  you.  You 
fotget  what  a  Rechabite  I  am.  By  the  by,  when  I  went 
this  morning  to  see  a  poor  girl  in  Butcher's  Lane,  whom  I 
had  heard  of  as  being  in  a  consumption,  I  found  Mrs. 
Dempster  there.  I  had  often  met  her  in  the  street,  but 
did  not  know  it  was  Mrs.  Dempster.  It  seeros  she  goes 
among  the  poor  a  good  deal.  She  is  really  an  interesting- 
looking  woman.  I  was  quite  surprised,  for  1  have  hea^d 
the  worst  account  of  her  habits — that  she  is  almost  as  bad 
as  her  husband.  She  went  out  hastily  as  soon  as  I  entered. 
But"  (apologetically)  "I  am  keeping  you  all  standing,  and 
I  must  really  hurry  away.  Mrs.  Pettifer,  I  have  not  had 
the  pleasure  of  calling  on  you  for  some  time;  I  shall  take 
an  early  opportunity  of  going  your  way.  Good  evening, 
good  evening/' 
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Mb.  Tryan  was  right  in  saying  that  the  "row"  in 
Milby  had  been  preconcerted  by  Dempster.  The  placards 
and  the  caricature  were  prepared  before  the  departure  of 
the  delegates;  and  it  had  been  settled  that  Mat  Paine, 
Dempster's  clerk,  should  ride  out  on  Thursday  morning  to 
meet  them  at  Whitlow,  the  last  place  where  they  would 
change  horses,  that  he  might  gallop  back  and  prepare  an 
ovation  for  the  triumvirate  in  case  of  their  success. 
Dempster  had  determined  to  dine  at  Whitlow:  so  that  Mat 
Paine  was  in  Milby  again  two  hours  before  the  entrance  of 
the  delegates,  and  had  time  to  send  a  whisper  up  the  back 
streets  that  there  was  promise  of  a  ^^  spree  "  in  the  Bridge 
Way,  as  well  as  to  assemble  two  knots  of  picked  men — one 
to  feed  the  flame  of  orthodox  zeal  with  gin-and-water,  at 
the  Green  Man,  near  High  Street;  the  other  to  solidify 
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their  church  principles  with  heady  beer  at  the  Bear  and 
Ragged  Staff  in  the  Bridge  Way. 

The  Bridge  Way  was  an  irregular,  straggling,  street, 
where  the  town  fringed  off  raggedly  into  the  Whitlow 
road:  rows  of  new  red-brick  houses,  in  which  ribbon-looms 
were  rattling  behind  long  lines  of  window,  alternating  with 
old,  half-thatehed,  half-tiled  cottages — one  of  those  dismal 
wide  streets  where  dirt  and  misery  have  no  long  shadows 
thrown  on  them  to  soften  their  ugliness.  Here,  about 
half-past  five  o^clock.  Silly  Caleb,  an  idiot  well  known  in 
Dog  Lane,  but  more  of  a  stranger  in  the  Bridge  Way,  was 
seen  slouching  along  with  a  string  of  boys  hooting  at  his 
heels;  presently  another  group,  for  the  most  part,  out  at 
elbows,  came  briskly  in  the  same  direction,  looking  round 
them  with  an  air  of  expectation ;  and  at  no  long  interval. 
Deb  Traunter,  in  a  pink  flounced  gown  and  floating  rib- 
bons, was  observed  talking  with  great  affability  to  two  men 
in  seal-skin  caps  and  fustian,  who  formed  her  cortege. 
The  Bridge  Way  began  to  have  a  presentiment  of  some- 
thing in  the  wind.  Phib  Cook  left  her  evening  wash-tub 
and  appeared  at  her  door  in  soap-suds,  a  bonnet-poke,  and 
general  dampness;  three  narrow-chested  ribbon- weavers, 
in  rusty  black  streaked  with  shreds  of  many-colored  silk, 
sauntered  out  with  their  hands  in  their  pockets;  and  Molly 
Beale,  a  brawny  old  virago,  descrying  wiry  Dame  Ricketts 
peeping  out  from  her  entry,  seized  the  opportunity  of 
renewing  the  morning's  skirmish.  In  short,  the  Bridge 
Way  was  in  that  state  of  excitement  which  is  understood 
to  announce  a  ^^ demonstration^'  on  the  part  of  the  British 
public;  and  the  afflux  of  remote  townsmen  increasing, 
there  was  soon  so  large  a  crowd  that  it  was  time  for  Bill 
Powers,  a  plethoric  Goliath,  who  presided  over  the  knot  of 
beer-drinkers  at  the  Bear  and  Ragged  Staff,  to  issue  forth 
with  his  companions,  and,  like  the  enunciator  of  the 
ancient  myth,  make  the  assemblage  distinctly  conscious  of 
the- common  sentiment  that  had  drawn  them  together. 
The  expectation  of  the  delegates'  chaise,  added  to  the  fight 
between  Molly  Beale  and  Dame  Ricketts,  and  the  ill- 
advised  appearance  of  a  lean  bull-terrier,  were  a  sufficient 
safety-valve  to  the  popular  excitement  during  the  remain- 
ing quarter  of  an  hour;  at  the  end  of  which  the  chaise  was 
seen  approaching  along  the  Whitlow  road,  with  oak  boughs 
ornamenting  the  horses'  heads;  and,  to  quote  the  account 
of  this  interesting  scene  which  was  sent  to  the  ^'  Rotherby 
Guardian,"  *4oud  cheers  immediately   testified   to   the 
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sympathy  of  the  honest  fellows  collected  there,  with  the 
public-spirited  exertions  of  their  fellow-townsmen/'  Bill 
rowers,  whose  bloodshot  eyes,  bent  hat,  and  protuberant 
altitude,  marked  him  out  as  the  natural  leader  of  the 
assemblage,  undertook  to  interpret  the  common  sentiment 
by  stopping  the  chaise,  advancing  to  the  door  with  raised 
hat,  and  begging  to  know  of  Mr.  Dempster  whether  the 
rector  had  forbidden  the  ^'canting  lecture." 

^'  Yes,  yes,"  said  Mr.  Dempster.  *^  Keep  up  a  jolly  good 
hurray." 

No  public  duty  could  have  been  more  easy  and  agree- 
able to  Mr.  Powers  and  his  associates,  and  the  chorus 
swelled  all  the  way  to  the  High  Street,  where,  by  a  mys- 
terious coincidence,  often  observable  in  these  spontaneous 
*' demonstrations,"  large  placards  on  long  poles  were 
observed  to  shoot  upward  from  among  the  crowd,  princi- 
pally in  the  direction  of  Tucker's~Ijane,  where  the  Green 
Man  was  situated.  One  bore,  "  Down  with  the  Tryanites! " 
another,  "No  Cant!"  another,  "Long  live  our  venerable 
Curate!"  and  one  in  still  larger  letters,  "Sound  Church 
Principles  and  no  Hypocrisy!"  But  a  still  more  remark- 
able impromptu  was  a  huge  caricature  of  Mr.  Tryan  in 
gown  and  band,  with  an  enormous  aureole  of  yellow  hair 
and  upturned  eyes,  standing  on  the  pulpit  stairs  and  try- 
ing to  pull  down  old  Mr.  Crewe.  Groans,  yells,  and 
hisses — hisses,  yells,  and  groans — only  stemmed  by  the 
appearance  of  another  caricature  representing  Mr.  Tryan 
being  pitched  head  foremost  from  the  pulpit  stairs  by  a 
hand  which  the  artist,  either  from  subtility  of  intention  or 
want  of  space,  had  left  unindicated.  In  the  midst  of  the 
tremendous  cheering  that  saluted  this  piece  of  symbolical 
art,  the  chaise  had  reached  the  door  of  the  Eed  Lion,  and 
loud  cries  of  "Dempster  forever!"  with  a  feebler  cheer 
now  and  then  for  Tomlinson  and  Budd,  were  presently 
responded  to  by  the  appearance  of  the  public-spirited 
attorney  at  the  large  upper  window,  where  also  were  visible 
a  little  in  the  background  the  small,  sleek  head  of  Mr. 
Budd,  and  the  blinking  countenance  of  Mr.  Tomlinson. 

Mr.  Dempster  held  his  hat  in  his  hand,  and  pokeil  his 
head  forward  with  a  butting  motion  by  way  of  bow.  A 
storm  of  cheers  subsided  at  last  into  dropping  sounds  of 
"Silence!"  "Hear  him!"  "Go  it,  Dempster!"  and  the 
lawyer's  rasping  voice  became  distinctly  audible. 

"  Fellow-townsmen!  It  gives  us  the  sincerest  pleasure — 
I  speak  for  my  respected  colleagues  as  well  as  myself — to 
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witness  these  strong  proofs  of  your  attachment  to  the  prin- 
ciples of  our  excellent  church,  and  your  zeal  for  the  honor 
of  our  venerable  pastor.  But  it  is  no  more  than  I  expected 
of  you.  I  know  you  well.  Tve  known  you  for  the  last 
twenty  years  to  be  as  honest  and  respectable  a  set  of  rate- 
payers as  any  in  this  county.  Your  hearts  are  sound  to 
the  core!  No  man  had  better  try  to  thrust  his  cant  and 
hypocrisy  down  your  throats.  You're  used  to  wash  them 
with  liquor  of  a  better  flavor.  This  is  the  proudest 
moment  of  my  own  life,  and  I  think  I  may  say  in  that  of 
my  colleagues,  in  which  I  have  to  tell  you  that  oui- 
exertions  in  the  cause  of  sound  religion  and  manly  morality 
have  been  crowned  with  iJuccess.  Yes,  my  fellow-towns- 
men! I  have  the  gratification  of  announcing  to  you  thus 
formally  what  }rou  have  already  learned  indirectly.  The 
pulpit  from  which  our  venerable  pastor  has  fed  us  with 
sound  doctrine  for  half  a  century  is  not  to  be  invaded  by  a 
fanatical,  sectarian,  double-faced,  Jesuitical  interloper! 
We  are  not  to  have  our  young  people  demoralized  and  cor- 
rupted by  the  temptations  to  vice,  notoriously  connected 
with  Sunday  evening  lectures!  We  are  not  to  have  a 
preacher  obtruding  himself  upon  us,  who  decries  good 
works,  and  sneaks  into  our  homes,  perverting  the  faith  of 
our  wives  and  daughters!  We  are  not  to  be  poisoned  with 
doctrines  which  damp  every  innocent  enjoyment,  and  pick 
a  poor  man's  pocket  of  the  sixpence  with  which  he  might 
buy  himself  a  cheerful  glass  after  a  hard  day's  work, 
under  pretense  of  paying  for  bibles  to  send  to  the  Chick- 
taws  ! 

'^But  I'm  not  going  to  waste  your  valuable  time  with 
unnecessary  words.  I  am  a  man  of  deeds  "  ("  Ay,  damn 
you,  that  you  are,  and  you  charge  well  for  'em  too,"  said  a 
voice  from  the  crowd,  probably  that  of  a  gentleman  who 
was  immediately  afterwards  observed  with  his  hat  crushed 
over  his  head).  ^^I  shall  always  beat  the  service  of  my 
fellow-townsmen,  and  whoever  dares  to  hector  over  you,  or 
interfere  with  your  innocent  pleasures,  shall  have  an 
account  to  settle  with  Kobert  Dempster. 

"Now,  my  boys!  you  can't  do  better  than  disperse  and 
carry  the  good  news  to  all  your  fellow-townsmen,  whose 
hearts  are  as  sound  as  your  own.  Let  some  of  you  go  one 
way  and  some  another,  that  every  man,  woman,  and  child 
in  Milby  may  know  what  you  know  yourselves.  But  before 
we  part,  let  us  have  three  cheers  for  True  Eeligion,  and 
down  with  Cant!" 
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When  the  last  cheer  was  dying,  Mr.  D.empster  closed  the 
window,  and  the  judiciously-instructed  placards  and  cari- 
catures moved  off  in  divers  directions,  followed  by  larger 
or  smaller  divisions  of  the  crowd.  The  greatest  attraction 
apparently  lay  in  the  direction  of  Dog  Lane,  the  outlet 
toward  Paddiford  Common,  whither  the  caricatures  were 
moving;  and  you  foresee,  of  course,  that  those  works  of 
symbolical  art  were  consumed  with  a  liberal  expenditure  of 
dry  gorse-bushes  and  vague  shouting. 

After  these  great  public  exertions,  it  was  natural  that 
Mr.  Dempster  and  his  colleagues  should  feel  more  in  need 
than  usual  of  a  little  social  relaxation;  and  a  party  of  their 
friends  was  already  beginning  to  assemble  in  the  large  par- 
lor of  the  Red  Lion,  convened  partly  by  their  own  curi- 
osity, and  partly  by  the  invaluable  Mat  Paine.  The  most 
capacious  punch-bowl  was  put  in  requisition;  and  that 
born  gentleman,  Mr.  Lowme,  seated  opposite  Mr.  Demp- 
ster as  "Vice,'^  undertook  to  brew  the  punch,  defying  the 
criticisms  of  the  envious  men  out  of  office,  who,  with  the 
readiness  of  irresponsibility,  ignorantly  suggested  more 
lemons.  The  social  festivities  were  continued  till  long 
past  midnight,  when  several  friends  of  sound  religion 
were  conveyed  home  with  some  difficulty,  one  of  them 
showing  a  dogged  determination  to  seat  himself  in  the 
gutter. 

Mr.  Dempster  had  done  as  much  justice  to  the  punch 
as  any  of  the  party;  and  his  friend  Boots,  though  aware 
that  the  lawyer  could  ^^  carry  his  liquor  like  Old  Nick,'' 
with  whose  social  demeanor  Boots  seemed  to  be  particu- 
larly well  acquainted,  nevertheless  thought  it  might  be  as 
well  to  see  so  good  a  customer  in  safety  to  his  own  door, 
and  walked  quietly  behind  his  elbow  out  of  the  inn-yard. 
Dempster,  however,  soon  became  aware  of  him,  stopped 
short,  and,  turning  slowly  round  upon  him,  recognized  the 
well-known  drab  waistcoat  sleeves,  conspicuous  enough  in 
the  starlight. 

^^  You  twopenny  scoundrel!  What  do  you  mean  by  dog- 
ging a  professional  man's  footsteps  in  this  way?  I'll  break 
every  bone  in  your  skin  if  you  attempt  to  track  me,  like  a 
beastly  cur  sniffing  at  one's  pocket.  Do  you  think  a  gen- 
tleman will  make  his  way  home  any  the  better  for  having 
the  scent  of  your  blacking-bottle  thrust  up  his  nostrils ?'' 

Boots  slunk  back,  in  more  amusement  than  ill-humor, 
thinking  the  lawyer's  ^'rum  talk''  was  doubtless  part  and 
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parcel  of  his  professional  ability;  and  Mr.  JDempster  pur- 
sued his  slow  way  alone. 

His  house  lay  in  Orchard  Street,  which  opened  on  the 
prettiest  outskirt  of  the  town — the  church,  the  parsonage, 
and  a  long  stretch  of  green  fields.  It  was  an  old-fashioned 
house,  with  an  overhanging  upper  story;  outside  it  had  a 
face  of  rough  stucco,  and  casement  windows  with  green 
frames  and  shutters;  inside,  it  was  full  of  long  passages 
and  rooms  with  low  ceilings.  There  was  a  large  heavy 
knocker  on  the  green  door,  and  though  Mr.  Dempster 
carried  a  latch-key,  he  sometimes  chose  to  use  the  knocker. 
He  chose  to  do  so  now.  The  thunder  resounded  through 
Orchard  Street,  and,  after  a  single  minute,  there  was  a 
second  clap,  louder  than  the  first.  Another  minute,  and 
still  the  door  was  not  opened;  whereupon  Mr.  Dempster, 
muttering,  took  out  his  latch-key,  and,  with  less  difficulty 
than  might  have  been  expected,  thrust  it  into  the  door. 
When  he  opened  the  door  the  passage  was  dark. 

^^  Janet  !^'  in  the  loudest  rasping  tone,  was  the  next 
sound  that  rang  through  the  house. 

^^  Janet !^^  again — before  a  slow  step  was  heard  on  the 
stairs,  and  a  distant  light  began  to  flicker  on  the  wall  of 
the  passage. 

** Curse  you!  you  creeping  idiot!  Come  faster,  can't 
you?'' 

Yet  a  few  seconds,  and  the  figure  of  a  tall  woman,  hold- 
ing adant  a  heavy-plated  drawi;ig-room  candle-stick, 
appeared  at  the  turning  of  the  passage  that  led  to  the 
broader  entrance. 

She  had  on  a  light  dress  which  sat  loosely  about  her 
figure,  but  did  not  disguise  its  liberal,  graceful  outline.  A 
heavy  mass  of  straight  jet-black  hair  had  escaped  from  its 
fastening,  and  hung  over  her  shoulders.  Her  grandly-cut 
features,  pale  with  the  natural  paleness  of  a  brunette,  had 
premature  lines  about  them,  telling  that  the  years  had 
been  lengthened  by  sorrow,  and  the  delicately-curved  nos- 
tril, which  seemed  made  to  quiver  with  the  proud  con- 
sciousness of  power  and  beauty,  must  have  quivered  to  the 
heart-piercing  griefs  which  had  given  that  worn  look  to 
the  corners  of  the  mouth.  Her  wide-open  black  eyes  had 
a  strangely  fixed,  sightless  gaze,  as  she  paused  at  the  turn- 
ing and  stood  silent  before  her  husband. 

"I'll  teach  you  to  keep  me  waiting  in  the  dark,  you  pale 
staring  fool!"  he  said,  advancing  with  his  slow  drunken 
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step.  ^^What,  you've  been  drinking  again,  have  you?  FU 
beat  you  into  your  senses." 

He  laid  his  hand  with  a  firm  grip  on  her  shoulder, 
turned  her  round,  and  pushed  her  slowly  before  him  along 
the  passage  and  through  the  dining-room  door,  which  stood 
open  on  their  left  hand. 

There  was  a  portrait  of  Janet's  mother,  a  gray-haired, 
dark-eyed  old  woman,  in  a  neatly  fluted  cap,  hanging  over 
the  mantelpiece.  Surely  the  aged  eyes  take  on  a  look  of 
anguish  as  they  see  Janet — not  trembling,  no!  it  would  be 
better  if  she  trembled  —  standing  stupidlv  unmoved  in  her 
great  beauty,  while  the  heavy  arm  is  lifted  to  strike  her. 
The  blow  falls — another — and  another.  Surely  the  mother 
hears  that  cry — *^0  Kobert!  pity!  pity!" 

Poor  gray-haired  woman!  Was  it  for  this  you  suffered 
a  mother's  pangs  in  your  lone  widowhood  five-and-thirty 
years  ago?  Was  it  for  this  you  kept  the  little  worn 
morocco  shoes  Janet  had  first  run  in,  and  kissed  them  day 
by  day  when  she  was  away  f ropa  you,  a  tall  girl  at  school  ? 
Was  it  for  this  you  looked  proudly  at  her  when  she  came 
back  to  you  in  her  rich  pale  beauty,  like  a  tall  white  arum 
that  had  just  unfolded  its  grand  pure  curves  to  the  sun? 

The  mother  lies  sleepless  and  praying  in  her  lonely  house, 
weeping  the  difficult  tears  of  a^e,  because  she  dreads  this 
may  be  a  cruel  night  for  her  child. 

She  too  has  a  picture  over  her  mantlepiece,  drawn  in 
chalk  by  Janet  long  years  ago.  She  looked  at  it  before  she 
went  to  bed.  It  is  a  head  bowed  beneath  a  cross,  and 
wearing  a  crown  of  thorns. 


CHAPTER  V. 


It  was  half-past  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning.  The  mid- 
summer sun  was  already  warm  on  the  roofs  and  weather- 
cocks of  Milby.  The  church-bells  were  ringing  and 
many  families  were  conscious  of  Sunday  sensations,  chiefly 
referable  to  the  fact  that  the  daughters  had  come  down  to 
breakfast  in  their  best  frocks,  and  with  their  hair  particu- 
larly well  dressed.  For  it  was  not  Sunday;  but  Wednesday; 
and  though  the  Bishop  was  going  to  hold  a  Confirmation, 
and  to  decide  whether  or  not  there  should  be  a  Sunday 
evening  lecture  in  Milby,  the  sunbeams  had  the  usual 
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working-day  look  to  the  haymakers  already  long  out  in  the 
fields,  and  to  laggard  weavers  just  ^*  setting  up^'  their 
week^s  "piece/^  The  notion  of  its  being  Sunday  was  the 
strongest  iix  young  ladies  like  Miss  Phipps,  who  was  going 
to  accompany  her  younger  sister  to  the  confirmation,  and 
to  wear  a  ^^  sweetly  pretty  "  transparent  bonnet  with  mara- 
bout feathers  on  the  interesting'  occasion,  thus  throwing 
into  relief  the  suitable  simplicity  of  her  sister's  attire,  who 
was,  of  course,  to  appear  in  a  new  white  frock;  or  in  the 
pupils  at  Miss  Townley^s,  who  were  absolved  from  all 
lessons,  and  were  going  to  church  to  see  the  Bishop,  and 
to  hear  the  Honorable  and  Reverend  Mr.  Prendergast,  the 
rector,  read  prayers — ^a  high  intellectual  treat,  as  Miss 
Townley  assured  them.  It  seemed  only  natural  that  a 
rector,  vvho  was  honorable,  should  read  better  than  old  Mr. 
Crewe,  who  was  only  a  curate,  and  not  honorable;  and 
when  little  Clara  Robins  wondered  why  some  clergymen 
were  rectors  and  others  not,  Ellen  Marriott  assured  her 
with  great  confidence  that  it  was  only  the  clever  men  who 
were  made  rectors.  Ellen  Marriott  was  goi^ig  to  be  con- 
firmed. She  was  a  short,  fair,  plump  gin,  with  blue  eyes 
and  sandy  hair,  which  was  this  morning  arranged  in  taller 
cannon  curls  than  usual,  for  the  reception  of  the  Episcopal 
benediction,  and  some  of  the  young  ladies  thought  her  the 
prettiest  girl  in  the  school;  but  others  gave  the  preference 
to  her  rival,  Maria  Gardner,  who  was  much  taller  and  had 
a  lovely  *^  crop  '^  of  dark-brown  ringlets,  and  who,  being 
also  about  to  take  upon  herself  the  vows  made  in  her  name 
at  her  baptism,  had  oiled  and  twisted  her  ringlets  with 
especial  care.  As  she  seated  herself  at  the  breakfast-table 
before  Miss  Townley's  entrance  to  dispense  the  weak  coffee, 
her  crop  excited  so  strong  a  sensation  that  Ellen  Marriott 
was  at  length  impelled  to  look  at  it,  and  to  say  with  sup- 
pressed but  bitter  sarcasm,  ^'  Is  that  Miss  Gardner's  head?'^ 
**  Yes,"  said  Maria,  amiable  and  stuttering,  and  no  match 
for  Ellen  in  retort;  ^^h— th— this  is  my  head."  ''  Then 
I  don't  admire  it  at  all!"  was  the  crushing  rejoinder  of 
Ellen,  followed  by  a  murmur  of  approval  among  her 
friends.  Young  ladies,  I  suppose,  exhaust  their  sac  of 
venom  in  this  way  at  school.  That  is  the  reason  why  they 
have  such  a  harmless  tooth  for  each  other  in  after  life. 

The  only  other  candidate  for  confirmation  at  Miss  Town- 
ley's  was  Mary  Dunn,  a  draper's  daughter  in  Milby  and  a 
distant  relation  of  the  Miss  Linnets.  Her  pale  lanky  hair 
could  never  be  coaxed  into  permanent  curl,  and  this  morn- 


JANET^S   REPEKTANCE.  ^  491 

ing  the  heat  had  brought  it  down  to  its  natural  conaition 
of  lankiness  earlier  than  usual.  But  that  was'  not  what 
made  her  sit  melancholy  and  apart  at  the  lower  end  of  the 
form.  Her  parents  were  admirers  of  Mr.  Tryan,  and  had 
been  persuaded,  by  the  Miss  Linnets'  influence,  to  insist 
that  their  daughter  should  be  prepared  for  confirmation  by 
him,  over  and  above  the  preparation  given  to  Miss  Town- 
ly's  pupils  by  Mr.  Crewe,  roor  Mary  Dunn!  I  am  afraid 
she  thought  it  too  heavy  a  price  to  pay  for  these  spiritual 
advantages,  to  be  excluded  from  every  game  at  ban,  to  be 
obliged  to  walk  with  none  but  little  girls — in  fact,  to  be  the 
object  of  an  aversion  that  nothing  short  of  an  incessant 
supply  of  plumcakes  would  have  neutralized.  And  Mrs. 
Dunn  was  of  opinion  that  plumcake  was  unwholesome.^ 
The  anti-Tryanite  spirit,  you  perceive,  was  very  strong  at 
Miss  Townley's,  imported  probably  by  day  scholars,  as  well 
as  encouraged  by  the  fact  that  that  clever  woman  was  her- 
self strongly  opposed  to  innovation,  and  remarked  every 
Sunday  that  Mr.  Crewe  had  preached  an  *^  excellent  dis- 
course. "  Poor  Mary  Dunn  dreaded  the  moment  when  school- 
hours  would  be  over,  for  then  she  was  sure  to  be  the  butt 
of  those  very  explicit  remarks  which,  in  young  ladies'  as 
well  as  young  gentlemen's  seminaries,  constitute  the  most 
subtle  and  delicate  form  of  the  innuendo.  ^'  I'd  never  be 
a  Tryanite,  would  you?"  ^'  Oh  here  comes  the  lady  that 
knows  so  much  more  about  religion  than  we  do! "  "  Some 
people  think  themselves  so  very  pious!  " 

It  is  really  surprising  that  young  ladies  should  not  be 
thought  competent  to  the  same  curriculum  as  young  gentle- 
men. I  observe  that  their  powers  of  sarcasm  are  quite 
equal;  and  if  there  had  been  a  genteel  academy  for  young 
gentlemen  at  Milby,  I  am  inclined  to  think  that,  notwith- 
standing Euclid  and  the  classics,  the  party  spirit  there 
would  not  have  exhibited  itself  in  more  pungent  irony,  or 
more  incisive  satire,  than  was  heard  in  Miss  Townley's 
seminary.  But  there  was  no  such  academy,  the  existence 
of  the  grammar-school  under  Mr.  Crewe's  superintendence 
probably  discouraging  speculations  of  that  k  ind;  and  the  gen- 
teel youths  of  Milby  were  chiefly  come  home  for  the  midsum- 
mer holidays  from  distant  schools.  Several  of  us  had  just 
assumed  coat-tails,  and  the  assumption  of  new  responsi- 
bilities following  as  a  matter  of  course,,  we  were  among 
the  candidates  for  confirmation.  I  wish  I  could  say  that  the 
solemnity  of  our  feelings  was  on  a  level  with  the  solemnity 
of  the  occasion;  but  unimaginative  boys  find  it  diflBcult  to 
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recognize  apostolical  institutions  in  their  developed  form, 
and  I  fear  our  chief  emotion  concerning  the  ceremony  was 
a  sense  of  sheepishness,  and  our  chief  opinion,  the  specu- 
lative and  heretical  position  that  it  ought  to  be  confined 
to  the  girls.  It  was  a  pity,  you  will  say;  but  it  is  the  way 
with  us  men  in  other  crises  that  come  a  long  while  after 
confirmation.  The  golden  moments  in  the  stream  of  life 
rush  past  us,  and  we  see  nothing  but  sand;  the  angels  come 
to  visit  us,  and  we  only  know  them  when  they  are  gone. 

But,  as  I  said,  the  morning  was  sunny,  the  bells  were 
ringing,  the  ladies  of  Milby  were  dressed  in  their  Sunday 
garments. 

And  who  is  this  bright-looking  woman  walking  with 
hast^  step  along  Orchard  Street  so  early,  with  a  large  nose- 
gay in  her  hand?  Can  it  be  Janet  Pempster,  on  whom 
we  looked  with  such  deep  pity,  one  sad  midnight,  hardly 
a  fortnight  ago?  Yes;  no  other  woman  in  Milby  has  those 
searching  black  eyes,  that  tall  graceful  unconstrained 
figure,  set  off  by  her  simple  muslin  dress  and  black  lace 
shawl,  that  massy  black  hair  now  so  neatly  braided  in 
glossy  contrast  with  the  white  satin  ribbons  of  her  modest 
cap  and  bonnet.  No  other  woman  has  that  sweet  speak- 
ing smile,  with  which  she  nods  to  Jonathan  Lamb,  the 
old  parish  clerk.  And,  ah ! — now  she  comes  nearer — there 
are  those  sad  lines  about  the  mouth  and  eyes  on  which  that 
sweet  smile  plays  like  sunbeams  on  the  storm-beaten  beauty 
of  the  full  and  ripened  corn. 

She  is  turning  out  of  Orchard  Street,  and  making  her 
way  as  fast  as  she  can  to  her  mother's  house,  a  pleasant 
cottage  facing  a  roadside  meadow,  from  which  the  hay  is 
being  carried.  Mrs.  Raynor  has  had  her  breakfast,  and  is 
seated  in  her  arm-chair  reading,  when  Janet  opens  the 
door,  saying,  in  her  most  playful  voice — 

'^  Please,  mother,  I'm  come  to  show  myself  to  you  before 
I  go  to  the  Parsonage.  Have  I  put  on  my  pretty  cap  and 
bonnet  to  satisfy  you?" 

Mrs.  Raynor  looked  over  her  spectacles,  and  met  her 
daughter's  glance  with  eyes  as  dark  and  loving  as  her  own. 
She  was  a  much  smaller  woman  than  Janet,  both  in  figure 
and  feature,  the  chief  resemblance  lying  in  the  eyes  and 
the  clear  brunette  complexion.  The  mother's  hair  had 
long  been  gray,  and  was  gathered  under  the  neatest  of 
caps,  made  by  her  own  clever  fingers,  as  all  Janet's  caps 
and  bonnets  were,  too.  They  were  well-practiced  fingers, 
for  Mrs.  Raynor  had  supported  herself  in  her  widowhood 


JAKET^S   REPENTAKCE.  493 

by  keeping  a  millinery  establishment,  and  in  this  way  had 
earned  money  enough  to  give  her  daughter  what  was  then 
thought  a  first-rate  education,  as  well  as  to  save  a  sum 
which,  eked  out  by  her  son-in-law,  sufficed  to  support  her 
in  her  solitary  old  age.  Always  the  same  clean,  neat  old 
lady,  dressed  in  black  silk,  was  Mrs.  Raynor:  a  patient, 
brave  woman,  who  bowed  with  resignation  under  the  bur- 
den of  remembered  sorrow,  and  bore  with  meek  fortitude 
the  new  load  that  the  new  days  brought  with  them. 

^^Your  bonnet  wants  pulling  a  trifle  forwarder,  my 
child, ^'  she  said,  smiling,  and  taking  off  her  spectacles, 
while  Janet  at  once  knelt  down  before  her,  and  waited  to 
be  '*set  to  rights,  ^^  as  she  would  have  done  when  she  was 
a  child.  ^*  You^re  going  straight  to  Mrs.  Crewe^  I  sup- 
pose?   Are  those  flowers  to  garnish  the  dishes?^' 

"No,  indeed,  mother.  This  is  a  nosegay  for  the  middle 
of  the  table.  I've  sent  up  the  dinner-service  and  the  ham 
we  had  cooked  at  our  house  yesterday,  and  Betty  is  coming 
directly  with  the  garnish  and  the  plate.  We  shall  get  our 
good  Mrs.  Crewe  through  her  troubles  famously.  Dear 
tiny  woman!  You  should  have  seen  her  lift  up  her  hands 
yesterday,  and  pray'  heaven  to  take  her  before  ever  »he 
should  have  another  collation  to  get  ready  for  the  Bishop. 
She  said,  'It's  bad  enough  to  have  the  Archdeacon,  though 
he  doesn't  want  half  so  many  ielly-glasses.  I  wouldn't 
mind,  Janet,  if  it  was  to  feed  all  the  old  hungry  cripples 
in  Milby;  but  so  much  trouble  and  expense  for  people 
who  eat  too  much  every  day  of  their  lives!'  We  had  such 
a  cleaning  and  furbishing-up  of  the  sitting-room  yester- 
day! Nothing  will  ever  do  away  with  the  smell  of  Mr. 
Crewe's  pipes,  you  know;  but  we  have  thrown  it  into  the 
background,  with  yellow  soap  and  dry  lavender.  And  now 
I  must  run  away.     You  will  come  to  church,  mother?" 

'*  Yes,  my  dear,  I  wouldn't  lose  such  a  pretty  sight.  It 
does  my  old  eyes  good  to  see  so  many  fresh  young  faces. 
Is  your  husband  going?" 

'*  Yes,  Robert  will  be  there.  I've  made  him  as  neat  as 
a  new  pin  this  morning,  and  he  says  tlie  Bishop  will  think 
him  too  buckish  by  half.  I  took  him  into  Mammy 
Dempster's  room  to  show  himself.  We  hear  Tryan  is 
making  sure  of  the  Bishop's  support;  but  we  shall  see.  I 
would  ^ive  my  crooked  guinea,  and  all  the  luck  it  will 
ever  bring  me,  to  have  him  beaten,  for  I  can't  endure  the 
sight  of  the  man  coming  to  harass  dear  old  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Crewe  in  their  last  days.     Preaching  the  Gospel  indeed  I 
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That  is  the  best  Gospel  that  makes  everybody  happy  and 
comfortable,  isn't  it,  mother  ?^^ 

^'Ah,  child,  Fm  afraid  there^s  no  Gospel  will  do  that 
here  below/' 

"Well,  I  can  do  something  to  comfort  Mrs.  Crewe,  at 
least;  so  give  me  a  kiss,  and  good-bye  till  church-time/' 

The  mother  leaned  back  in  her  chair  when  Janet  was 
gone,  and  sank  into  a  painful  reverie.  When  our  life  is 
a  continuous  trial,  the  moments  of  respite  seem  only  to 
substitute  the  heaviness  of  dread  for  the  heaviness  of  actual 
suffering:  the  curtain  of  cloud  seems  parted  an  instant 
only  that  we  may  measure  all  its  horror  as  it  hangs  low, 
black,  and  imminent,  in  contrast  with  the  transient  bright- 
ness; the  water-drops  that  visit  the  parched  lips  in  the 
desert  bear  with  them  only  the  keen  imagination  of  thirst. 
Janet  looked  glad  and  tender  now — but  what  scene  of  mis- 
ery was  coming  next?  She  was  too  like  the  cistus  flowers 
in  the  little  garden  before  the  window,  that,  with  the 
shades  of  evening,  might  lie  with  the  delicate  white  and 
glossy  dark  of  their  petals  trampled  in  the  roadside  dust. 
When  the  sun  had  sunk,  and  the  twilight  was  deepening, 
Janet  might  be  sitting  there,  heated^  maddened,  sobbing 
out  her  griefs  with  selfish  passion,  and  wildly  wishing 
herself  dead. 

Mrs.  Raynor  had  been  reading  about  the  lost  sheep,  and 
the  joy  there  is  in  heaven  over  the  sinner  that  repenteth. 
Surely  the  eternal  love  she  believed  in  through  all  the  sad- 
ness of  her  lot,  would  not  leave  her  child  to  wander  farther 
and  farther  into  the  wilderness  till  there  was  no  turning — 
the  child  so  lovely,  so  pitiful  to, others,  so  good — ^till  she 
was  goaded  into  sin  by  woman's  bitterest  sorrows!  Mrs. 
Raynor  had  her  faith  and  her  spiritual  comforts,  though 
she  was  not  in  the  least  evangelical,  and  knew  nothing  of 
doctrinal  zeal.  I  fear  most  of  Mr.  Tryan's  hearers  would 
have  considered  her  destitute  of  saving  knowledge,  and  I 
am  quite  sure  she  had  no  well-defined  views  on  justifica- 
tion. Nevertheless,  she  read  her  Bible  a  great  deal,  and 
thought  she  found  divine  lessons  there  —  how  to  bear  the 
cross  meekly,  and  be  merciful.  Let  us  hope  that  there  is 
a  saving  ignorance,  and  that  Mrs.  Raynor  was  justified 
without  knowing  exactly  how. 

She  tried  to  have  hope  and  trust,  though  it  was  hard  to 
believe  that  the  future  would  be  anything  else  than  the 
harvest  of  the  seed  that  was  being  sown  before  her  eyes. 
But  always  there  is  seed  being  sown  silently  and  unseen. 
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and  everywhere  there  come  sweet  flowers  without  our  fore- 
sight or  labor.  We  reap  what  we  sow,  but  Nature  has  love 
over  and  above  that  justice,  and  gives  us  shadow  and  blos- 
som and  fruit  that  spring  from  no  planting  of  ours. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


Most  people  must  have  agreed  with  Mrs.  Raynor  that 
the  Confirmation  that  day  was  a  pretty  sight,  at  least  when 
those  slight  girlish  forms  and  fair  young  faces  moved  in  a 
white  rivulet  along  the  aisles,  ana  flowed  into*  kneeling 
semicircles  under  the  light  of  the  great  chancel  window, 
softened  by  patches  of  dark  old  painted  glass;  and  one 
would  tliink  that  to  look  on  while  a  pair  of  venerable 
hands  pressed  such  young  heads,  and  a  venerable  face 
looked  upward  for  a  blessing  on  them,  would  be  very  likely 
to  make  the  heart  swell  gently,  and  to  moisten  the  eyes. 
Yet  I  remember  the  eyes  seemed  very  dry  in  Milby  Church 
that  dtiy,  notwithstanding  that  the  bishop  was  an  old  man, 
and  probably  venerable  (for  though  he  was  not  an  eminent 
Grecian,  lie  was  the  brother  of  a  Whig  lord) ;  and  I  think 
the  eyes  must  have  remained  dry,  because  he  had  small 
delicate  womanish  hands  adorned  with  ruffles,  and,  instead 
of  laying  them  on  the  girl's  heads,  just  let  them  hover 
over  each  in  quick  succession,  as  if  it  were  not  etiquette  to 
touch  them,  and  as  if  the  laying  on  of  hands  were  like  the 
theatrical  embrace — part  of  the  play,  and  not  to  be  really 
believed  in.  To  be  sure,  there  were  a  great  many  heads,  and 
the  bishop's  time  was  limited.  Moreover,  a  wig  can,  under 
no  circumstances,  be  affecting,  except  in  rare  cases  of 
illusion;  and  copious  lawn-sleeves  cannot  be  expected  to  go 
directly  to  any  heart  except  a  washerwoman's. 

I  know,  Ned  Phipps,  who  knelt  against  me,  and  I  am 
sure  made  me  behave  much  worse  than  I  should  have  done 
without  him,  whispered  that  he  thought  the  bishop  was  a 
*^guy,"  and  I  certainly  remember  thinking  that  Mr.  Pren- 
dergast  looked  much  more  dignified  with  his  plain  white 
surplice  and  black  hair.  He  was  a  tall  commanding  man, 
and  read  the  Liturgy  in  a  strikingly  sonorous  and  uniform 
voice,  which  I  tried  to  imitate  the  next  Sunday  at  home, 
until  mv  little  sister  began  to  cry,  and  said  I  was  '^yoaring 
at  her/^ 
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Mr.  Tryan  sat  in  a  pew  near  the  pulpit  with  several 
other  clergymen.  He  looked  pale,  and  rubbed  his  hand 
over  his  face  and  pushed  back  his  hair  oftener  than  usual. 
Standing  in  the  aisle  close  to  him,  and  repeating  the 
responses  with  edifying  loudness,  was  Mr.  Budd,  church- 
warden and  delegate,  with  a  white  staff  in  his  hand  and  a 
backward  bend  of  his  small  head  and  person,  such  as,  I 
suppose,  he  considered  suitable  to  a  friend  of.  sound 
religion.  Conspicuous  in  the  gallery,  too,  was  the  tall 
figure  of  Mr.  Dempster,  whose  professional  avocations 
rarely  allowed  him  to  occupy  his  place  at  church. 

^*  There's  Dempster,^'  said  Mrs.  Linnet  to  her  daughter 
Mary,  ^^ooking  more  respectable  than  usual,  I  declare. 
He's  got  a  fine  speech  by  heart  to  make  to  the  Bishop,  111 
answer  for  it.  But  he'll  be  pretty  well  sprinkled  with 
snuff  before  service  is  over,  and  the  Bishop  won't  be  able 
to  listen  to  him  for  sneezing,  that's  one  comfort. '^ 

At  length  the  last  stage  in  the  long  ceremony  was  over, 
the  large  assembly  streamed  warm  and  weary  into  the  open 
afternoon  sunshine,  and  the  Bishop  retired  to  the  parson- 
age, where,  after  honoring  Mrs.  Crewe's  collation,  he  was 
to  give  audience  to  the  delegates  and  Mr.  Tryan  on  the 
great  question  of  the  evening  lecture. 

Between  five  and  six  o'clock  the  parsonage  was  once 
more  as  quiet  as  usual  under  the  shadow  of  its  tall  elms, 
and  the  only  traces  of  the  Bishop's  recent  presence  there 
were  the  wheel-marks  on  the  gravel,  and  tne  long  table 
with  its  garnished  dishes  awry,  its  damask  sprinkled  with 
crumbs,  and  its  decanters  without  their  stoppers.  Mr. 
Crewe  was  already  calmly  smoking  his  pipe  in  the  opposite 
sitting-room,  and  Janet  was  agreeing  with  Mrs.  Crewe  that 
some  of  the  blanc-mange  would  be  a  nice  thing  to  take  to 
Sally  Martin,  while  the  little  old  lady  herself  had  a  spoon 
in  her  hand  ready  to  gather  the  crumbs  into  a  plate,  that 
she  might  scatter  them  on  the  gravel  for  the  little  birds. 

Before  that  time,  the  Bishop's  carriage  had  been  seen 
driving  through  the  High  Street  on  its  way  to  Lord  Truf- 
f  ord's,  where  he  was  to  dine.  The  question  of  the  lecture 
was  decided,  then? 

The  nature  of  the  decision  maybe  gathered  from  the 
following  conversation  which  took  place  in  the  bar  of  the 
Eed  Lion  that  evening. 

'^So  you're  done,  eh,  Dempster?"  was  Mr.  Pilgrim's 
observation,  uttered  with  some  gusto.     He  was  not  glad 
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Mr.  Tryan  had  gained  his  point,  but  he  was  not  sorry 
Dempster  was  disappointed. 

^^Done,  sir?  Not  at  all.  It  is  what  I  anticipated.  I 
knew  we  had  nothing  else  to  expect  in  these  days,  when 
the  Church  is  infested  by  a  set  of  men  who  are  only  fit  to 
give  out  hymns  from  an  empty  cask,  to  tunes  set  by  a 
journejntnan  cobbler.  But  I  was  not  the  less  to  exert  my- 
self in  the  cause  of  sound  Churchmanship  for  the  good  of 
the  town.  Any  coward  can  fight  a  battle  when  he's  sure 
of  winning;  but  give  me  the  man  who  has  pluck  to  fight 
when  he^s  sure  of  losing.  That^s  my  way,  sir;  and  there 
are  many  victories  worse  than  a  defeat,  as  Mr.  Tryan  shall 
learn  to  his  cost.'^ 

"He  must  be  a  poor  shuperannyated  sort  of  a  bishop, 
that^s  my  opinion,'^  said  Mr.  Tomlinson,  "to  go  along 
with  a  sneaking  Methodist*  like  Tryan.  And,  for  my  part, 
I  think  we  should  be  as  well  wi^out  bishops,  if  they^re  no 
wiser  than  that.  Whereas  the  use  o'  havin'  thousands  a- 
year  an'  livin'  in  a  pallis,  if  they  don't  stick  to  the 
Church?'^ 

"No.  There  you^re  going  out  of  your  depth,  Tomlin- 
son,^' said  Mr.  Dempster.  "No  one  shall  hear  me  say  a 
word  against  Episcopacy— it  is  a  safeguard  of  the  Church; 
we  must  have  ranks  and  dignities  there  as  well  as  every- 
where else.  No,  sir!  Episcopacy  is  a  good  thing;  but  it 
may  happen  that  a  bishop  is  not  a  good  thing.  Just  as 
brandy  is  a  good  thing,  though  this  particular  brandy  is 
British,  and  tastes  like  sugared  rain-water  caught  down 
the  chimney.  Here,  Eatcliffe,  let  me  have  something  to 
drink,  a  little  less  like  a  decoction  of  sugar  and  soot." 

"/  said  nothing  again'  Episcopacy,"  returned  Mr.  Tom- 
linson. "  I  only  said  I  thought  we  should  do  as  well  wi'out 
bishops;  an'  I'll  say  it  again  for  the  matter  o'  that.  Bishops 
never  brought  any  grist  to  my  mill." 

"Do  you  know  when  the  lectures  are  to  begin?"  said 
Mr.  Pilgrim. 

"  They  are  to  begin  on  Sunday  next,"  said  Mr.  Demp- 
ster, in  a  significant  tone;  "but  I  think  it  will  not  take  a 
long-sighted  prophet  to  foresee  the  end  of  them.  If  strikes 
me  Mr.  Tryan  will  be  looking  out  for  another  curacy 
shortly." 

"  He'll  not  get  many  Milby  people  to  go  and  hear  his 
lectures  after  a  while,  I'll  bet  a  guinea,"  observed  Mr. 
Budd.     "I  know  I'll  not  keep  a  single  workman  on  my 
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f  round  who  either  goes  to  the  lecture  himself  or  lets  any- 
ody  belonging  to  him  go/' 

''  Nor  me  nayther/^  said  Mr.  Tomlinson.  ^^  No  Tryanite 
shall  touch  a  sack  or  drive  a  waggon  o'  mine,  that  you  may 
depend  on.  An^  I  know  more  besides  me  as  are  o'  the 
same  mind/* 

"  Tryan  has  a  good  many  friends  in  the  town,  though, 
and  friends  that  are  likely  to  stand  by  him,  too,'*  said  Mr. 
Pilgrim.  ^'  I  should  say  it  would  be  as  well  to  let  him  and 
his  lectures  alone.  If  he  goes  on  preaching  as  he  does, 
with  such  a  constitution  as  his,  he'll  get  a  relaxed  throat 
by-and-by,  and  you'll  be  rid  of  him  without  any  trouble." 

*^  We'll  not  allow  him  to  do  himself  that  injury,"  said 
Mr.  Dempster.  *^  Since  his  health  is  not  good,  we'll  per- 
suade him  to  try  change  of  air.  Depend  upon  it,  he'll  find 
the  climate  of  Milby  too  hot  for  him." 


CHAPTEE  VII. 


Mb.  Dempster  did  not  stay  long  at  the  Red  Lion  that 
evening.  He  was  sunvmoned  home  to  meet  Mr.  Armstrong, 
a  wealthy  client,  and  as  he  was  kept  in  consultation  till  a 
late  hour,  it  happened  that  this  was  one  of  the  nights  on 
which  Mr.  Dempster  went  to  bed  tolerably  sober.  Thus 
the  day,  which  had  been  one  of  Janet's  happiest,  because 
it  had  been  spent  by  her  in  helping  her  dear  old- friend  Mrs. 
Crewe,  ended  for  her  with  unusual  quietude;  and  as  a  bright 
sunset  promises  a  fair  morning,  so  a  calm  lying  down  is  a 
good  augury  for  a  calm  waking.  Mr.  Dempster,  on  the 
Thursday  morning,  was  in  one  of  his  best  humors,  and 
though  perhaps  some  of  the  good-humor  might  result  from 
the  prospect  of  a  lucrative  and  exciting  bit  of  business  in 
Mr.  Armstrong's  probable  law-suit,  the  greater  part  of  it 
was  doubtless  due  to  those  stirrings  of  the  more  kindly, 
healthy  sap  of  human  feeling,  by  which  goodness  tries  to 
get  the  upper  hand  in  us  whenever  it  seems  to  have  the 
slightest  chance — on  Sunday  mornings,  perhaps,  when  we 
are  set  free  from  the  grinding  hurry  of  tne  week,  and  take 
the  little  three-year-old  on  our  knee  at  breakfast  to  share 
our  Qgg  and  muffin;  in  moments  of  trouble,  when  death 
visits  our  roof  or  illness  makes  us  dependent  on  the  tend- 
ing hand  of  a  slighted  wife;  in  quiet  talks  with  an  aged 


mother,  of  the  days  when  we  stood  at  her  knee  with  our 
first  picture-book,  or  wrote  her  loving  letters  from  school. 
In  the  man  whose  childhood  has  known  caresses  there  is 
always  a  fibre  of  memory  that  can  be  touched  to  gentle 
issues,  and  Mr.  Dempster,  whom  you  have  hitherto  seen 
only  as  the  orator  of  the  Eed  Lion,  and  the  drunken 
tyrant  of  a  dreary  midnight  home,  was  the  first-born 
darling  son  of  a  fair  little  mother.  That  mother  was  liv- 
ing still,  and  her  own  large  black  easy-chair,  where  she  sat 
knitting  through  the  live-long  day,  was  now  set  ready  for 
her  at  the  breakfast-table,  by  her  son^s  side,  a  sleek  tor- 
toise-shell cat  acting  as  provisional  incumbent. 

^^Good  morning,  Mamsey!  Why,  you^re  looking  as 
fresh  as  a  daisy  this  morning.  You-re  getting  young 
again,^^  said  Mr.  Dempster,  looking  up  from  his  newspaper 
when  the  little  old  lady  entered.  A  very  little  old  lady  she 
was,  with  a  pale,  scarcely  wrinkled  face,  hair  of  that  pecu- 
liar white  which  tells  that  the  locks  have  once  been  blonde, 
a  natty  pure  white  cap  on  her  head,  and  a  white  shawl 
pinned  over  her  shoulders.  You  saw  at  a  glance  that  she  had 
been  a  mignonne  blonde,  strangely  unlike  her  tall,  ugly, 
dingy-complexioned  son;  unlike  her  daughter-in-law,  too, 
whose  large-featured  brunette  beauty  seemed  always  thrown 
into  higher  relief  by  the  white  presence  of  little  Mamsey. 
The  unlikeness  between  Janet  and  her  mother-in-law  went 
deeper  than  outline  and  complexion,  and  indeed  there  was 
little  sympathy  between  them,  for  old  Mrs.  Dempster  had, 
not  yet  learned  to  believe  that  her  son,  Kobert,  would 
have  gone  wrong  if  he  had  married  the  right  woman — a 
meek  woman  like  herself,  who  would  have  borne  him 
children,  and  been  a  deft,  orderly  housekeeper.  In 
spite  of  Janet^s  tenderness  and  attention  to  Jier,  she  had 
had  little  love  for  her  daughter-in-law  from  the  first,  and 
had  witnessed  the  sad  growth  of  home-misery  through 
long  years,  always  with  a  disposition  to  lay  the  blame  on 
the  wife  rather  than  on  the  husband,  and  to  reproach 
Mrs.  Eaynor  for  encouraging  her  daughter's  faults  by  a 
too  exclusive  sympathy.  But  old  Mrs.  Dempster  had 
that  rare  gift  of  silence  and  passivity  which  often  sup- 
plies the  absence  of  mental  strength;  and,  whatever  were 
her  thoughts,  she  said  no  word  to  aggravate  the  domestic 
discord.  Patient  and  mute  she  sat  at  her  knitting  through 
many  a  scene  of  quarrel  and  anguish;  resolutely  she 
appeared  unconscious  of  the  sounds  that  reached  her  ears, 
and  the  facts  she  divined  after  she  had  retired  to  her  bed. 
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mutely  she  witnessed  poor  Janet^s  faults,  only  registering 
them  as  a  balance  of  excuse  on  the  side  of  her  son.  The 
hai-d,  astute,  domineering  attorney  was  still  that  little  old 
woman's  pet,  as  he  had  been  when  she  watched  with  tri- 
umphant pride  his  first  tumbling  effort  to  march  alone 
across  the  nursery  floor.  ^*See  what  a  good  son  he  is  to 
me!''  she  often  thought.  *' Never  gave  me  a  harsh  word. 
And  so  he  might  have  been  a  good  husband." 

Oh,  it  is  piteous — that  sorrow  of  aged  women!  In 
early  youth,  perhaps,  they  said  to  themselves,  ^^I  shall  be 
happy  when  I  have  a  husband  to  love  me  best  of  all"; 
then,  when  the  husband  was  too  careless,  ^^My  child  will 
comfort  me";  then,  through  the  mother's  watching  and 
toil,  ^-'My  child  will  repay  me  all  when  it  grows  up." 
And  at  last,  after  the  long  journey  of  years  has  been 
wearily  traveled  through,  the  mother's  heart  is  weighed 
down  by  a  heavier  burden,  and  no  hope  remains  but  the 
grave. 

But  this  morning  old  Mrs.  Dempster  sat  down  in  her 
easy-chair,  without  any  painful,  suppressed  remembrance 
of  the  preceding  night. 

^^  I  declare  mammy  looks  younger  than  Mrs.  Crewe,  who 
is  only  sixty-five,"  said  Janet.  **Mrs.  Crewe  will  come  to 
see  you  to-day,  mammy,  and  tell  you  all  about  her 
troubles  with  the  Bishop  and  the  collation.  She'll  bring 
her  knitting,  and  you'll  have  a  regular  gossip  together." 

**The  gossip  will  be  all  on  one  side,  then,  for  Mrs. 
Crewe  gets  so  very  deaf,  I  can't  make  her  hear  a  word. 
And  if  I  motion  to  her,  she  always  understands  me 
wrong." 

"  Oh,  she  will  have  so  much  to  tell  you  to-day,  you  will 
not  want  to  speak  yourself.  You  who  have  patience 
to  knit  those  wonderful  counterpanes,  mammy,  must  not 
be  impatient  with  dear  Mrs.  Crewe.  Good  old  lady!  I 
can't  bear  her  to  think  she's  ever  tiresome  to  people,  and 
you  know  she's  verv  ready  to  fancy  herself  in  the  way.  I 
think  she  would  like  to  shrink  up  to  the  size  of  a  mouse, 
that  she  might  run  about  and  do  people  good  without 
their  noticing  her." 

*^It  isn't  patience  I  Want,  God  knows;  it's  lungs  to 
speak  loud  enough.  But  you'll  be  at  home  yourself,  I 
suppose,  this  morning;  and  you  can  talk  to  her  for  me." 

"  No,  mammy;  I  promised  poor  Mrs.  Lowme  to  go  and 
sit  with  her.     She's  confined  to  her  room,  and  both  the 
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Miss  Lowmes  are  out;  sp  I'm  going  to  read  the  news- 
paper to  her  and  amuse  her^'' 

'^Couldn't  you  so  another  morning?  As  Mr.  Arm- 
strong and  that  other  gentleman  are  coming  to  dinner,  I 
should  think  it  would  be  better  to  stay  at  home.  Can 
you  trust  Betty  to  see  to  everything?  She's  new  to  the 
place." 

"Oh,  I  couldn't  disappoint  Mrs.  Lowme;  I  promised 
her.     Betty  will  do  very  well,  .no  fear.'' 

Old  Mrs.  Dempster  was  silent  after  this,  and  began  to 
sip  her  tea.  The  breakfast  went  on  without  further  con- 
versation for  some  time,  Mr.  Dempster  being  absorbed  in 
the  papers.  At  length,  when  he  was  running  over  the. 
advertisements,  his  eye  seemed  to  be  caught  by  something 
that  suggested  a  new  thought  to  him.  He  presently 
thumped  the  table  with  an  air  of  exultation,  and  said, 
turning  to  Janet — 

"  I've  a  capital  idea,  Gypsy!"  (that  was  his  name  for  his 
dark-eved  wife  when  he  was  in  an  extra^ordinarily  good 
humor),  "and  you  shall  help  me.  It's  just  what  you're 
up  to." 

"What  is  it?"  said  Janet,  her  face  beaming  at  the 
sound  of  the  pet  name,  now  heard  so  seldom.  "Anything 
to  do  with  conveyancing?" 

"  It's  a  bit  of  fun  worth  a  dozen  fees — a  plan  for  raising 
a  laugh  against  Tryan  and  his  gang  of  hypocrites." 

"  What  is  it?  Nothing  that  wants  a  needle  and  thead, 
I  hope,  else  I  must  go  and  tease  mother." 

"  No,  nothing  sharper  than  your  wit — except  mine.  Ill 
tell  you  what  it  is.  We'll  get  up  a  programme  of  the 
Sunday  evening  lecture,  like  a  play -bill,  you  know — 
'  Grand  Performance  of  the  celebrated  Mountebank,'  and 
so  on.  We'll  bring  in  the  Tryanites — old  Landor  and  the 
rest — in  appropriate  characters.  Proctor  shall  print  it, 
and  well  circulate  it  in  the  town.  It  will  be  a  capital 
hit." 

"Bravo!"  said  Janet,  clapping  her  hands.  She  would 
just  then  have  pretended  to  like  almost  anything,  in  her 
pleasure  at  being  appealed  to  by  her  husband,  and  she 
really  did  like  to  laugh  at  the  Tryanites.  "We'll  set 
about  it  directly,  and  sketch  it  out  before  you  go  to  the 
office.  I've  got  Tryan's  sermons  up-stairs,  but  I  don't 
think  there's  anything  in  them  we  can  use.  I've  only  just 
looked  into  them;  they're  not  at  all  what  I  expected— dull^ 
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stupid  things — nothing  of  the  roaring  fire-and-brimstone 
that  I  expected/^ 

*^ Roaring?  No;  Tryan^s  as  soft  as  a  sucking  dove — one 
of  your  honey-mouthed  hypocrites.  Plenty  of  devil  and 
malice  in  him  though,  I  could  see  that,  while  he  was  talk- 
ing to  the  Bishop;  but  as  smooth  as  a  snake  outside.  He's 
beginning  a  single-handed  fight  with  me,  I  can^see — per- 
suading my  clients  away  from  me.  We  shall  see  who  will 
be  the  first  to  cry  peccavi.  Milby  will  do  better  without 
Mr.  Tryan  than  without  Robert  Dempster,  I  fancy!  and 
Milby  shall  never  be  flooded  with  cant  as  long  as  I  can 
raise  a  breakwater  against  it.  But  now,  get  the  breakfast 
things  cleared  away,  and  let  us  set  about  the  play-bill. 
Come,  Mamsey,  come  and  have  a  walk  with  me  round  the 
garden,  and  let  us  see  how  the  cucumbers  are  getting  on. 
rve  never  taken  you  round  the  garden  for  an  age.    Come, 

Jou  don't  want  a  bonnet.     It's  like  walking  in  a  green- 
ouse  this  morning." 

^*  But  she  will  want  a  parasol,''  said  Janet.  *^  There's 
pne  on  the  stand  against  the  garden  door,  Robert." 

The  little  old  lady  took  her  son's  arm  with  placid  pleas- 
ure. She  could  barely  reach  it  so  as  to  rest  upon  it,  but 
he  inclined  a  little  toward  her,  and  accommodated  his 
heavy  long-limbed  steps  to  her  feeble  pace.  The  cat  chose 
to  sun  herself  too,  and  walked  close  beside  them,  with  tail 
erect,  rubbing  her  sleek  sides  against  their  legs, — too  well 
fed  to  be  excited  by  the  twittering  birds.  The  garden  was 
of  the  grassy,  shady  kind,  often  seen  attached  to  old  houses  - 
in  provincial  towns;  the  apple  trees  had  had  time  to  spread 
their  branches  very  wide,  the  shrubs  and  hardy  perennial 
plants  had  grown  into  a  luxuriance  that  required  constant 
trimming  to  prevent  them  from  intruding  on  the  space  for 
walking.  But  the  farther  end,  which  united  with  green 
fields,  was  open  and  sunny. 

It  was  rather  sad,  and  yet  pretty,  to  see  that  little  group 
passing  out  of  the  shadow  into  the  sunshine,  and  out  of  the 
sunshine  into  the  shadow  again:  sad,  because  this  tender- 
ness of  the  son  for  the  mother  was  hardl]^  more  than  a 
nucleus  of  healthy  life  in  an  organ  hardening  by  disease, 
because  the  man  who  was  linked  in  this  way  with  an  innocent 
past,  had  become  callous  in  worldliness,  fevered  by  sensual- 
ity, enslaved  by  chance  impulses;  pretty,  because  it  showed 
how  hard  it  is  to  kill  the  deep-down  fibrous  roots  of  human 
Ipve  and  goodness — how  the  mm  from  whpm  w^  mak^  it 
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our  pride  to  shrink,  has  yet  a  close  brotherhood  with  us 
through  some  of  our  most  sacred  feelings. 

As  they  were  returning  to  the  house,  Janet  met  them, 
and  said,  *'Now,  Robert,  the  writing  things  are  ready.  I 
shall  be  clerk,  and  Mat  Paine  can  copy  it  out  after.  ^^ 

Mammy  once  more  deposited  in  her  arm  chair,  with  her 
knitting  in  her  hand,  and  the  cat  purring  at  her  elbow, 
Janet  seated  herself  at  the  table,  while  Mr.  Dempster 
placed  himself  near  her,  took  out  his  snuff-box,  and  plenti- 
fully suffusing  himself  with  the  inspiring  powder,  began 
to  dictate. 

What  he  dictated,  we  shall  see  by-and-by. 


CHAPTER  VIIL 


The  next  day,  Friday,  at  five  o^clock  by  the  sun-dial, 
the  large  bow-window  of  Mrs.  Jerome^s  parlor  was  open; 
and  that  lady  herself  was  seated  within  its  ample  semi- 
circle, having  a  table  before  her  on  which  her  best  tea-tray, 
her  best  china,  and  her  best  urn -rug  had  already  been  stand-" 
ing  in  readiness  for  half  an  hour.  Mrs.  Jerome^s  best  tea- 
service  was  of  delicate  white  fluted  china,  with  gold  sprigs 
upon  it — as  pretty  a  tea-servioe  as  you  .need  wish  to  see, 
and  quite  good  enough  for  chimney  ornaments;  indeed, 
as  the  cups  were  without  handles,  most  visitors  who 
had  the  distinction  of  taking  tea  out  of  them,  wished 
that  such  charming  china  had  already  been  promoted 
to  that  honorary  position.  Mrs.  Jerome  was  like  her 
china,  handsome  and  old-fashioned.  She  was  a  buxom 
lady  of  sixty,  in  an  elaborate  lace  cap  fastened  by  a  frill 
under  her  chin,  a  dark,  well-curled  front  concealing  her 
forehead,  a  snowy  neckerchief  exhibiting  its  ample  folds 
as  far  as  her  waist,  and  a  stiff,  gray  silk  gown.  She  had 
a  clean  damask  napkin  pinned  before  her  to  guard  her 
dress  duriner  the  process  of  tea-making;  her  favorite  ger- 
aniums in  tTie  bow- window  were  looking  as  healthy  as  she 
could  desire;  her  own  handsome  portrait,  painted  when  she 
was  twenty  years  younger,  was  smiling  down  on  her  with 
agreeable  flattery;  and  altogether  she  seemed  to  be  in  as 
peaceful  and  pleasant  a  position  as  a  buxom  well-dressed 
elderly  lady  need  desire.  But,  as  in  so  many  other  cases, 
appearances  were  deceptive.     Her  mind  was  greatly  per- 
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turbed  and  her  temper  ruffled  by  the  fact  that  it  was  more 
than  a  quarter  past  five  even  by  the  losing  timepiece,  that 
it  was  half -past  by  her  large  gold  watch,  which  she  held  in 
her  hand  as  if  she  were  counting  the  pulse  of  the  after- 
noon, and  that,  by  the  kitchen  clock,  which  she  felt  sure  was 
not  an  hour  too  fast,  it  had  already  struck  six.  The  lapse 
of  time  was  rendered  the  more  unendurable  to  Mrs.  Jerome 
by  her  wonder  that  Mr.  Jerome  could  stay  out  in  the 
garden  with  Lizzie  in  that  thoughtless  way,  taking  it  so 
easily  that  tea-time  was  long  past,  and  that,  after  all  the 
trouble  of  getting  down  the  best  tea-things,  Mr.  Tryan 
would  not  qpme. 

This  honor  had  been  shown  to  Mr.  Tryan;  not  at  all 
because  Mrs.  Jerome  had  any  high  appreciation  of  his  doc- 
trine or  of  his  exemplary  activity  as  a  pastor,  but  simply 
because  he  was  a  '^  Church  clergyman,^'  and  as  such  was 
regarded  by  her  with  the  same  sort  of  exceptional  respect 
that  a  white  woman  who  had  married  a  native  of  the  Soci- 
ety Islands  might  be  supposed  to  feel  toward  a  white- 
skinned  visitor  from  the  land  of  her  youth.  For  Mrs. 
Jerome  had  been  reared  a  Churchwoman,  and  having 
attained  the  age  of  thirty  before  she  was  married,  had  felt 
the  greatest  repugnance  in  the  first  instance  to  renouiujing 
the  religious  forms  in  which  she  had  been  brought  up. 
^^You  know,^^  she  said  in  confidence  to  her  Church 
acquaintances,  "I  wouldn^t  give  no  ear  at  all  to  Mr. 
Jerome  at  fust;  but  after  all,  I  began  to  think  as  there  was 
a  many  things  worse  nor  goin*  to  chapel;  an'  you'd  better  do 
that  nor  not  pay  your  way.  Mr.  Jerome  had  a  very  pleasant 
manner  with  him,  an'  there  was  niver  another  as  kept  a 
gig,  an'  'ud  make  a  settlement  on  me  like  him,  chapel  or 
no  chapel.  It  seemed  very  odd  to  me  for  a  long  while,  the 
preachm'  without  book,  an'  the  stannin'  up  to  one  long 
prayer,  istid  o'  changin'  your  postur.  But  la!  there's 
nothin'  as  you  mayn't  get  used  to  i'  time;  you  can  aFys 
sit  down,  you  know,  before  the  prayer's  done.  The  min- 
isters say  pretty  nigh  the  same  things  as  the  Church  parsons, 
by  what  I  could  iver  make  out,  an'  we're  out  o'  chapel  i' 
the  mornin'  a  deal  sooner  nor  they're  out  o'  church.  An' 
as  for  pews,  ours  is  a  deal  comfortabler  nor  any  i'  Mil  by 
Church." 

Mrs.  Jerome,  you  perceive,  had  not  a  keen  susceptibil- 
ity to  shades  of  doctrine,  and  it  is  probable  that  after  list- 
ening to  Dissenting  eloquence  for  thirty  years,  she  might 
safely  have  re-entered  the  Establisment  without  performmg 
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any  spiritual  quarantine.  Her  mind,  apparently,  was  of 
that  non-porous  flinty  character  which  is  not  in  the  least 
danger  from  surrounding  damp.      But  on  the  question  of 

fettmg  start  of  the  sun  on  the  day^s  business,  and  clearing, 
er  conscience  of  the  necessary  sum  of  meals  and  the  con- 
sequent ^^  washing  up^'  as  soon  as  possible,  so  that  the 
family  might  be  well  in  bed  at  nine,  Mrs.  Jerome  was 
susceptible;  and  the  present  lingering  pace  of  things, 
united  with  Mr.  Jerome's  unaccountable  obliviousness,  was 
not  to  be  borne  any  longer.  So  she  rang  the  bell  for  Sally. 
"Goodness  me,  Sally!  go  into  the  garden  an^  see  after 
your  master.  Tell  him  it's  goin^  on  for  six,  an^  Mr.  Tryan 
^ull  niver  think  o^  comin^  now,  an^  it's  time  we  got  tea 
over.  An'  he's  lettin'  Lizzie  stain  her  frock,  I  expect, 
among  them  strawberry-beds.  Make  her  come  in  this 
minute." 

No  wonJer  Mr.  Jerome  was  tempted  to  linger  in  the " 
garden,  for  though  the  house  was  pretty  and  well  deserved 
its  name — "the  White  House,"  the  tall  damask  roses  that 
clustered  over  the  porch  being  thrown  into  relief  by  rough 
stucco  of  the  most  brilliant  white,  yet  the  garden  and 
orchards  were  Mr.  Jerome's  glory,  as  well  they  might  be; 
and  there  was  nothing  in  which  he  had  a  more  innocent 
pride — ^peace  to  a  good  man's  memory!  all  his  pride  was 
innocent — than  in  conducting  a  hitherto  uninitiated  visitor 
over  his  grounds,  and  making  him  in  some  degree  aware  of 
the  incomparable  advantages  possessed  by  the  inhabitants 
of  the  White  House  in  the  matter  of  red -streaked  apples, 
russets,  northern  greens  (excellent  for  baking),  swan-egg 
pears,  and  early  vegetables,  to  say  nothing  of  flowering 
"srnbs,"  pink  hawthorns,  lavender  bushes  more  than  ever 
Mrs.  Jerome  could  use,  and,  in  short,  a  superabundance  of 
everything  that  a  person  retired  from  business  could  desire 
to  possess  himself  or  to  share  with  his  friends.  The  gar- 
den was  one  of  those  old-fashioned  paradises  which  hardly 
exist  any  longer  except  as  memories  of  our  childhood:  no 
finical  separation  between  flower  and  kitchen  garden  there; 
no  monotony  of  enjoyment  for  one  sense  to  the  exclusion 
of  another;  but  a  charming  paradisiacal  mingling  of  all 
that  was  pleasant  to  the  eyes  and  good  for  food.  The  rich 
flower-border  running  along  every  walk,  with  its  endless 
succession  of  spring  flowers,  anemones,  auriculas,  wall- 
flowers, sweet-williams,  campanulas,  snapdragons,  and 
tiger-lilies,  had  its  taller  beauties,  such  as  moss  and 
Province  roses,  varied  with  espalier  apple-trees;  the  crira- 
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son  of  a  carnation  was  carried  out  in  the  lurking  crimson 
of  the  neighboring  strawberry-beds;  you  gathered  a  moss- 
rose  one  moment  and  a  bunch  of  currants  the  next;  you 
.were  in  a  delicious  fluctuation  between  the  scent  of  jas- 
mine and  the  juice  of  gooseberries.  Then  what  a  high 
wall  at  one  end,  flanked  by  a  summer-house  so  lofty,  that 
after  ascending  its  long  night  of  steps  you  could  see  per- 
fectly well  there  was  no  view  worth  looking  at;  what 
alcoves  and  garden-seats  in  all  directions;  and  along  one 
side,  what  a  hedge,  tall,  and  firm,  and  unbroken,  like  a 
green  wall! 

.  It  was  near  this  hedge  that  Mr.  Jerome  was  standing 
when  Sally  found  him.  He  had  set  down  the  basket  of 
strawberries  on  the  gravel,  and  had  lifted  up  little  Lizzie 
in  his  arms  to  look  at  a  bird^s  nest.  Lizzia  peeped,  and 
then  looked  at  her  grandpa  with  round  blue  eyes,  and  then 
peeped  again. 

*^D'ye  see  it,  Lizzie?*'  he  whispered. 

^' Yes,**  she  whispered  in  return,  putting  her  lips  very 
near  grandpa's  face.     At  this  moment  Sally  appeared. 

"Eh,  eh,  Sally,  what's  the  matter?  Is  Mr.  Tryan 
come?" 

"  No,  sir,  an*  Missis  says  she's  sure  he  won't  come  now, 
an'  she  wants  you  to  come  in  an'  hev  tea.  Dear  heart. 
Miss  Lizzie,  you've  stained  your  pinafore,  an'  I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  it's  gone  through  to  your  frock.  There'll  be 
fine  work!    Come  alonk  wi'  me,  do." 

"Nay,  nay,  nay,  we've  done  no  harm,  we've  done  no 
harm,  hev  we,  Lizzie?  The  wash-tub  'uU  make  all  right 
again." 

Sally,  regarding  the  wash-tub  from  a  different  point  of 
view,  looked  sourly  serious,  and  hurried  away  with  Lizzie, 
who  trotted  submissively  along,  her  little  head  in  eclipse 
under  a  large  nankin  bonnet,  while  Mr.  Jerome  followed 
leisurely  with  his  full  broad  shoulders  in  rather  a  stooping 
posture,  and  his  large  good-natured  features  and  white 
locks  shaded  by  a  broad-brimmed  hat. 

"  Mr.  Jerome,  I  wonder  at  you,"  said  Mrs.  Jerome,  in  a 
tone  of  indignant  remonstrance,  evidently  sustained  by  a 
deep  sense  of  injury,  as  her  husband  opened  the  parlor 
door.  "  When  will  you  leave  off  invitin'  people  to  meals 
an'  not  lettin'  'em  know  the  time?  I'll  answer  for't,  you 
niver  said  a  word  to  Mr.  Tryan  as  we  should  take  tea  at 
five  o'clock.     It's  just  like  you!" 

^*Nay,  nay,  Susan/*  wewered  her  husband,  in  a  sooth- 
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ing  tone,  ^'there^s  nothin*  amiss.  I  told  Mr.  Tryan  as 
we  took  tea  at  five  punctial;  mayhap  sftmmat^s  a-detainin* 
on  him.   He^s  a  deal  to  do,  an^  to  think  on,  remember.^' 

"Why,  it^s  struck  six  i^  the  kitchen  already.  It^s  non- 
sense to  look  for  him  comin^  now.  So  you  may^s  well  ring 
for  tV  urn.  Now  Sally^s  got  th'  heater  in  the  fire,  we 
may^s  well  hev  th^  urn  in,  though  he  doesn't  come.  I  niver 
see'd  the  like  o'  you,  Mr.  Jerome,  for  axin'  people  an^ 
givin*  me  trouble  o'  gettin'  things  down  an'  hevin'  crum- 
pets made,  an'  after  all  they  don't  come.  I  shall  hev  to 
wash  every  one  o'  these  tea-things  myself,  for  there's  no 
trustin'  Sally — she'd  break  a  fortin'  i'  crockery  i'  no  time!  '^ 

"But  why  will  you  give  yourself  sich  trouble,  Susan? 
Our  everyday  tea-things  would  ha'  done  as  well  for  Mr. 
Tryan,  an'  there're  a  deal  convenenter  to  hold." 

"Yes,  that's  just  your  way,  Mr.  Jerome,  you're  al^ys 
a- fin  din'  faut  wi'  my  chany,  because  I  bought  it  myself 
afore  I  was  married.  But  let  me  tell  you,  I  knowed  how 
to  choose  chany  if  I  didn't  know  how  to  choose  a  husband. 
An'  Where's  Lizzie?  You've  niver  left  her  i'  the  garden 
by  herself,  with  her  white  frock  on  an'  clean  stockins?" 

"  Be  easy,  my  dear  Susan,  be  easy;  Lizzie's  come  in  wi' 
Sally,  She's  hevin^  her  pinafore  took  off,  I'll  be  bound. 
Ah!  there's  Mr.  Tryan  a-comin'  through  the  gate." 

Mrs.  Jerome  began  hastily  to  adjust  her  damask  napkin 
and  the  expression  of  her  countenance  for  the  reception  of 
the  clergyman,  and  Mr.  Jerome  went  out  to  meet  his  guest, 
whom  he  greeted  outside  the  door.  * 

"Mr.  Tryan,  how  do  you  do,  Mr.  Tryan?  Welcome  to 
the  White  House!  I'm  glad  to  see  you,  sir — I'm  glad  to 
see  you." 

If  you  had  heard  the  tone  of  mingled  goodwill,  venera- 
tion and  condolence  in  which  this  greeting  was  uttered, 
even  without  seeing  the  face  that  completely  harmonized 
with  it,  you  would  have  no  difficulty  in  inferring,  the 
ground-notes  of  Mr.  Jerome's  character.  To  a  fine  ear 
that  tone  said  as  plainly  as  possible — "Whatever  recom- 
mends itself  to  me,  Thomas  Jerome,  as  pietv  and  good- 
ness, shall  have  my  love  and  honor.  Ah,  friends,  this 
pleasant  world  is  a  sad  one,  too,  isn't  it?  Let  us  help  one 
another,  let  us  help  one  another."  And  it  was  entirely 
owing  to  this  basis  of  character,  not  at  all  from  any  clear 
and  precise  doctrinal  discrimination,  that  Mr.  Jerome  had 
very  early  in  life  become  a  Dissenter.  In  his  boyish  days  he 
b«|rd  been  thrown  where  Dissent  seemed  to  have  the  balaoce  of 
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piety,  purity  and  good  works  on  its  side,  and  to  become  a 
Dissenter  seemed  to  liim  identical  with  choosing  God  instead 
of  mammon.  That  race  of  Dissenters  is  extinct  in  these 
days,  when  opinion  has  got  far  ahead  of  feeling,  and  every 
chapel-going  youth  can  fill  our  ears  with  the  advantages  of 
the  Voluntary  system,  the  corruptions  of  a  State  Church, 
and  the  Scriptural  evidence  that  the  first  Christians  were 
Congregationalists.  Mr.  Jerome  knew  nothing  of  this 
theoretic  basis  for  Dissent,  and  in  the  utmost  extent  of  his 
polemical  discussion  he  had  not  gone  further  than  to  ques- 
tion whether  a  Christian  man  was  bound  in  conscience  to 
distinguish  Christmas  and  Easter  by  any  peculiar  observ- 
ance beyond  the  eating  of  mince-pies  and  cheese-cakes.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  all  seasons  were  alike  good  for  thanking 
God;  departing  from  evil  and  doing  well,  whereas  it  might 
be  desirable  to  restrict  the  period  for  indulging  in  unwhole- 
some forms  of  pastry.  Mr.  Jerome's  dissent  being  of  this 
simple,  non-polemical  kind,  it  is  easy  to  understand  that 
the  report  he  heard  of  Mr.  Tryan  as  a  good  man  and  a 
powerful  preacher,  who  was  stirring  the  hearts  of  the  peo- 
ple, had  been  enough  to  attract  him  to  the  Paddiford 
Church,  and  that  having  felt  himself  more  edified  there 
than  lie  had  of  late  been  under  Mr.  Stickney's  dis- 
courses at  Salem,  he  had  driven  thither  repeatedly  in 
the  Sunday  afternoons,  and  had  sought  an  opportunity 
of  making  Mr.  Tryan's  acquaintance. 
^  The  evening  lecture  was  a  subject  of  warm  interest  with 
him,  and  the  opposition  Mr.  Tryan  met  with  gave  that 
interest  a  strong  tmge  of  partisanship;  for  there  was  a  store 
of  irascibility  in  Mr.  Jerome's  nature  which  must  find  a 
vent  somewhere,  and  in  so  kindly  and  upright  a  man  could 
'only  find  it  in  indignation  against  those  whom  he  held  to 
be  enemies  of  truth  and  goodness.  Mr.  Tryan  had  not 
hitherto  been  to  the  White  House,  but  yesterday,  meeting 
Mr.  Jerome  in  the  street,  he  had  at  once  accepted  the 
invitation  to  tea,  saying  there  was  something  he  wished  to 
talk  about.  He  appeared  worn  and  fatigued  now,  and 
after  shaking  hands  with  Mrs.  Jerome,  threw  himself  into 
a  chair  and  looked  out  on  the  pretty  garden  with  an  air  of 
relief. 

^' Whftt  a  nice  place  you  have  here,  Mr.  Jerome!  I've 
not  seen  anything  so  quiet  and  pretty  since  I  came  to 
Milby.  On  Faddiford  Common,  where  I  live,  you  kno^% 
the  bushes  are  all  sprinkled  with  soot,  and  there's  never 
any  quiet  except  in  the  dead  of  night/' 


''Dear  heart!  dear  heart!  That^s  very  bad — and  for 
you,  too,  as  hev  to  study.  Wouldn^t  it  te  better  for  you 
to  be  somewhere  more  out  i'  the  country  like?^^ 

^'  Oh,  no!  I  should  lose  so  much  time  in  going  to  and 
fro;  and  besides,  I  like  to  be  among  the  people.  Fve  no 
face  to  go  and  preach  resignation  to  those  poor  things  in 
their  smoky  air  and  comfortless  homes,  when  I  come 
straight/from  every  luxury  myself.  There  are  many  things 
quite  lawful  for  other  men,  which  a  clergyman  must  forego 
if  he  would  do  any  good  in  a  manufacturing  population 
like  this." 

Here  the  preparations  for  tea  were  crowned  by  the 
simultaneous  appearance  of  Lizzie  and  the  crumpet.  It  is  a 
pretty  surprise,  when  one  visits  an  elderly  couple,  to 
see  a  little  figure  enter  in  a  white  frock  with  a  blond  head 
as  smooth  as  satin,  round  blue  eyes  and  a  cheek  like  an 
apple-blossom.  A  toddling  little  girl  is  a  centre  of  com- 
mon feeling  which  makes  the  most  dissimilar  people" 
understand  each  other;  and  Mr.  Tryan  looked  at  Lizzie 
with  that  quiet  pleasure  which  is  always  genuine. 

*'Here  we  are,  here  we  are!"  said  proud  grandpapa. 
'^  You  didn^t  think  we'd  got  such  a  little  gell  as  this,  did 
you,  Mr.  Tryan?  Why,  it  seems  but  th'  other  day  since 
ner  mother  was  just  such  another.  This  is  our  little  Lizzie, 
this  is.  Come  an'  shake  hands  wi'  Mr.  Tryan,  Lizzie; 
come." 

Lizzie  advanced  without  hesitation  and  put  out  one 
hand,  while  she  fingered  her  coral  necklace  with  the  other, 
and  looked  up  into  Mr.  Tryan's  face  with  a  reconnoitring 
gaze.  He  stroked  the  satin  head  and  said  in  his  gentlest 
voice>  ^'How  do  you  do,  Lizzie?  will  you  give  me  a  kiss?" 
She  put  up  her  little  bud  of  a  mouth,  and  then  retreating 
a  little  and  glancing  down  at  her  frock,  said — 

"  Dit  id  my  noo  fock.  I  put  it  on  tod  you  wad  toming. 
Tally  taid  you  wouldn't  'ook  at  it." 

''  Hush,  hush,  Lizzie!  little  gells  must  be  seen  and  not 
heard,"  said  Mrs.  Jerome;  while  grandpapa,  winking  signifi- 
cantly, and  looking  radiant  with  delight  at  Lizzie's  extra- 
ordinary promise  of  cleverness,  set  her  up  on  her  high 
cane-chair  by  the  side  of  grandma,  who  lost  no  time  in 
shielding  the  beauties  of  the  new  frock  with  a  napkin. 

''Well  now,  Mr.  Tryan,"  said  Mr.  Jerome,  in  a  very 
serious  tone,  when  tea  h^d  been  distributed,  ^'let  me  hear 
how  you're  a-goin'  on  about  the  lectur.  When  I  was  i' 
the  town  yesterday,  I  beared  as  there  was    pessecutin' 
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schemes  a-bein^  laid  again'  you.  I  fear  me  those  raskills 
'11  mek  things  v%ry  onpleasant  to  you." 

^'Vyb  no  doubt  they  will  attempt  it;  indeed,  I  quite 
expect  there  will  be  a  regular  mob  got  up  on  Sunday  even- 
ing, as  there  was  when  the  delegates  returned,  on  purpose 
to  annoy  me  and  the  congregation  on  our  way  to  church. '^ 

^*  Ah,  they're  capible  o'  anything,  such  men  as  Demp- 
ster an'  Budd;  an'  Tomlinson  backs  'em  wi'  money,  though 
he  can't  wi'  brains.  However,  Dempster's  lost  one  client 
by  his  wicked  doins,  an'  I'm  deceived  if  he  won't  lose  more 
nor  one.  I  little  thought,  Mr.  Tryan,  when  I  put  my 
affairs  into  his  hands  twenty  'ear  ago  this  Michaelmas,  as 
he  was  to  turn  out  a  pessecutor  o'  religion.  I  niver  lighted 
on  a  cliverer,  promisiner  young  man  nor  he  was  then. 
They  talked  oi  his  bein'  fond  of  a  extry  glass  now  an'  then, 
but  niver  nothin'  like  what  he's  come  to  since.  An'  it's 
head-piece  you  must  look  for  in  a  lawyer,  Mr.  Tryan,  it's 
head-piece.  His  wife,  too,  was  al'ys  an  uncommon  favorite 
o'  mine — poor  thing!  I  hear  sad  stories  about  her  now. 
But  she's  druv  to  it,  she's  druv  to  it,  Mr.  Tryan.  A  tender- 
hearted woman  to  the  poor,  she  is,  as  iver  lived;  an'  as 
?»retty-spoken  a  woman  as  you  need  wish  to  talk  to.  Yes! 
'd  al'ys  a  likin'  for  Dempster  an'  his  wife,  spite  o'  iverjr- 
thing.  But  as  soon  as  iver  I  heard  o'  that  dilegate  busi- 
ness, I  says,  says  I,  that  man  shall  hev  no  more  to  do  wi' 
my  affairs.  It  may  put  me  t'  inconvenience,  but  I'll 
encourage  no  m^n  as  pessecutes  religion." 

*'  He  18  evidently  the  brain  and  hand  of  the  persecution," 
said  Mr.  Tryan.  "  There  may  be  a  strong  feeling  against 
me  in  a  large  number  of  the  inhabitants — it  must  be  so 
from  the  great  ignorance  of  spiritual  things  in  this  place. 
But  I  fancy  there  would  have  been  no  formal  opposition  to 
the  lecture,  if  Dempster  had  not  planned  it.  I  am  not 
myself  the  least  alarmed  at  anything  he  can  do;  he  will 
find  I  am  not  to  be  cowed  pr  driven  away  by  insult  or 
personal  danger.  God  has  sent  me  to  this  place,  and  by 
His  blessing,  l^'ll  not  shrink  from  anything  I  may  have  to 
encounter  in  doing  His  work  among  the  people.  But  I 
feel  it  right  to  call  on  all  those  who  know  the  value  of  the 
Gospel,  to  stand  by  me  publicly.  I  think — and  Mr.  Lan- 
der agrees  with  me — ^that  it  will  be  well  for  my  friends  to 
proceed  with  me  in  a  body  to  the  church  on  Sunday  even- 
ing. Dempster,  you  know,  has  pretended  that  almost  all 
the  respectable  inhabitants  are  opposed  to  the  lecture. 
Now,  I  wish   that  falsehood  to  be  visibly  contradicted, 
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What  do  you  think  of  the  plan?  I  have  to-day  been  to 
see  several  of  my  friends,  who  will  make  a  point  of  being 
there  to  accompany  me,  and  will  communicate  with  others 
on  the  subject.'* 

"  ril  make  one,  Mr.  Tryan,  Fll  make  one.  You  shall 
not  be  wantin*  in  any  support  as  I  can  give.  Before  you 
come  to  it,  sir,  Milby  was  a  dead  an*  dark  place;  you  are 
the  fust  man  i*  the  Church  to  my  knowledge  as  has  brought 
the  word  o*  God  home  to  the  people;  an*  I'll  stan*  by  you, 
sir,  1*11  stan*  by  you.  I*m  a  Dissenter,  Mr.  Tryan;  I've 
been  a  Dissenter  ever  sin*  I  was  fifteen  *ear  old;  but  show 
me  good  i'  the  Church,  an*  I*m  a  Churchman  too.  When 
I  was  a  boy  I  lived  at  Tilston;  you  mayn*t  know  the 
place;  the  best  part  o*  the  land  there  belonged  to  Squire 
Sandeman;  he*d  a  club-foot,  had  Squire  Sandeman — lost 
a  deal  o*  money  by  canal  shares.  Well,  sir,  as  I  was 
sayin*,  I  lived  at  Tilston,  an*  the  rector  there  was  a  terri- 
ble drinkin*,  fox-huntin*  man;  you  niver  see*d  such  a 
parish  i*  your  time  for  wickedness;  Milby's  nothin*  to  it. 
Well,  sir,  my  father  was  a  workin*  man,  an'  couldn*t  afford 
to  gi*  me  ony  eddication,  so  I  went  to  a  night-school  as  was 
kep  by  a  Dissenter,  one  Jacob  Wright;  an*  it  was  from 
that  man,  sir,  as  I  got  my  little  schoolin*  an*  my  knowl- 
edge o*  religion.  I  went  to  chapel  wi*  Jacob — he  was  a 
good  man,  was  Jacob — an*  to  chapel  I*ve  been  iver  since. 
But  Fm  no  enemy  o*  the  Church,  sir,  when  the  Church 
brings  light  to  the  ignorant  an*  the  sinful;  an*  that*8  what 
you*re  a-doin*,  Mr.  Tryan.  Yes,  sir,  1*11  stan*  by  you.  1*11 
go  to  church  wi*  you  o*  Sunday  evenin'.'* 

"  You*d  far  better  stay  at  home,  Mr.  Jerome,  if  I  may 

five  my  opinion,**  interposed  Mrs.  Jerome.  It's  not  as  I 
evn't  ivery  respect  for  you,  Mr.  Tryan,  but  Mr.  Jerome 
*ull  do  you  no  good  by  his  interferin*.  Dissenters  are  not 
at  all  looked  on  i*  Milby,  an*  he*s  as  nervous  as  iver  he  can 
be;  he*ll  come  back  as  ill  as  ill,  an'  niver  let  me  hev  a 
wink  o*  sleep  all  night.** 

Mrs.  Jerome  had  been  frightened  at  the  mention  of  a 
mob,  and  her  retrospective  regard  for  the  religious  com- 
munion of  her  youth  by  no  means  inspired  her  with  the 
temper  of  a  martyr.  Her  husband  looked  at  her  with  an 
expression  of  tender  and  grieved  remonstrance,  which 
might  have  been  that  of  the  patient  patriarch  on  the 
memorable  occasion  when  he  reouked  his  wife. 

'*  Susan,  Susan,  let  me  beg  on  you  hot  to  oppose  me, 
and  put  stumblin*-blocks  i*  the  way  o'  doin*  what's  right. 
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I  can^t  give  up  my  censcience,  let  me  give  up  what  else  I 
may/' 

"  Perhaps/'  said  Mr.  Tryan,  feeling  slightly  uncomforta- 
ble, ''  since  you  are  not  very  strong,  my  dear  sir,  it  will  be 
well,  as  Mrs.  Jerome  suggests,  that  you  should  not  run 
the  risk  of  any  excitement.'' 

*^Say  no  more,  Mr.  Tryan.  I'll  stan'  by  you,  sir.  It's 
my  -duty.  It's  the  cause  o'  God,  sir;  it's  the  cause  o' 
God." 

Mr.  Tryan  obeyed  his  impulse  of  admiration  and  grati- 
tude, and  put  out  his  hand  to  the  white-haired  old  man, 
saying,  *^  Thank  you,  Mr.  Jerome,  thank  you." 

Mr.  Jerome  grasped  the  proffered  hand  in  silence,  and 
then  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair,  casting  a  regretful 
look  at  his  wife,  which  seemed  to  say,  "Why  don't  you 
feel  with  me  Susan?" 

The  sympathy  of  this  simple-minded  old  man  was  more 
precious  to  Mr.  Tryan  than  any  mere  onlooker  could  have 
imagined.  To  persons  possessing  a  great  deal  of  that 
facile  psychology  which  prejudges  individuals  by  means  of 
formulaB,  and  casts  them,  without  further  trouble,  into 
duly  lettered  pigeon-holes,  the  Evangelical  curate  might 
seem  to  be  doing  simply  what  all  other  men  like  to  do — 
carrying  out  objects  which  were  identified  not  only  with 
his  theory,  which  is  but  a  kind  of  secondary  egoism,  but 
also  with  the  primary  egoism  of  his  feelings.  Opposition 
may  become  sweet  to  a  man  when  he  has  christened  it  perse- 
cution: a  self -obtrusive,  over-hasty  reformer  complacently 
disclaiming  all  merit,  while  his  friends  call  him  a  martyr, 
has  not  in  reality  a  career  the  most  arduous  to  the  fleshly 
mind.  But  Mr.  Tryan  was  not  cast  in  the  mould  of  the 
gratuitous  martyr.  With  a  power  of  persistence  which  had 
been  often  blamed  as  obstinacy,  he  had  an  acute  sensibility 
to  the  very  hatred  or  ridicule  he  did  not  flinch  from  pro- 
voking. Every  form  of  disapproval  jari*ed  him  painfully; 
and,  though  he  fronted  his  opponents  manfully,  and  often 
with  considerable  warmth  of  temper,  he  had  no  pugna- 
cious pleasure  in  contest.  It  was  one  of  the  weaknesses 
of  his  nature  to  be  too  keenly  alive  to  every  harsh  wind  of 
opinion;  to  wince  under  the  frowns  of  the  foolish;  to  be 
irritated  by  the  injustice  of  those  who  could  not  possiby 
have  the  elements  indispensable  for  judging  him  rightly; 
and  with  all  this  acute  sensibility  to  blame,  this  depend- 
ence on  sympathy,  he  had  for  years  been  constrained  into 
a  position  of  antagonism.     No  wonder,  then,  that  good 
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old  Mr.  Jerome's  cordial  words  were  balm  to  him.  He 
had  often  been  thankful  to  an  old  woman  for  saying  ^^  God 
bless  you";  to  a  little  child  for  smiling  at  him;  to  a  dog 
for  submitting  to  be  patted  by  him. 

Tea  being  over  by  this  time,  Mr.  Tryan  proposed  a  walk 
in  the  garden  as  a  means  of  disipating  all  recollection  of 
the  recent  conjugal  dissidence.  Little  Lizzie^s  appeal, 
"  Me  go,  grandpapa  could  not  be  rejected,  so  she  was  duly 
bonneted  and  pinafored,  and  then  they  turned  out  into 
the  evening  sunshine.  Not  Mrs.  Jerome,  however;  she 
had  a  deeply-meditated  plan  of  retiring  ad  interim  to  the 
kitchen  and  washing  up  the  best  tea-things,  as  a  mode  of 
getting  forward  with  the  sadly-retarded  business  of  the  day. 

*^This  way,  Mr.  Tryan,  this  way/^  said  the  old  gentle- 
man; "  I  must  take  you  to  my  pastur  fust,  an^  show  you 
our  cow — the  best  milker  i^  the  county.  An'  see  here  at 
these  back-buildins,  how  convenent  the  dairy  is;  I  planned 
it  ivery  bit  myself.  An'  here  I've  got  my  little  carpenter's 
shop  an'  my  blacksmith's  shop;  I  do  no  end  o'  jobs  here 
mvself.  I  iiiver  conld  bear  to  oe  idle,  Mr.  Tryan;  I  must 
al^ys  be  at  somethin'  or  other.  It  was  time  for  me  to  lay 
by  business  and  mek  room  for  younger  folks.  I'd  got 
money  enough,  wi'  only  one  daughter  to  leave  it  to,  an'  I 
says  to  myself,  says  f,  it's  time  to  leave  off  moitherin' 
myself  wi'  this  world  so  much,  an'  give  more  time  to 
thinkin'  of  another.  But  there's  a  many  hours  atween 
gettin'  up  an'  lyin'  down,  an'  thoughts  are  no  cumber; 
you  can  move  about  wi'  a  good  many  on  'em  in  your  head. 
See,  here's  the  pastur." 

A  very  pretty  pasture  it  was,  where  the  large-spotted 
short-horned  cow  quietly  chewed  the  cud  as  she  lay  and 
looked  sleepily  at  her  admirers — a  daintily-trimmed  nedge 
all  rounds  dotted  here  and  there  with  a  mountain-ash  or  a 
cherry-tree. 

^*  I've  a  ffood  bit  more  land  besides  this,  worth  your 
while  to  looK  at,  but  mayhap  it's  further  nor  you'd  like  to 
walk  now.  Bless  you!  I've  welly  an  acre  o'  potato-ground 
yonders;  I've  a  good  big  familjr  to  supply,  you  know." 
(Here  Mr.  Jerome  winkea  and  smiled  significantly.)  "An' 
that  puts  me  i'  mind,  Mr.  Tryan,  o'  sommat  I  wanted  to 
say  to  you.  Clergymen  like  you,  I  know,  see  a  deal  more 
poverty  an'  that,  than  other  folks,  an'  hev  a  many  claims 
on  'em  more  nor  they  can  well  meet;  an'  if  you'll  mek  use 
o'  my  purse  any  time,  or  let  me  know  where  I  can  be  o' 
any  help,  I'll  tek  it  very  kind  on  you." 
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"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Jerome,  I  will  do  so,  I  promise  yoo. 
I  saw  a  sad  case  yesterday;  a  collier — a  fine  broad-chested 
fellow  about  thirty — was  killed  by  the  falling  of  a  wall  in 
the  Paddiford  colliery.  I  was  in  one  of  the  cottages  near, 
when  thfty  brought  him  home  on  a  door,  and  the  shriek  of 
the  wife  has  been  ringing  in  my  ears  ever  since.  There 
are  three  little  children.  Happily  the  woman  has  her 
loom,  so  she  will  be  able  to  keep  out  of  the  workhouse; 
but  she  looks  very  delicate.'* 

*'  Give  me  her  name,  Mr.  Tryan,'*  said  Mr.  Jerome, 
drawing  out  his  pocket-book.     "  Fll  call  an*  see  her.** 

Deep  was  the  fountain  of  pity  in  the  good  old  man*s 
heart!  He  often  ate  his  dinner  stintingly,  oppressed  by  the 
thought  that  there  were  men,  women,  and  children,  with 
no  dinner  to  sit  down  to,  and  would  relieve  his  mind  by 
going  out  in  the  afternoon  to  look  for  some  need  that  he 
could  supply,  some  honest  struggle  in  which  he  could  lend 
a  helping  hand.  That  any  living  being  should  want,  was 
his  chief  sorrow;  that  any  rational  being  should  waste,  was 
the  next.  Sally,  indeed,  having  been  scolded  by  master 
for  a  too  lavish  use  of  sticks  in  lighting  the  kitchen  fire, 
and  various  instances  of  recklessness  with  regard  to  candle- 
ends,  considered  him  '*as  mean  as  aenythink;*'  but  he 
had  as  kindly  a  warmth  as  the  morning  sunlight,  and,  like 
the  sunlight,  his  goodness  shone  on  all  that  came  in  his 
way,  from  the  saucy,  rosy-cheeked  lad  whom  he  delighted 
to  make  happy  with  a  Christmas  box,  to  the  pallid 
sufferers  up  dim  entries,  languishing  under  the  tardy  death 
of  want  and  misery. 

It  was  very  pleasant  to  Mr.  Tryan  to  listen  to  the  simple 
chat  of  the  old  man — to  walk  in  the  shade  of  the  incom- 
'  parable  orchard,  and  hear  the  story  of  the  crops  yielded 
by  the  red-streaked  apple-tree,  and  the  quite  embarrassing 
plentifulness  of  the  summer-pears  —  to  drink-in  the  sweet 
evening  breath  of  the  garden,  as  they  sat  in  the  alcove — and 
so,  for  a  short  interval,  to  feel  the  strain  of  his  pastoral 
task  relaxed. 

Perhaps  he  felt  the  return  to  that  task  through  the 
dusty  roads  all  the  more  painfully,  perhaps  something  in 
that  quiet  shady  home  had  reminded  him  of  the  time 
before  he  had  taxen  on  him  the  yoke  of  self-denial.  '  The 
strongest  heart  will  faint  sometimes  under  the  feeling  that 
enemies  are  bitter,  and  that  friends  only  know  half  its 
sorrows.  The  most  resolute  soul  will  now  and  then  cast 
back  a  yearning  look  in  treading  the  rough  mountain- 
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path,  away  from  the  ^eensward  and  laughing  voices  of 
the  valley.  However  it  was,  in  the  nine  o^clock  twilight 
that  evening,  when  Mr.  Tryan  had  entered  his  small  study 
and  turned  the  key  in  the  door,  he  threw  himself  into  the 
chair  hefore  his  writing-table,  and,  heedless  of  the  papers 
there,  leaned  his  face  low  on  his  hand,  ^nd  moaned 
heavily. 

It  is  apt  to  be  so  in  this  life,  I  think.  While  we  are 
coldly  discussing  a  man^s  career,  sneering  at  his  mistakes, 
blaming  his  rashness,  and  labelling  his  opinions — ^^  Evan- 
gelical and  narrow,^'  or  '^  Latitudinarian  and  Pantheistic,^^ 
or  *'  Anglican  and  supercilious^' — that  man,  in  his  solitude, 
is  perhaps  shedding  not  tears  because  his  sacrifice  is  a  hard 
one,  because  strength  and  patience  are  failing  him  to 
speak  the  difficult  word,  and  do  the  difficult  deed. 


OHAPTEE  IX. 


Mr.  Tryan  showed  no  such  symptoms  of  weakness  on 
the  critical  Sunday.  He  unhesitatingly  rejected  the  sug- 
gestion that  he  should  be  taken  to  church  in  Mr.  Lander's 
carriage — a  proposition  which  that  gentleman  made  as  an 
amendment  on  the  original  plan,  when  the  rumors  of 
meditated  insult  became  alarming.  Mr.  Tryan  declared 
he  would  have  no  precautions  taken,  but  would  simply 
trust  in  God  and  his  good  cause.  Some  of  his  more 
timid  friends  thought  this  conduct  rather  defiant  than 
wise,  and  reflecting  that  a  mob  has  great  talents  for  im- 
pronTptu,  and  that  legal  redress  is  imperfect  satisfaction 
for  having  one's  head  broken  with  a  brickbat,  were  begin- 
ning to  question  their  consciences  very  closely  as  to 
.  whether  it  was  not  a  duty  they  owed  to  their  families  to 
stay  at  home  on  Sunday  evening.  These  timorous  per- 
sons, however,  were  in  a  small. minority,  and  the  generality 
of  Mr.  Tryan's  friends  and  hearers  rather  exulted  in  an 
opportunity  of  braving  insult  for  the  sake  of  a  preacher 
to  whom  they  were  attached  on  personal  as  well  as 
doctrinal  grounds.  Miss  Pratt  spoke  of  Cranmer,  Ridley, 
and  Latimer,  and  observed  that  tne  present  crisis  afforded 
an  occasion  for  emulating  their  heroism  even  -in  these 
degenerate  times;  while  less  highly  instructed  persons, 
whose  memories  were  not  well  stored  with  precedents, 
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simply  expressed  theiir  determination,  as  Mr.  Jerome  had 
done,  to  **stan'  by'^  the  preacher  and  his  cause,  believing 
it  to.be  the  **  cause  of  God." 

One  Sunday  evening,  then,  at  a  quarter  past  six,  Mr. 
Tryan,  setting  out  from  Mr.  Landor^s  with  a  party  of  his 
friends  whchad  assembled  there,  was  soon  joined  by  two 
other  groups  from  Mr.  Pratt's  and  Mr.  Dunn's;  and  stray 
persons  on  their  way  to  church  naturally  falling  into  rank 
behind  this  leading  file,  by  the  time  they  reached  the 
entrance  of  Orchard  Street,  Mr.  Tryan's  friends  formed  a 
considerable  procession,  walking  three  or  four  abreast.  It 
was  in  Orchard  Street,  and  toward  the  church  gates,  that 
the  chief  crowd  was  collected;  and  at  Mr.  Dempster's 
drawing-room  window,  on  the  upper  floor,  a  more  select 
assembly  of  Anti-Tryanites  were  gathered  to  witness  the 
entertaining  spectacle  of  the  Tryanites  walking  to  church 
amidst  the  jeers  and  hootings  of  the  crowd. 

To  prompt  the  popular  wit  with  appropriate  sobriquets, 
numerous  copies  of  Mr.  Dempster's  plav-bill  were  posted 
on  the  walls,  in  suitably  large  and  emphatic  type.  As  it 
is  possible  that  the  most  industrious  collector  of  mural 
literature  may  not  have  been  fortunate  enough  to  pos- 
sess himself  of  this  production,  which  ought  by  all  means 
to  be  preserved  amongst  the  materials  of  our  provincial 
religious  history,  I  subjoin  a  faithful  copy. 

GRAND    ENTBRTAINMBNTllI 

To  1)6  given  at  Milby  on  Sunday  evening  next,  by  the 

Famous  Comedian,  TRY-IT-ON  I 

And  his  first-rate  Company,  including  not  only  an 

Unpabatj.bt.ed  Cast  fob  Comedy  1 

But  a  Large  CoUection  of  reclaimed  and  Converted  Anfmalsi 

Among  the  rest 

A  Bear^  who  used  to  dance! 

A  ParroU  once  given  to  swearing!! 

A  Polygamous  Pig!!! 

and 

A  Monkey  who  used  to  catch  fleas  on  a  Sunday!! tt 

Together  with  a 

Pair  of  regenerated  Linnets  I 

With  an  entirely  new  song,  and  plunuwe, 

Mb.  Tby-it-on 
Will  first  pass  through  the  streets,  in  procession,  with  his  unrivaled  Com* 
pany,  warranted  to  have  their  eyes  turned  up  higher^  and  the  comers  of 
their  mouths  turned  down  Jower^  than  any  other  company  of  MountebanlDS^ 
in  this  circuit  I 
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AFTER  WHtCH 

The  Theatre  will  be  opened,  and  the  entertainment  will 

commence  at  HAiiF-PAST  Six. 

When  will  be  presented 

A  piece,  never  before  performed  on  any  sta^,  entitled, 

THE  WOLF  IN  SHEEP'S  CLOTHING; 

or 


The  Methodist  in  a  Mask. 


Mr.  Boanerges  Soft  Sawder, 
Old  Ten-per-cent  Gk)dly,     . 
Dr.  Feedemup, 
Mr.  Lime-Twig  Lady-winner, 

Miss  Piety  Bait-the-hook, 

Angelica,    . 


Mr.  TRT-rr-ON. 

Mr.  Gandeb. 

Mr.  Tonic. 

Mr.  Tby-it-on. 

Miss  Tonic. 

Miss  Seuaphina  Tonig. 


After  which 

A  misceilaneous  Musical  Interlude,  commencing  with 

The  Lamentations  of  Jeromriah! 

^  In  nasal  recitative. 

To  be  followed  by 

The  favorite  Cackling  Quartette, 

by 

Two  Hefi-bircls  who  are  no  chickem! 

The  well-known  counter-tenor,  Mr.  Done,  and  a  OoMer^ 

lineally  descended  from  the  Ch)08e  that  laid  golden  eggs  I 

To  conclude  with  a 

Grand  Chorus  by  the 

EMire  Orchestra  of  Converted  Animals!! 

But  owing  to  the  unavoidable  absence  (from  illness)  of  the  BuUdog^  who 
has  left  off  fighting^  Mr.  Tonic  has  kindly  undertaken,  at  a  moment's  notice, 
to  supply  the  "  Zxwfc/ " 


The  whole  to  conclude  with  a 

Screaming  Farce  of 

THE   PULPIT   SNATCHER. 


Mr.  Saintly  Smooth-Face, 
Mr.  Worming  Sneaker,  . 
Mr.  All-grace  No-works, 
Mr.  Elect-and-Chosen  Apewell 
Mr.  Malevolent  Prayerful, 
Mr.  Foist-himself -everywhere, 
Mr.  Flout-the-aged  Upstart,     . 


Mr.  TRY-rr-ONl 
Mr.  TRY-rr-ON  1 ! 
Mr.  Try-pt-on  1 1 1 
Mr.  Try-it-on  nil 
Mr.  Try-it-on  !  1  II  ! 
Mr.  TRY-rr-ON  1 1 !  1 1 1 1 
Mr.  TRY-rr-ON  nil  II 


Admission  Free.    A  Collection  will  be  made  at  the  Doors, 
^itjot  Bex! 
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This  satire,  though  it  presents  the  keenest  edge,  of 
Milby  wit,  does  not  strike  you  as  lacerating,  I  imagine. 
But  hatred  is  like  fire — it  makes  even  light  rubbish  deadly. 
And  Mr.  Dempster^s  sarcasms  were  not  merely  visible  on 
the  walls;  they  were  reflected  in  the  derisive  glances, 
and  audible  in  the  jeering  voices  of  the  crowd.  Through 
this  pelting  shower  of  nicknames  and  bad  puns,  with  an 
ad  libitum  accompaniment  of  groans,  howls,  hisses  and 
hee-haws,  but  of  no  heavier  missiles,  Mr.  Tryan  walked, 
pale  and  composed,  giving  his  arm  to  old  Mr.  Landor, 
whose  step  was  feeble.  On  the  other  side  of  him  was  Mr. 
Jerome,  who  still  walked  firmly,  though  his  shoulders  were 
slightly  bowed. . 

Outwardly  Mr.  Tryan  was  composed,  but  inwardly  he 
was  suffering  acutely  from  these  tones  of  hatred  and  scorn. 
However  strong  his  consciousness  of  right,  he  found  it  no 
stronger  armor  against  such  weapons  as  derisive  glances 
and  virulent  words  than  against  stones  and  clubs;  his  con- 
science was  in  repose,  but  his  sensibility  was  bruised. 

Once  more  only  did  the  Evangelical  curate  pass  up 
Orchard  Street,  followed  by  a  train  of  friends;  once  more 
only  was  there  a  crowd  assembled  to  witness  his  entrance 
through  the  church  gates.  But  that  second  time  no  voice 
was  heard  above  a  whisper,  and  the  whispers  were  words 
of  sorrow  and  blessing.  That  second  time  Janet  Dempster 
was  not  looking  on  in  scorn  and  merriment;  her  ej^es  were 
worn  with  grief  and  watching,  and  she  was  following  her 
beloved  friend  and  pastor  to  the  grave. 


CHAPTER    X. 


History,  we  know,  is  apt  to  repeat  herself,  and  to  foist 
very  old  incidents  upon  us  with  only  a  slight  change  of 
costume.  From  the  time  of  Xerxes  downward,  we  have 
seen  generals  playing  the  braggadocio  at  the  outset  of  their 
campaigns  and  conquering  the  enemy  with  the  greatest 
ease  in  after-dinner  speeches.  But  events  are  apt  to  be  in 
disgusting  discrepancy  with  the  anticipations  of  the  most 
ingenious  tacticians;  the  difficulties  of  the  expedition  are 
ridiculously  at  variance  with  able  calculations;  the  enemy 
has  the  impudence  not  to  fall  into  confusion  as  had  been 
reasonably  expected  of  him;  the  mind  of  the  gallant  gen- 
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eral  begins  to  be  distracted  by  news  of  intrigues  against 
him  at  home,  and,  notwithstanding  the  handsome  compli- 
ments he  paid  to  Providence  as  his  ui;idoubted  patron 
before  setting  out,  there  seems  every  probability  that  the 
Te  Deums  will  be  all  on  the  other  side. 

So  it  fell  out  with  Mr.  Dempster  in  his  memorable  cam- 
paign against  the  Anti-Tryanites.  After  all  the  premature 
triumph  of  the  return  from  Elmstoke,  the  battle  of  the 
Evening  Lecture  had  been  lost;  the  enemy  was  in  posses- 
sion of  the  field;  and  the  utmost  hope  remaining  was,  that 
by  a  harassing  guerilla  warfare  he  might  be  driven  to 
evacuate  the  country. 

For  some  time  this  sort  of  warfare  was  kept  up  with 
considerable  spirit.  The  shafts  of  Milby  ridicule  were 
made  more  formidable  by  being  poisoned  with  calumny; 
and  very  ugly  stories,  narrated  with  circumstantial  minute- 
ness, were  soon  in  circulation  concerning  Mr.  Tryan  and 
his  hearers,  from  which  stories  it  was  plainly  deducible 
that  Evangelicalism  led  by  a  necessary  consequence  to 
hypocritical  indulgence  in  vice.  Some  old  friendships 
were  broken  asunder,  and  there  were  near  relations  who 
felt  that  religious  differences,  unmitigated  by  any  prospect 
of  a  legacy,  were  a  sufficient  ground  for  exhibiting  theii 
family  antijmthy.  Mr.  Budd  harangued  his  workmen, 
and  threatened  them  with  dismissal  if  they  or  their 
families  were  known  to  attend  the  evening  lecture;  and 
Mr.  Tomlinson,  on  discovering  that  his  foreman  was  a 
rank  Tryanite,  blustered  to  a  great  extent,  and  would  have 
cashiered  that  valuable  functionary  on  the  spot,  if  such  a 
retributive  procedure  had  not  been  inconvenient. 

On  the  whole,  however,  at  the  end  of  a  few  months,  the 
balance  of  substantial  loss  was  on  the  side  of  the  Anti-Try- 
anites. Mr.  Pratt,  indeed,  had  lost  a  patient  or  two 
besides  Mr.  Dempster^s  family;  but  as  it  was  evident 
that  Evangelicalism  had  not  dried  up  the  stream  of  his 
anecdote,  or  in  the  least  altered  his  view  of  any  lady's 
constitution,  it  is  probable  that  a  change  accompanied  by  so 
few  outward  and  visible  signs,  was  rather  the  pretext  than 
the  ground  of  his  dismissal  in  those  additional  cases.  Mr. 
Dunn  was  threatened  with  the  loss  of  several  good  custo- 
mers, Mrs.  Phipps  and  Mrs.  Low  me  having  set  the  example 
of  ordering  him  to  send  in  his  bill;  and  the  draper  began  to 
look  forward  to  his  next  stock-taking  with  an  anxiety  which 
was  but  slightly  mitigated  by  the  parallel  his  wife  suggested 
between  his  own  case  and  that  oi  Shadrach,  Mesliecn  and 
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Abediiego,  who  were  thrust  into  a  burning  fiery  furnace. 
For,  as  he  observed  to  her  the  next  morning,  with  that  per 
spicacity  which  belongs  to  the  period  of  shaving,  whereas 
their  deliverance  consisted  in  tne  fact  that  their  linen  and 
woolen  goods  were  not  consumed,  his  own  deliverance  lay 
in  precisely  the  opposite  result.  But  convenience,  that 
admirable  branch  system  from  the  main  line  of  self-interest, 
makes  us  all  fellow-helpers  in  spite  of  adverse  resolutions. 
It  is  probable  that  no  speculative  or  theological  hatred 
would  be  ultimately  strong  enough  to  resist  the  per- 
suasive power  of  convenience:  that  a  latitudinarian  baker, 
whose  bread  was  honorably  free  from  alum,  would  com- 
mand the  custom  of  any  dyspeptic  Puseyite;  that  an  Armi- 
nian  with  the  tooth-ache  woula  prefer  a  skillful  Calvinistic 
dentist  to  a  bungler  firm  against  the  doctrines  of  Election 
and  Final  Perseverance,  who  would  be  likely  to  break 
the  tooth  in  his  head;  and  that  a  Plymouth  Brother,  who 
had  a  well-fuynished  grocery-shop  in  a  favorable  vicinage, 
would  occasionally  have  the  pleasure  of  furnishing  sugar 
or  vinegar  to  orthodox  families  that  found  themselves 
unexpectedly  "out  of  those  indispensable  commodities. 
In  this  persuasive  power  of.  convenience  lay  Mr.  Dunnes 
ultimate  security  from  mart3rrdom.  His  drapery  was  the 
best  in  Milby;  the  comfortable  use  and  wont  of  procuring 
satisfactory  articles  at  a  moment's  notice  proved  too  strong 
for  Anti-Tryanite  zeal;  and  the  draper  could  soon  look 
forward  to  his  next  stock-taking  without  the  support  of  a 
Scriptural  parallel. 

On  the  other  hand,  Mr.  Dempster  has  lost  his  excellent 
client,  Mr.  Jerome — a  loss  which  galled  him  out  of  pro- 
portion to  the  mere  monetary  deficit  it  represented.  The 
attorney  loved  money,  but  he  loved  power  still  better. 
He  had  always  been  proud  of  having  early  won  the  confi- 
dence of  a  conventicle-goer,  and  of  being  able  to  "turn 
^e  prop  of  Salem  round  his  thumb. ^'  Like  most  other 
men,  too,  he  had  a  certain  kindness  toward  those  who  had 
employed  him  when  he  was  only  starting  in  life;  and  just 
as  we  do  not  like  to  part  with  an  old  weather-glass  from 
our  study,  or  a  two-foot  ruler  that  we  have  carried  in  our 
pocket  ever  since  we  began  business,  so  Mr.  Dempster  did 
not  like  having  to  erase  his  old  client's  name  from  the 
accustomed  drawer  in  the  bureau.  Our  habitual  life  is 
like  a  wall  hung  with  pictures,  which  has  been  shone  on 
by  the  suns  of  many  years:  take  one  of  the  pictures  away, 
and  it  leaves  a  definite  blank  space,  to  which  our  eyes  can 
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never  turn  without  a  sensation  of  discomfort.  Nay,  the 
involuntary  loss  of  any  familiar  object  almost  always 
brings  a  chill  as  from  an  evil  omen;  it  seems  to  be  the  first 
finger-shadow  of  advancing  death. 

From  all  these  causes  combined,  Mr.  Dempster  could 
never  think  ^f  his  lost  client  without  strong  irritation, 
and  the  very  sight  of  Mr.  Jerome  passing  in  the  street 
was  wormwood  to  him. 

One  day,  when  the  old  gentleman  was  coming  up 
Orchard  street  on  his  roan  mare,  shaking  the  bridle,  and 
tickling  her  flank  with  the  whip  as  usual,  though  there 
was  a  perfect  mutual  understanding  that  she  was  not  to 
quicken  her  pace,  Janet  happened  to  be  on  her  own  door- 
step, and  he  could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  stopping 
to  speak  to  that  "nice  little  woman, ^^  as  he  always  called 
her,  though  she  was  taller  than  all  the  rest  of  his  feminine 
acquaintances.  Janet,  in  spite  of  her  disposition  to  take 
her  husband^s  part  in  all  public  matters,  could  bear  no 
malice  against  her  old  friend;  so  they  shook  hands. 

"Well,  Mrs.  Dempster,  Fm  sorry  to  my  heart  not  to 
see  you  sometimes,  that  I  am,^'  said  Mr.  Jerome,  in  a 
plaintive  tone.  "But  if  youVe  got  any  poor  people  as 
wants  help,  and  you  know^s  deserving  send  'em  to  me, 
send  'em  to  me,  just  the  same." 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Jerome,  that  I  will.     Good-bye." 

Janet  made  the  interview  as  short  as  she  could,  but  it 
was  not  short  enough  to  escape  the  observation  of  her  hus- 
band, who,  as  she  feared,  was  on  his  mid-day  return  from 
his  ofiice  at  the  other  end  of  the  street,  and  this  offence  of 
hers,  in  speaking  to  Mr.  Jerome,  was  the  frequently  recur- 
ring theme  of  Mr.  Dempster's  objurgatory  domestic  elo- 
quence. 

Associating  the  loss  of  his  old  client  with  Mr.  Tryan's 
influence,  Dempster  began  to  know  more  distinctly  why  he 
hated  the  obnoxious  curate.  But  a  passionate  hate,  as 
well  as  a  possionate  Tove,  demands  some  leisure  and  mental 
freedom.  Persecution  and  revenge,  like  courtship  and 
toadyism,  will  not  prosper  without  a  considerable  expendi- 
ture of  time  and  ingenuity,  and  these  are  not  to  spare  with 
a  man  whose  law-business  and  liver  are  both  beginning  to 
show  unpleasant  symptoms.  Such  was  the  disagreeable 
turn  affairs  were  taking  with  Mr.  Dempster,  and,  like  the 
general  distracted  by  nome  intrigues,  he  was  too  much 
harassed  himself  to  lay  ingenious  plans  for  harassing  the 
enemy. 
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Meanwhile,  the  evening  lecture  drew  larger  and  larger 
congregations;  not  perhaps  attracting  many  from  that 
select  aristocratic  circle  in  which  the  Lowmes  and  Pitt- 
mans  were  predominant,  but  winning  the  larger  propor- 
tion of  Mr.  Crewe's  morning  and  afternoon  hearers,  and 
thinning  Mr.  Stickney's  evening  audiences  at  Salem. 
Evangelicalism  was  making  its  way  in  Millfjr,  and  gradu- 
ally diffusing  its  subtle  odor  into  chambers  that  were  bolted 
and  barred  against  it.  The  movement,  like  all  other 
religious  "  revivals, '^  had  a  mixed  effect.  Religious  ideas 
have  the  fate  of  melodies,  which,  once  set  afloat  in  the 
world,  are  taken  up  by  all  sorts  of  instruments,  some  of 
them  woefully  coarse,  feeble,  or  out  of  tune,  until  people 
are  in  danger  of  crying  out  that  the  melody  itself  is  detest- 
able. It  may  be  that  some  of  Mr.  Tryan's  hearers  had 
gained  a  religious  vocabulary  rather  than  religious  experi- 
ence; that  hear  and  there  a  weaver^s  wife,  who,  a  few 
months  before,  had  been  simply  a  silly  slattern,  was  con- 
verted into  that  more  complex  nuisance,  a  silly  and  sancti- 
monious slattern;  that  the  old  Adam,  with  the  pertinacity 
of  middle  age,  continued  to  tell  fibs  behind  the  counter, 
notwithstanding  the  new  Adam's  addiction  to  Bible-read- 
ing and  family  prayer;  that  the  children  in  the  Paddiford 
Sunday-school  had  their  memories  crammed  with  phrases 
about  the  blood  of  cleansing,  imputed  righteousness,  and 
justification  by  faith  alone,  which  an  experience  lying 
principally  in  chuck-farthing,  hoj)-scotch,  parental  slap- 
pings,  and  longings  after  unattainable  lollypop,  served 
rather  to  darken  than  to  illustrate;  and  that  at  Milby,  in 
those  distant  days,  as  in  all  other  times  and  places  where 
the  mental  atmosphere  is  changing,  and  men  are  inhaling 
the  stimulus  of  new  ideas,  folly  often  mistook  itself  for 
wisdom,  ignorance  gave  itself  airs  of  knowledge,  and  sel- 
fishness, turning  its  eyes  upward,  called  itself  religion. 

Nevertheless,  Evangelicalism  had  brought  into  palpable 
existence  and  operation  in  Milby  society  that  idea  of 
duty,  that  recognition  of  something  to  be  lived  for  beyond 
the  mere  satisfaction  of  self,  which  is  to  the  moral  life 
what  the  addition  of  a  great  central  ganglion  is  to  animal 
life.  No  man  can  begin  to  mould  himself  on  a  faith  or  an 
idea  without  rising  to  a  higher  order  of  experience:  a  prin- 
ciple of  subordination,  of  self-mastery,  has  been  introduced 
into  his  nature;  he  is  no  longer  a  mere  bundle  of  impres- 
sions, desires,  and  impulses.  Whatever  might  be  the 
weaknesses  of  the  ladies  who  pruned  the  luxuriance  of 


JANET'S   REPENTANCE.  523 

their  lace  and  ribbons,  cut  but  garments  for  the  poor,  dis- 
tributed tracts,  quoted  Scripture,  and  defined  the  true 
Gospel,  they  had  learned  this — that  there  was  a  divine 
work  to  be  done  in  life,  a  rule  of  goodness  higher  than  the 
opinion  of  their  neighbors;  and  if  the  notion  of  a  heaven 
in  reserve  for  themselves  was  a  little  too  prominent,  yet 
the  theory  of  fitness  for  that  heaven  consisted  in  purity  of 
heart,  in  Christ-like  compassion,  in  the  subduing  of  selfish 
desires.  They  might  give  the  name  of  pietv  to  much  that 
was  only  puritanic  egoism;  they  might  call  many  things 
sin  that  were  not  sin;  but  they  had  at  least  the  feeling 
that  sin  was  to  be  avoided  and  resisted,  and  color-blind- 
ness, which  may  mistake  drab  for  scarlet,  is  better  than 
total  blindness,  which  sees  no  distinction  of  color  at  all. 
Miss  Eebecca  Linnet,  in  quiet  attire,  with  a  somewhat 
excessive  solemnity  of  countenance,  teaching  at  the 
Sunday-school,  visiting  the  poor,  and  striving  after  a 
standard  of  purity  and  goodness,  had  surely  more  moral 
loveliness  than  in  those  flaunting  peony-days,  when  she 
had  no  other  model  than  the  costumes  of  the  heroines  in 
the  circulating  library.  Miss  Eliza  Pratt,  listening  in 
rapt  attention  to  Mr.  Tryan^s  evening  lecture,  no  doubt 
found  evangelical  channels  for  vanity  and  egoism;  but  she 
was  clearly  in  moral  advance  of  Miss  Phipps  giggling 
under  her  feathers  at  old  Mr.  Crewe's  peculiarities  of 
enunciation.  And  even  elderly  fathers  and  mothers,  with 
minds,  like  Mrs.  Linnet's,  too  tough  to  imbibe  much  doc- 
trine, were  the  better  for  having  their  hearts  inclined 
toward  the  new  preacher  as  a  messenger  from  God.  They 
became  ashamed,  perhaps,  of  their  evil  tempers,  ashamed 
of  their  worldliness,  ashamed  of  their  trivial,  futile  past. 
The  first  condition  of  human  goodness  is  something  to 
love;  the  second,  something  to  reverence.  And  this  latter 
precious  gift  was  brought  to  Milby  by  Mr.  Tryan  and 
Evangelicalism. 

Yes,  the  movement  was  good,  though  it  had  that  mixt- 
ure of  folly  and  evil  which  often  makes  what  is  good  an 
offense  to  feeble  and  fastidious  minds,  who  want  human 
actions  and  characters  riddled  through  the  sieve  of  their 
own  ideas,  before  they  can  accord  their  sympathy  or  admir- 
ation. Such  mindsj  I  dare  say,  would  have  found  Mr. 
Tryan's  character  very  much  in  need  of  that  riddling  pro- 
cess. The  blessed  work  of  helping  the  world  forward,  hap- 
pily does  not  wait  to  be  done  by  perfect  men;  and  I  should 
imagine  that  neither  Luther  nor  John  Bunyan,  for  example, 
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would  have  satisfied  the  modern  demand  for  an  ideal  hero, 
who  believes  nothing  but  what  is  true,  feels  nothing  but 
what  is  exalted,  and  does  nothing  but  what  is  graceful. 
The  real  heroes,  of  God^s  making,  are  quite  different:  they 
have  their  natural  heritage  of  love  and  conscience  which 
they  drew  in  with  their  mother^s  milk;  they  know  one  or  two 
of  those  deep  spiritual  truths  which  are  only  to  be  won  by 
long  wrestling  with  their  own  sins  and  their  own  sorrows; 
they  have  earned  faith  and  strength  so  far  as  they  have 
done  genuine  work;  but  the  rest  is  dry  barren  theory,  blank 
prejudice,  vague  hearsay.  Their  insight  is  blended  with 
mere  opinion;  their  sympathy  is  perhaps  confined  in  narrow 
conduits  of  doctrine,  instead  of  flowing  forth  with  the 
freedom  of  a  stream  that  blesses  every  weed  in  its  course; 
obstinacy  or  self-assertion  will  often  interfuse  itself  with 
their  grandest  impulses;  and  their  very  deeds  of  self-sacri- 
fice are  sometimes  only  the  rebound  of  a  passionate  egoism. 
So  it  was  with  Mr.  Tryan:  and  any  one  looking  at  him 
with  a  bird^s-eye  glance  of  a  critic  might  perhaps  say  that 
he  made  the  mistake  of  identifying  Christianity  with  a  too 
narrow  doctrinal  system;  that  he  saw  God's  work  too  exclu- 
sively in  antagonism  to  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil; 
that  his  intellectual  culture  was  too  limited — and  so  on; 
making  Mr.  Tryan  the  text  for  a  wise  discourse  on  the 
characteristics  of  the  Evangelical  school  in  his  day. 

But  I  am  not  poised  at  that  lofty  height.  I  am  on  the 
level  and  in  the  press  with  him,  as  he  struggles  his  way 
along  the  stony  road,  through  the  crowd  of  unloving  fellow- 
men.  He  is  stumbling,  perhaps;  his  heart  now  beats  fast 
with  dread,  now  heavily  with  anguish;  his  eyes  are  some- 
times dim  with  tears,  which  he  makes  haste  to  dash  away; 
he  pushes  manfully  on,  with  fluctuating  faith  and  courage, 
with  a  sensitive  failing  body;  at  last  he  falls,  the  struggle 
is  ended,  and  the  crowd  closes  over  the  space  he  has  left. 

^^  One  of  the  Evangelical  clergy,  a  disciple  of  Venn,'*  says 
the  critic  from  his  bird's-eye  station.  "  Not  a  remarkable 
specimen;  the  anatomy  and  habits  of  his  species  have  been 
determined  long  ago.'* 

Yet  surely,  surely  the  only  true  knowledge  of  our  f  ellowman 
is  that  which  enables  us  to  feel  with  him — which  gives  us  a 
fine  ear  for  the  heart-pulses  that  are  beating  under  the  mere 
clothes  of  circumstance  and  opinion.  Our  subtlest  analysis  of 
schools  and  sects  must  miss  the  essential  truth,  unless  it  be  lit 
up  by  the  love  that  sees  in  all  forms  of  human  thought  and 
work,  the  life  and  death  struggles  of  separate  human  beings. 
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CHAPTER  XL 


Mr.  Tbyan's  most  unfriendly  observers  were  obliged  to 
admit  that  he  gave  himself  no  rest.  Three  sermon^  on, 
Sunday,  a  night-school  for  young  men  on  Tuesday,  a  cot- 
tage-lecture on  Thursday,  addresses  to  school-teachers  and 
catechising  of  school-children,  with  pastoral  visits,  multi- 

? lying  as  his  influence  extended  beyond  his  own  district  of 
'addiford  Common,  would  have  been  enough  to  tax 
severely  the  powers  of  a  much  stronger  man.  Mr.  Pratt 
remonstrated  with  him  on  his  imprudence,  but  could  not 
prevail  on  him  so  far  to  economize  time  and  strength  as  to 
keep  a  horse.  On  some  ground  or  other,  which  his  friends 
found  difficult  to  explain  to  themselves,  Mr.  Tryan  seemed 
bent  on  wearing  himself  out.  His  enemies  were  at  no  loss 
to  account  for  such  a  course.  The  Evangelical  curate's 
selfishness  was  clearly  of  too  bad  a  kind  to  exhibit  itself 
after  the  ordinary  manner  of  a  sound,  respectable  selfish- 
ness. ^*  He  wants  to  get  the  reputation  of  a  saint,''  said 
one.  '^  He's  eaten  up  with  spiritual  pride,"  said  another; 
*'He's  got  his  eye  on  some  fine  living,  and  wants  to  creep 
up  the  Bishop's  sleeve,"  said  a  third. 

Mr.  Stickney,  of  Salem,  who  considered  all  voluntary 
discomfort  as  a  remnant  of  the  legal  spirit,  pronounced  a 
severe  condemnation  on  this  self-neglect,  and  expressed 
his  fear  that  Mr.  Tryan  was  still  far  from  havitig  attained 
true  Christian  liberty.  Good  Mr.  Jerome  eagerly  seized 
this  doctrinal  view  of  the  subject  as  a  means  of  enforcing 
the  suggestions  of  his  own  benevolence;  and  one  cloudy 
afternoon,  in  the  end  of  November,  he  mounted  his  roan 
mare,  with  the  determination  of  riding  to  Paddiford  and 
'*  arguying"  the  point  with  Mr.  Tryan. 

The  old  gentleman's  face  looked  very  mournful  as  he 
rode  along  the  dismal  Paddiford  lanes,  between  rows 
of  grimy  houses,  darkened  with  hand -looms,  while  the 
black  dust  was  whirled  about  him  by  the  cold  November 
wind.  He  was  thinking  of  the  obiect  which  had  brought 
him  on  this  afternoon  ride,  and  his  thoughts,  according 
to  his  habit  when  alone,  found  vent  every  now  and  then 
in  audible  speech.  It  seemed  to  him,  as  his  eyes  rested 
on  this  scene  of  Mr.  Tryan's  labors,  that  he  conld  under- 
stand   the  clergyman's    self -privation  without  resorting 
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'  to  Mr.  Stickney's  theory  of  defective  spiritual  enlighten- 
ment.' Do  not  philosophic  doctors  tell  us  that  we  are 
unable  to  discern  so  much  as  a  tree,  except  by  an  un- 
conscious cunning,  which  combines  many  past  and  sepa- 
rate sensations ;  that  no  one  sense  is  independent  of 
another,  so  that  in  the  dark  we  can  hardly  taaite  a  fricas- 
see, or  tell  whether  our  pipe  is  alight  or  not,  and  the  most 
intelligent  boy,  if  accommodated  with  claws  or  hoofs, 
instead  of  fingers,  would  be  likely  to  remain  on  the  lowest 
form?  If  so,  it  is  easy  to  understand  that  our  discern- 
ment of  men's  motives  must  depend  on  the  completeness 
of  the  elements  we  can  bring  from  our  own  susceptibility 
and  our  own  experience.  See  to  it  friend,  before  you  pro- 
nounce a  too  hasty  judgment  that  your  own  moral  sensi- 
bilities are  not  of  a  hoofed  or  clawed  character.  The 
keenest  eye  will  not  serve,  unless  you  have  the  delicate 
fingers,  with  their  subtle  nerve-filaments,  which  elude 
scientific  lenses,  and  lose  themselves  in  the  invisible  world 
of  human  sensations. 

As  for  Mr.  Jerome,  he  drew  the  elements  of  his  moral 
vision  from  the  depths  of  his  veneration  and  pity.  If  he 
himself  felt  so  much  for  these  poor  things  to  whom  life 
was  so  dim  and  meagre,  what  must  the  clergyman  feel  who 
had  undertaken  before  God  to  be  their  shepard? 

"Ah!''  he  whispered,  interruptedly,  "it's  too  big  a  load 
for  his  conscience,  poor  man!  He  wants  to  mek  nimself 
their  brother,  like;  can't  abide  to  preach  to  the  fastin'  on 
a  full  stoniach.  Ah!  he's  better  nor  we  are,  that's  it — he^s 
a  deal  better  nor  we  are." 

Here  Mr.  Jerome  shook  his  bridle  violently,  and  looked 
up  with  an  air  of  moral  courage,  as  if  Mr.  Stickney  had 
been  present,  and  liable 'to  take  offence  at  this  conclusion. 
A  few  minutes  more  brought  him  in  front  of  Mrs.  Wag- 
staff's,  where  Mr.  Tryan  lodged.  He  had  often  been  here 
before,  so  that  the  contrast  between  this  ugly  square  brick 
house,  with  its  shabby  bit  of  grass-plot,  stared  at  all  round 
by  cottage  windows,  and  his  own  pretty  white  home,  set  in  a 

Earadise  of  orchard  and  garden  and  pasture,  was  not  new  to 
im;  but  he  felt  it  with  fresh  force  to-day,  as  he  slowly 
fastened  his  roan  by  the  bridle  to  the  wooden  paling  and 
knocked  at  the  door.  Mr.  Tryan  was  at  home,  and  sent 
to  request  that  Mr.  Jerome  would  walk  up  into  his  study, 
as  the  fire  was  out  in  the  parlor  below. 

At  the  mention  of  a  clergyman's  study,  perhaps,  your 
too  active  imagination  conjures  up  a  perfect  snuggery, 
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where  the  general  air  of  comfort  is  rescued  from  a  secular 
character  by  strong  ecclesiastical  suggestions  in  the  shape 
of  the  furniture,  the  pattern  of  the  carpet,  and  the  prints 
on  the  wall;  where,  if  a  nap  is  taken,  it  is  in  an  easy-chair 
with  a  Gothic  back,  and  the  very  feet  rest  on  a  warm  and 
velvety  simulation  of  church  windows;  where  the  pure  art 
of  rigorous  English  Protestantism  smiles  above  the  mantel- 
piece in  the  portrait  of  an  eminent  bishop,  or  a  refined 
Anglican  taste  is  indicated  by  a  German  print  from  Over- 
beck;  where  the  walls  are  lined  with  choice  divinity  in 
sombre  binding,  and  the  light  is  softened  by  a  screen  of 
boughs  with  a  gray  church  in  the  background. 

But  I  must  beg  you  to  dismiss  all  such  scenic  pretti- 
ness,  suitable  as  they  may  be  to  a  clergyman^s  character 
and  complexion;  for  I  have  to  confess  that  Mr.  Tryan^s 
study  was  a  very  ugly  little  room  indeed,  with  an  ugly 
slapniash  pattern  on  the  walls,  and  ugly  carpet  on  the  floor, 
and  an  ugly  view  of  cottage  roofs  and  cabbage-gardens 
from  the  window.  His  own  person,  his  writing-table,  and 
his  book-case,  were  the  only  objects  in  the  room  that  had 
the  slightest  air  of  refinement;  and  the  sole  provision  for 
comfort  was  a  clumsy  straight-backed  arm-chair,  covered 
with  faded  chintz.  The  man  who  could  live  in  such  a 
room,  unconstrained  by  poverty,  must  either  have  his 
vision  fed  from  within  by  an  intense  passion,  or  he  must 
have  chosen  that  least  attractive  form  of  self-mortification 
which  wears,  no  haircloth  and  has  no  meagre  days,  but 
accepts  the  vulgar,  the  commonplace,  and  the  ugly,  when- 
ever the  highest  duty  seems  to  lie  among  them. 

*^  Mr.  Tryan,  I  hope  youll  excuse  me  disturbin'  on  you," 
said  Mr.  Jerome;  ^*but  Fd  summat  partickler  to  say.^' 

^*  You  don't  disturb  me  at  all,  Mr.  Jerome;  I'm  very 
glad  to  have  a  visit  from  you,"  said  Mr.  Tryan,  shaking 
him  heartily  by  the  hand,  and  offering  him  the  chintz- 
covered  ^^easy"  chair;  ^^it  is  some  time  since  I've  had  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  you,  except  on  a  Sunday." 

'^Ah,  sir!  your  time's  so  taken  up,  Fm  well  aware  o' 
that;  it's  not  only  what  you  hev  to  do,  but  it's  goin'  about 
from  place  to  place;  an'  you  don't  keep  a  hoss,  Mr.  Tryan. 
You  don't  take  care  enough  o'  yourself — you  don't  indeed, 
an'  that's  what  I  come  to  talk  to  y'  about." 

**  That's  very  good  of  you,  Mr.  Jerome;  but  I  assure  you 
I  think  walking  does  me  no  harm.  It  is  rather  a  relief  to 
me  after  speaking  or  writing.  You  know  I  have  no  great 
circuit  to  make.     The  farthest  distance  I  have  to  walk  is 
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to  Milby  Church,  and  if  ever  I  want  a  horse  on  a  Sunday, 
I  hire  Kadley^s,  Who  lives  not  many  hundred  yards  from 
me." 

"Well,  but  now!  the  winter's  comin'  on,  an'  you'll  get 
wet  i'  your  feet,  an'  Pratt  tells  me  as  your  constitution's 
dillicate,  as  anybody  may  see,  for  the  matter  o'  that, 
wi'out  bein'  a  doctor.  An'  this  is  the  light  I  look  at  it  in, 
Mr.  Tryan:  who's  to  fill  up  your  place,  if  you  was  to  be 
disabled,  as  I  may  say?  Consider  what  a  valyable  life 
yours  is.  You've  begun  a  great  work  i'  Milby,  and  90  you 
might  carry  it  on,  if  you'd  your  health  and  strength.  The 
more  care  you  take  0' yourself,  the  longer  you'll  live,  belike, 
God  willing,  to  do  good  to  your  fellow-creaturs." 

"  Why,  my  dear  Mr.  Jerome,  I  think  I  should  not  be  a 
long-lived  man  in  any  case;  and  if  I  were  to  take  care  of 
myself  under  the  pretext  of  doing  more  good,  I  should 
very  likely  die  and  leave  nothing  done  after  all." 

"Well!  but  keepin' a  boss  wouldn't  hinder  you  from 
workin'.  It  'ud  help  you  to  do  more,  though  Pratt  says  as 
it's  usin'  your  voice  so  constant  as  does  you  the  most  harm. 
Now  isn't  it — I'm  no  scholard,  Mr.  Tryan,  an'  I'm  not 
a-goin'  to  dictate  to  you — but  isn't  it  a'most  a-kiling  o' 
yourself,  to  go  on  a'  that  way  beyond  your  strength?  We 
musn't  fling  our  lives  away." 

"  N"o,  not  fling  them  away  lightly,  but  we  are  permitted 
to  lay  down  our  lives  in  a  right  cause.  There  are  many 
duties,  as  you  know,  Mr.  Jerome,  which  stand  before 
taking  care  of  our  own  lives." 

"Ah!  I  can't  arguy  wi'  you,  Mr.  Tryan;  but  what  I 
wanted  to  say's  this  —  There's  my  little  chacenut  boss;  I 
should  take  it  quite  a  kindness  if  you'd  hev  him  through 
the  winter  an' .  ride  him.  I've  thought  0'  sellin'  him  a 
many  times,  for  Mrs.  Jerome  can't  abide  him;  and  what 
do  I  want  wi'  two  nags?  But  I'm  fond  o'  the  little  chace- 
nut, and  I  shouldn't  like  to  sell  him.  So  if  you'll  only 
ride  him  for  me,  you'll  do  me  a  kindness — ^you  will,  indeed, 
Mr.  Tryan." 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Jerome.  I  promise  you  to  ask  for 
him,  when  I  feel  that  I  want  a  nag.  There  is  no  man  I 
would  more  gladly  be  indebted  to  than  you;  but  at  present 
I  would  rather  not  have  a  horse.  I  should  ride  him  very 
little,  and  it  would  be  an  inconvenience  to  me  to  keep  him 
rather  than  otherwise." 

Mr.  Jerome  looked  troubled  and  hesitating,  as  if  he  had 
something  on  his  mind  that  would  not  readily  shape  itself 
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into  words.  At  last  he  said,  "You'll  excuse  me,  Mr. 
Tryan,  I  wouldn't  be  takin'  a  liberty,  but  I  know  what  great 
claims  you  hev  on  you  as  a  clergyman.  Is  it  the  expense, 
Mr.  Tryan?  is  it  tne  money?" 

*^No,  my  dear  sir.  I  have  much  more  than  a  single 
man  needs.  My  way  of  living  is  quite  of  my  own  choosing, 
and  I  am  doing  nothing  but  what  I  feel  bound  to  do,  quite 
apart  from  money  considerations.  We  cannot  judge  for 
one  another,  you  know;  we  have  each  our  peculiar  weak- 
nesses and  temptations.  I  quite  admit  that  it  might  be 
right  for  another  man  to  allow  himself  more  luxuries,  and 
I  assure  you  I  think  it  no  superiority  in  myself  to  do 
without  them.  On  the  contrary,  if  my  heart  were  less 
rebellious,  and  if  I  were  less  liable  to  temptation,  I  should 
not  need  that  sort  of  self-denial.  But,"  added  Mr.  Tryan, 
holding  out  his  hand  to  Mr.  Jerome,  "  I  understand  your 
kindness,  and  bless  you  for  it.  If  I  want  a  horse,  I  shall 
ask  for  the  chestnut." 

Mr.  Jerome  was  obliged  to  rest  contented  with  this 
promise,  and  rode  home  sorrowfully,  reproaching  himself 
with  not  having  said  one  thing  he  meant  to  say  when 
setting  out,  and  with  having  "  clean  forgot "  the  arguments 
he  had  intended  to  quote  from  Mr.  Stickney. 

Mr.  Jerome's  was  not  the  only  mind  that  was  seriously 
disturbed  by  the  idea  that  the  curate  was  over-working 
himself.  There  were  tender  women's  hearts  in  which 
anxiety  about  the  state  of  his  affections  was  beginning 
to  be  merged  in  anxiety  about  the  state  of  his  health. 
Miss  Eliza  Pratt  had  at  one  time  passed  through  much 
sleepless  cogitation  on  the  possibility  of  Mr.  Tryan's  being 
attached  to  some  lady  at  a  distance — at  Laxeter,  perhaps, 
where  he  had  formerly  held  a  curacy;  and  her  fine  eyes 
kept  close  watch  lest  any  symptom  of  engaged  affections 
on  his  part  should  escape  her.  It  seemed  an  alarming  fact 
that  his  handkerchiefs  were  beautifully  marked  with  hair, 
until  she  reflected  that  he  had  ap  unmarried  sister  of 
whom  he  spoke  with  much  affection  as  his  father's  com- 
panion and  comforter.  Besides,  Mr.  Tryan  had  never  paid 
any  distant  visit,  except  one  for  a  few  days  to  his  fatner, 
and  no  hint  escaped  him  of  his  intending  to  take  a  house, 
or  change  his  mode  of  living.  No!  he  could  not  be 
engaged,  though  he  might  have  been  disappointed.  But 
this  latter  misfortune  is  one  from  which  a  devoted  clergy- 
man has  been  known  to  recover,  by  the  aid  of  a  fine  pair 
of  grev  eyes  that  beam  on  him  with  affectionate  reverence, 
84 
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Before  Christmas,  however,  her  cogitations  began  to  take 
another  turn.  She  heard  her  father  say  very  confidently 
that  *^  Tryan  was  consumptive,  and  if  he  didn't  take  more 
care  of  himself,  his  life  wouldn't  be  worth  a  year's  pur- 
chase"; and  shame  at  having  speculated  on  suppositions 
that  were  likely  to  prove  so  false,  sent  poor  Miss  Eliza's 
feelings  with  all  the  stronger  impetus  into  the  one  channel 
of  sorrowful  alarm  at  the  prospect  of  losing  the  pastor 
who  had  opened  to  her  a  new  life  of  piety  and  self-sub- 
jection. It  is  a  sad  weakness  in  us,  after  all,  that  the 
thought  of  a  man's  death  hallows  him  anew  to  us;  as  if 
life  were  not  sacred  too — ^as  if  it  were  comparatively  a 
light  thing  to  fail  in  love  and  reverence  to  the  brother  who 
has  to  climb  the  whole  toilsomer  steep  with  us  and  all  our 
tears  and  tenderness  were  due  to  the  one  who  is  spared 
that  hard  journey. 

The  Miss  Linnets,  too,  were  beginning  to  take  a  new- 
view  of  the  future,  entirely  uncolored  by  jealousy  of  Miss 
Eliza  Pratt. 

"  Did  you  notice,"  said  Mary,  one  afternoon  when  Mrs. 
Pettifer  was  taking  tea  with  them — '^did  you  notice  that 
short  dry  cough  of  Mr.  Tryan's  yesterday?  I  think  he 
looks  worse  and  worse  every  week,  and  I  only  wish  I  knew 
his  sister;  I  would  write  to  her  about  him.  I'm  sure 
something  should  be  done  to  make  him  give  up  part  of  his 
work,  and  he  will  listen  to  no  one  here.' 

^*  Ah,"  said  Mrs.  Pettifer,  ^^it's  a  thousand  pities  his 
father  and  sister  can't  come  and  live  with  him,  if  he  isn't 
to  marry.  But  I  wish  with  all  my  heart  he  could  have 
taken  to  some  nice  woman  as  would  have  made  a  comfort- 
able home  for  him.  I  used  to  think  he  might  take  to  Eliza 
Pratt;  she's  a  good  girl,  and  very  pretty;  but  I  see  no  like- 
lihood of  it  now." 

*^No,  indeed,"  said  Eebecca,  with  some  emphasis;  "Mr. 
Tryan's  heart  is  not  for  any  woman  to  win;  it  is  all  ^iven 
to  his  work;  and  I  could  never  wish  to  see  him  with  a 
young  inexperienced  wife  who  would  be  a  drag  on  him 
instead  of  a  helpmate." 

"He'd  need  have  somebody,  young  or  old,"  observed 
Mrs.  Linnet,  "to  see  as  he  wears  a  flannel  wescoat,  an' 
changes  his  stockins  when  he  comes  in.  It's  my  opinion 
he's  got  that  cough  wi'sittin'  i'  wet  shoes  and  stockins;  an' 
that  Mrs.  Wagstail's  a  poor  addle-headed  thing;  she  doesn't 
half  tek  care  on  him.'' 

"Oh,   mother!"  said    Rebecca,    "she's  a  very   pious 
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woman.  And  I^m  sure  she  thinks  it  too  great  a  privilege 
to  have  Mr.  Tryan  witl^  her,  not  to  do  the  best  she  can  to 
make  him  comfortable.  She  can^t  help  her  rooms  being 
shabby.  ^^ 

"  Fve  nothing  to  say  again*  her  piety,  my  dear;  but  I 
know  very  well  I  shouldn^  like  her  to  coqk  my  victual., 
When  a  man  comes  in  hungry  and  tired,  piety  won^t  feed 
him,  I  reckon.  Hard  carrots  *ull  lie  heavy  on  his  stomach, 
piety  or  no  piety.  I  called  in  one  day  when  she  was  dishin^ 
up  Mr.  Tryan^s  dinner,  an^  I  could  see  the  potatoes  was  as 
watery  as  watery.  It's  right  enough  to  be  speritial — I'm 
no  enemy  to  that;  but  I  like  my  potatoes  mealy.  I  don't 
see  as  anybody  'uU  go  to  heaven  the  sooner  for  not  digestin' 
their  dinner — ^pro^idin'  they  don't  die  sooner,  as  mayhap 
Mr.  Tryan  will,  poor  dear  man!" 

*^  It  will  be  a  heavy  day  for  us  all  when  that  comes  to 
pass,"  said  Mrs.  Pettifer.  "  We  shall  never  get  anybody 
to  fill  up  that  gap.  There's  the  new  clergyman  that's  just 
come  to  Shepperton — Mr.  Parry;  I  saw  him  the  other  day 
at  Mrs.  Bond's.     He  may  be  a  very  good  man,  and  a  fine 

Sreacher — they  say  he  is;  but  I  thought  to  myself.  What  a 
ifference  between  him  and  Mr.  Tyran!  He's  a  sharp- 
sort-of-looking  man,  and  hasn't  that  feeling  way  with  him 
that  Mr.  Tryan  has.  What  is  so  wonderful  to  me  in  Mr. 
Tryan  is  the  way  he  puts  himself  on  a  level  with  one,  and 
talks  to  one  like  a  brother.  I'm  never  afraid  of  telling 
him  anything.  He  never  seems  to  look  down  on  anybody. 
He  knows  how  to  lift  up  those  that  are  cast  down,  if  ever 
man  did." 

^'Yes,"  said  Mary.  "And  when  I  see  all  the  faces 
turned  up  to  him  in  Paddiford  Church,  I  often  think  how 
hard  it  would  be  for  any  clergyman  who  had  to  come  after 
him;  he  has  made  the  people  love  him  so." 


CHAPTER  XII. 


In  her  occasional  visits  to  her  near  neighbor  Mrs. 
Pettifer,  too  old  a  friend  to  be  shunned  because  she  was  a 
Tryatite,  Janet  was  obliged  sometimes  to  hear  allusions  to 
Mr.  Tryan,  and  even  to  listen  to  his  praises,  which  she 
usually  met  with  playful  incredulity. 

"Ah,  well,"  she  answered  one  day,  "I  like  dear  old 
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Mr.  Crewe  and  his  pipes  a  great  deal  better  than  your  Mr. 
Tryan  and  his  Gospel.  When  I  was  a  little  toddle, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Crewe  used  to  let  me  play  about  in  their 

farden,  and  have  a  swing  between  the  great  elm-trees, 
ecause  mother  had  no  garden.  I  like  people  who  are 
kind;  kindness  is  my  religion;  and  that^s  the  reason  I 
like  you,  dear  Mrs.  Pettifer,  though  you  are  a  Tryanite.*' 

*^fiut  that's  Mr.  Tryan's  religion  too — at  least  partly. 
There^s  nobody  can  give  himself  up  more  to  doing  good 
amongst  the  poor,  and  he  thinks  of  their  bodies  too,  as 
well  as  their  souls.'' 

^*0h,  yes,  yes;  but  then  he  talks  about  faith,  and  grace, 
and  all  that,  making  people  believe  they  are  better  than 
others,  and  that  God  loves  them  more  than  he  does  the 
rest  of  the  world.  I  know  he  has  put  a  great  deal  of  that 
into  Sally  Martin's  head,  and  it  has  done  her  no  good  at 
all.  She  was  as  nice,  honest,  patient  a  girl  as  need  be 
before;  and  now  she  fancies  she  has  new  light  and  new 
wisdom.     I  don't  like  those  notions." 

"You  mistake  him,  indeed  you  do,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Dempster;  I  wish  you'd  go  and  hear  him  preach.'* 

"Hear  him  preach!  Why,  you  wicked  woman,  you 
would  persuade  me  to  disobey  my  husband,  would  you? 
Oh,  shocking!    I  shall  run-awaj[  from  you.     Good-bye." 

A  few  days  after  this  conversation,  however,  Janet  went 
to  Sally  Martin's  about  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 
The  pudding  that  had  been  sent  in  for  herself  and 
"Mammy,"  struck  her  as  just  the  sort  of  delicate  morsel 
the  poor  consumptive  girl  would  be  likely  to  fancy,  and  in 
her  usual  impulsive  way  she  had  started  up  from  the 
dinner-table  at  once,  put  on  her  bonnet,  and  set  off  with 
a  covered  plateful  to  the  neighboring  street.  When  she 
entered  the  house  there  was  no  one  to  be  seen;  but  in  the 
little  side-room  where  Sally  lay,  Janet  heard  a  voice.  It 
was  one  she  had  not  heard  before,  but  she  immediately 
guessed  it  to  be  Mr.  Tryan's.  Her  first  impulse  was  to 
set  down  her  plate  and  go  away,  but  Mrs.  Martin  might 
not  be  in,  and  then  there  would  be  no  one  to  give  Sally 
that  delicious  bit  of  pudding.  So  she  stood  still,  and 
was  obliged  to  hear  what  Mr.  Tryan  was  saying.  He 
was  interrupted  by  one  of  the  invalid's  violent  ftts  of 
coughing. 

"It  is  very  hard  to  bear,  is  it  not?"  he  said  when  she 
was  still  again.  "  Yet  God  seems  to  support  you  under  it 
wonderfully.  Pray  for  me,  Sally,  that  1  may  have  strength 
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too  when  the  hour  of  great  sufEerinff  comes.  It  is  one  of 
of  my  worst  weaknesses  to  shrink  &om  bodily  pain  and  I 
think  the  time  is  perhaps  not  far  off  when  I  shall  have  to 
bear  what  yon  are  bearing.  But  now  I  have  tired  you.  We 
have  talked  enough.     Good  bye.^' 

Janet  was  surprised,  and  forgot  her  wish  not  to  encoun- 
ter Mr.  Tryan;  the  tone  and  the  words  were  so  unlike  what 
she  had  expected  to  hear.  There  was  none  of  the  self- 
satisfied  unction  of  the  teacher,  quoting,  or  exhorting,  or 
expounding,  for  the  benefit  of  the  hearer,  but  a  simple 
appeal  for  help,  a  confession  of  weakness.  Mr.  Tryan  had 
his  deeply-felt  troubles  then?  Mr.  Tryan,  too,  like  herself, 
knew  what  it  was  to  tremble  at  a  foreseen  trial — to  shudder 
at  an  impending  burthen,  heavier  than  he  felt  able  to  bear? 

The  most  brilliant  deed  of  virtue  could  not  have  inclined  . 
Janet's  good-will  to  ward -Mr.  Tryan  so  much  as  this  fellow- 
ship in  suffering,  and  the  softening  thought  was  in  her 
eyes  when  he  appeared  in  the  doorway,  pale,  weary,  and 
depressed.  The  sight  of  Janet  standing  there  with  the 
entire  absence  of  self -consciousness  which  belongs  to  a  new 
and  vivid  impression,  made  him  start  and  pause  a  little. 
Their  eyes  met,  and  they  looked  at  each  other  gravely  for  a 
few  moments.    Then  they  bowed,  and  Mr.  Tryan  passed  out. 

There  is  a  power  in  the  direct  glance  of  a  sincere  and 
loving  human  soul,  which  will  do  more  to  dissipate  preju- 
dice and  kindle  charity  than  the  most  elaborate  arguments. 
The  fullest  exposition  of  Mr.  Tryan^s  doctrine  might  not 
have  sufficed  to  convince  Janet  that  he  had  not  an  odious 
se^-complacency  in  believing  himself  a  peculiar  child  of 
God;  but  «ne  direct,  pathetic  look  of  his  had  associated 
him  with  that  conception  for  ever. 

This  happened  late  in  the  autumn,  not  long  before  Sally 
Martin  died.  Janet  mentioned  her  new  impression  to  no 
one,  for  she  was  afraid  of  arriving  at  a  still  more  complete 
contradiction  of  her  former  ideas.  We  have  all  of  us  con- 
siderable regard  for  our  past  self,  and  are  not  fond  of  cast- 
ing reflections  on  that  respected  individual  by  a  total  nega- 
tion of  his  opinions.  Janet  could  no  longer  think  of  Mr. 
Tryan  without  sympathy,  but  she  gtill  shrank  from  the 
idea  of  becoming  his  hearer  and  admirer.  That  was  a 
reversal  of  the  past  which  was  a  little  accordant  with  her 
inclination  as  her  circumstances. 

And  indeed  this  interview  with  Mr.  Tryan  was  soon 
thrust  into  the  background  of  poor  Janet's  memory  by  the 
daily  thickening  miseries  of  her  lif^, 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

The  loss  of  Mr.  Jerome  as  a  client  proved  only  the 
beginning  of  annoyances  to  Dempster.  That  old  gentle- 
man had  in  him  the  vigorous  remnant  of  an  energy  and 
perseverance  which  had  created  his  own  fortune;  and 
being,  as  I  have  hinted,  given  to  chewing  the  cud  of  a 
righteous  indignation  with  considerable  relish,  he  was 
determined  to  carry  on  his  retributive  war  against  the  per- 
secuting attorney.  Having  some  influencer  with  Mr. 
Pryme,  who  was  one  of  the  most  substantial  rate-payers  in 
the  neighboring  parish  of  Dingley,  and  who  had  himself  a 
complex  and  long-standing  private  account  with  Dempster, 
Mr.  Jerome  stirred  up  this  gentleman  to  an  investigation 
of  some  suspicious  points  in  the  attorney's  conduct  of  the 
parish  affairs.  The  natural  consequence  was  a  personal 
quarrel  between  Dempster  and  Mr.  Pryme;  the  client 
demanded  his  account,  and  then  followed  the  old  story  of 
an  exorbitant  lawyer's  bill,  with  the  unpleasant  anti-climax 
of  taxing. 

These  disagreeables,  extending  over  many  months,  ran 
along  side  by  side  with  the  pressing  business  of  Mr.  Arm- 
strong's lawsuit,  which  was  threatening  to  take  a  turn 
rather  depreciatory  of  Dempster's  professional  prevision; 
and  it  is  not  surprising  that,  being  thus  kept  in  a  constant 
state  of  irritated  excitement  about  his  own  affairs,  he^ad 
little  time  for  the  further  exhibition  of  his  pubhc  spirit,  or 
for  rallying  the  forlorn  hope  of  sound  churchmanship 
against,  cant  and  hypocrisy.  Not  a  few  persons  who  had 
a  grudge  against  him,  began  to  remark,  with  satisfaction, 
that  ^'  Dempster's  luck  was  forsaking  him  ";  particularly 
Mrs.  Linnet,  who  thought  she  saw  distinctly  the  gradual 
ripening  of  a  providential  scheme,  whereby  a  just  retribu- 
tion would  be  wrought  on  the  man  who  had  deprived  her 
of  Pye's  Croft.  On  the  other  hand,  Dempster's  well-satis- 
fied clients,  who  were  of  opinion  that  the  punishment 
of  his  wickedness  might  conveniently  be  deferred  to 
another  world,  noticed  with  some  concern  that  he  was 
drinking  more  than  ever,  and  that  both  his  temper  and  his 
driving  were  becoming  more  furious.  Unhappily  those 
additional  glasses  of  brandy,  that  exasperation  of  loud- 
tongued  abuse,  had  other  effects  than  any  that  wt^r^ 
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into  the  contemplation  of  anxious  clients:  they  were  the 
little  superadded  symbols  that  were  perpetually  raising  the 
sum  of  home  misery. 

Poor  Janet!  how  heavily  the  months  rolled  on  for  her, 
laden  with  fresh  sorrows  as  the  summer  passed  into 
autumn,  the  autumn  into  winter,  and  the  winter  into 
spring  again.  Every  feverish  morning,  with  its  blank 
listlessness  and  despair,  seemed  more  hateful  than  the  last; 
every  coming  night  more  impossible  to  brave  without  arm- 
ing herself  in  leaden  stupor.  The  morning  light  brought 
no  gladness  to  her:  it  seemed  only  to  throw  its  glare  on 
what  had  happened  in  the  dim  candle-light — on  the  cruel 
man  seated  immovable  in  drunken  obstinacy  by  the  dead 
fire  and  dying  lights  in  the  dining-room,  rating  her  in 
harsh  tones,  reiterating  old  reproaches — or  on  a  hideous 
blank  of  something  unremembered,  something  that  must 
have  made  that  dark  bruise  on  her  shoulder,  which  ached 
as  she  dressed  herself. 

Do  you  wonder  how  it  was  that  things  had  come  to  this 
pass — what  offense  Janet  had  committed  in  the  early  years 
of  marriage  to  rouse  the  brutal  hatred  of  this  man?  The 
seeds  of  things  are  very  small:  the  hours  that  lie  between 
sunrise  and  the  gloom  of  midnight  are  traveled  through 
by  tiniest  markings  of  the  clock:  and  Janet,  looking  back 
along  the  fifteen  years  of  her  married  life,  hardly  knew  how 
or  where  this  total  misery  began;  hardly  knew  when  the 
sweet  wedded  love  and  hope  that  had  set  forever  had 
ceased  to  make  a  twilight  of  memory  and  relenting,  before 
the  on-coming  of  the  utter  dark. 

Old  Mrs.  Dempster  thought  she  saw  the  true  beginning 
of  it  all  in  Janet's  want  of  housekeeping  skill  and  exact- 
ness. **  Janet,''  she  said  to  herself,  *^was  always  running 
about  doing  things  for  other  people,  and  neglecting  her 
own  house.  That  provokes  a  man:  what  use  is  it  for  a 
woman  to  be  loving,  and  making  a  fuss  with  her  husband, 
if  she  doesn't  take  care  and  keep  his  home  just  as  he  likes 
it;  if  she  isn't  at  hand  when  he  wants  anything  done;  if 
she  doesn't  attend  to  all  his  wishes,  let  them  be  as  small  as 
they  may?  That  was  what  I  did  when  I  was  a  wife, 
though  1  didn't  make  half  so  much  fuss  about  loving  my 

husband.      Then,  Janet  had  no  children." Ah!  there 

mammy  Dempster  had  touched  a  true  spring,  not  perhaps 
of  her  son's  cruelty,  but  of  lialf  Janet's  misery.  If  she  had 
had  babes  to  rock  to  sleep — ^little  ones  to  kneel  in  their 
night-dress  and  say  their  prayers  at  her  knees — sweet  boys 
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and  girls  to  put  their  young  arms  round  her  neck  and  kiss 
away  her  tears,  her  poor  hungry  heart  would  have  been  fed 
with  strong  love,  and  might  never  have  needed  that-Apry 

Eoison  to  still  its  cravings.  Mighty  is  the  toxj^e  of  mother- 
ood!  says  the  great  tragic  poet  to  us  across  tlie  ages,  find- 
ing, as  usual,  thfe  simplest  words  for  the  sublimest  fact — 
deinon  to  tiktein  eotin.  It  transforms  all  things  by  its  vital 
heat:  it  turns  timidity  into  fierce  courage,  and  dreadless 
defiance  into  tremulous  submission;  it  turns  thoughtless- 
ness into  foresight,  and  yet  stills  all  anxiety  into  calm 
content;  it  makes  selfishness  become  self-denial,  and  gives 
even  to  hard  vanity  the  glance  of  admiring  love.  Yes;  if 
Janet  had  been  a  mother,  she  might  have  been  saved  from 
much  sin,  and  therefore  from  much  of  her  sorrow. 

But  do  not  believe  that  it  was  anything  either  present 
or  wanting  in  poor  Janet  that  formed  the  motive  of  her 
husband's  cruelty.  Cruelty,  like  every  other  vice,  requires 
no  motive  outside  itself — it  only  requires  opportunity. 
You  do  not  suppose  Dempster  had  any  motive  for  drinking 
beyond  the  craving  for  drink;  the  presence  of  brandy  was 
the  only  necessary  condition.  And  an  unloving,  tyran- 
nous, brutal  man  needs  no  motive  to  prompt  his  cruelty; 
he  needs  only  the  perpetual  presence  of  a  woman  he  can 
call  his  own.  A  whole  park  full  of  tame  or  timid-eyed 
animals  to  torment  at  his  will  would  not  serve  him  so  well 
to  glut  his  lust  of  torture;  they  could  not  feel  as  one  woman 
does;  they  could  not  throw  out  the  Keen  retort  which 
whets  the  edge  of  hatred. 

Janet's  bitterness  would  overflow  in  ready  words;  she 
was  not  to  be  made  meek  by  cruelty;  she  would  repent  of 
nothing  in  the  face  of  injustice,  though  she  was  subdued 
in  a  moment  by  a  word  or  a  look  that  recalled  the  old  days 
of  fondness;  and  in  times  of  comparative  calm  would  often 
recover  her  sweet  woman's  habit  of  caressing,  playful 
affection.  But  such  days  were  become  rare,  and  poor 
Janet's  soul  was  kept  like  a  vexed  sea,  tossed  by  a  new 
storm  before  the  old  waves  have  fallen.  Proud,  angry 
resistance  and  sullen  endurance  were  now  almost  the  only 
alternations  she  knew.  She  would  bear  it  all  proudly  to  the 
world,  but  proudly  toward  him,  too;  her  woman's  weak- 
ness might  shriek  a  cry  for  pity  under  a  heavy  blow,  but 
voluntarily  she  would  do  noWiing  to  mollify  liim,  unless 
he  first  relented.  What  had  she  ever  done  to  him  but  love 
him  too  well — but  believe  in  him  too  foolishly?  He  had 
no  pity  on  her  tender  flesh;  he  could  strike  the  soft  neck 
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he  had  once  asked*  to  kiss.  Yet  she  would  not  admit  her 
wretchedness;  she  had  married  him  blindly,  and  she  would 
bear  it  out  to  the  terrible  end,  whatever  that  might  be. 
Better  this  misery  than  the  blank  that  lay  for  her  outside 
her  married  home. 

But  there  was  one  person  who  heard  all  the  plaints  and 
all  the  outbursts  of  bitterness  and  despair  which  Janet  was 
never  tempted  to  pour  into  any  other  ear;  and,  alas!  in 
her  worst  momeuts  Janet  would  throw  out  wild  reproaches 
against  that  patient  listener.  For  the  wrong  that  rouses 
our  angry  passions  finds  only  a  medium  in  us;  it  passes 
through  us  like  a  vibration,  and  we  iiiflict  what  we  have 
suffered. 

Mrs.  Raynor  saw  too  clearly  all  through  the  winter  that 
things  were  getting  worse  in  Orchard  Street.  She  had 
evidence  enough  of  it  in  Janet's  visits  to  her;  and,  though 
her  own  visits  to  her  daughter  were  so  timed  that  she  saw 
little  of  Dempster  personally,  she  noticed  many  indications 
not  only  that  he  was  drinking  to  greater  excess,  but  that 
he  was  beginning  to  lose  that  physical  power  of  supporting 
excess  which  had  long  been  the  admiration  of  such 
fine  spirits  as  Mr.  Tomlinson.  It  seemed  as  if  Dempster 
had  some  consciousness  of  this — some  new  distrust  of  him- 
self;  for,  before  winter  was  over,  it  was  observed  that  he 
had  renounced  his  habit  of  driving  out  alone,  and  was 
never  seen  in  his  giff  without  a  servant  by  his  side. 

Nemesis  is  lame,  but  she  is  of  colossal  stature,  like  the 
gods;  and  sometimes,  while  her  sword  is  not  yet  unsheathed, 
she  stretches  out  her  huge  left  arm  and  grasps  her  victim. 
The  mighty  hand  is  invisible,  but  the  victim  totters  under 
the  dire  clutch. 

The  various  symptoms  that  things  were  getting  worse 
with  the  Dempsters  afforded  Milby  gossip  something  new 
to  say  on  an  old  subject.  Mrs.  Dempster,  every  one 
remarked,  looked  more  miserable  than  ever,  though  she 
kept  up  the  old  pretence  of  being  happy  and  satisfied. 
She  was  scarcely  ever  seen,  as  she  used  to  be,  going  about 
on  her  good-natured  errands;  and  even  old  Mrs.  Crewe, 
who  had  always  been  willfully  blind  to  anything  wrong  in 
her  favorite  Janet,  was  obliged  to  admit  that  she  had  not 
seemed  like  herself  lately.  *^The  poor  thing's  out  of 
health,''  said  the  kind  little  old  lady,  m  answer  to  all  gos- 
sip about  Janet.  ^*  Her  headaches  always  were  bad,  and  I 
know  what  headaches  are;  why,  they  make  one  quite  delir- 
joya  sometinies/'    Mrs.  Phipps,  for  her  part,  declared  she 
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would  never  accept  an  invitation  to  Dempstert  again;  it 
was  getting  so  very  disaffreeable  to  go  there,  Mrs.  Dempster 
was  often  "so  strange.  To  be  sure,  there  were  dreadful 
stories  about  the  way  Dempster  used  his  wife;  but  in  Mrs. 
Phipps's  opinion,  it  was  six  of  one  and  half-a-dozen  of  the 
other.  Mrs.  Dempster  had  never  been  like  other  women; 
she  had  always  a  flighty  way  with  her,  carrying  parcels  of 
snuff  to  old  Mrs.  Tooke,  and  going  to  drink  tea  with  Mrs. 
Brinley,  the  carpenter's  wife;  and  then  never  taking  care 
of  her  clothes,  always  wearing  the  same  things  week-day 
^r  Sunday.  A  man  has  a  poor  look-out  with  a  wife  of  that 
sort.  Mr.  Phipps,  amiable  and  laconic,  wondered  how  it 
was  women  were  so  fond  of*  running  each  other  down. 

Mr.  Pratt,  having  been  called  in  provisionally  to  a 
patient  of  Mr.  Pilgrim's,  in  a  case  of  compound  fracture, 
observed,  in  a  friendly  colloquy  with  his  brother  surgeon 
the  next  day — 

*^So  Dempster  has  left  off  driving  himself,  I  see;  he 
won't  end  with  a  broken  neck  after  all.  You'll  have  a  case 
of  meningitis  and  delirium  tremens  instead." 

'^  Ah,"  said  Mr.  Pilgrim,  "he  can  hardly  stand  it  much 
longer  at  the  rate  he's  going  on,  one  would  think.  He's 
been  confoundedly  out  up  about  that  business  of  Arm- 
strong's, I  fancy.  It  may  do  him  some  harm,  perhaps,  but 
Dempster  must  have  feathered  his  nest  pretty  well;  he  c^n 
afford  to  lose  a  little  business." 

"His  business  will  outlast  him,  that's  pretty  clear;"  said 
Pratt;  "  he'll  run  down  like  a  watch  with  a  broken  spring 
one  of  these  days." 

Another  prognostic  of  evil  to  Dempster  came  at  the 
beginning  of  March.  For  then  little  "Mamsey"  died — 
died  suddenly.  The  housemaid  found  her  seated  motion- 
less in  her  arm-chair,  her  knitting  fallen  down,  and  the 
tortoise-shell  cat  reposing  on  it  unreproved.  The  little 
white  old  woman  had  ended  her  wintry  age  of  patient 
sorrow,  believing  to  the  last  that  "  Robert  might  have 
been  a  good  husband  as  he  had  been  a  good  son." 

When  the  earth  was  thrown  on  Mamsey's  coffin,  and  the 
son,  in  crape  scarf  and  hatband,  turned  away  homeward, 
his  good  angel,  lingering  with  outstretched  wing  on  the 
edge  of  the  grave,  cast  one  despairing  look  after  him,  and 
took  flight  for  ever. 
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CHAPTEE  XIV. 

The  last  week  in  March — three  weeks  after  old  Mrs. 
Dempster  died  —  occurred  the  unpleasant  winding-up  of 
affairs  between  Dempster  and  Mr.  rryme,  and  under  this 
additional  source  of  irritation  the  attomey^s  diurnal 
drunkenness  had  taken  on  its  most  ill-tempered  and 
brutal  phase.  On  the  Friday  morning  before  setting  out 
for  Kotherby,  he  told  his  wiie  that  he  had  invited  "four 
men  ^'  to  dinner  at  half-past  six  that  evening.  The  pre- 
vious night  had  been  a  terrible  one  for  Janet,  and  wnen 
her  husband  broke  his  ^rim  morning  silence  to  say  these 
few  words,  she  was  looking  so  blank  and  listless  that  he 
added  in  a  loud  sharp  key,  "Do  you  hear  what  I  say?  or 
must  I  tell  the  cook?^^  She  started,  and  said,  "Yes,  I 
hear.'' 

"  Then  mind  and  have  a  dinner  provided,  and  don't  go 
mooning  about  like  crazy  Jane." 

Half  an  hour  afterward  Mrs.  Raynor,  quietly  busy  in 
her  kitchen  with  her  household  .labors — for  she  had  onlv 
a  little  twelve-year-old  girl  as  a  servant  —  heard  with 
trembling  the  rattling  of  the  garden  gate  and  the  opening 
of  the  outer  door.  She  knew  the  step,  and  in  one  short 
moment  she  lived  beforehand  through  the  coming  scene. 
She  hurried  out  of  the  kitchen,  and  there  in  the  passage, 
as  she  had  felt,  stood  Janet,  her  eyes  worn  as  if  by  night- 
long watching,  her  dress  careless,  her  step  languid.  No 
cheerful  morning  greeting  to  her  mother — no  kiss.  She 
turned  into  the  parlor,  and,  seating  herself  on  the  sofa 
opposite  her  mother's  chair,  looked  vacantly  at  the  walls 
and  furniture  until  the  corners  of  her  mouth  began  to 
tremble,  and  her  dark  eyes  filled  with  tears  that  fell  un- 
wiped  down  her  cheeks.  The  mother  sat  silently  opposite 
to  ner,  afraid  to  speak.  She  felt  sure  there  was  nothing 
new  the  matter — sure  that  the  torrent  of  words  would 
come  sooner  or  later. 

"Mother!  why  don't  you  speak  to  me?"  Janet  burst  out 
at  last;  "you  don't  care  about  my  suffering;  you  are 
blaming   me  because  I  feel — because  I   am  miserable." 

"My  child,  I  am  not  blaming  you — my  heart  is  bleed- 
ing for  you.  Your  head  is  bad  this  morning — you  have 
had  a  bad  night.  Let  me  make  you  a  cup  of  tea  now. 
Perhaps  you  didn't  like  your  breakfast*'* 
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"Yes,  that  is  what  you  always  think,  mother.  It  is 
the  old  story,  you  think.  You  don^t  ask  me  what  it  is  I 
have  had  to  bear.  You  are  tired  of  hearing  me.  You 
are  cruel,  like  the  rest;  every  one  is  cruel  in  this  world. 
Nothing  but  blame — blame — blame;  never  any  pity. 
God  is  cruel  to  have  sent  me  into  the  world  to  bear  all  this 
misery.  ^^ 

"Janet,. Janet,  don^t  say  so.  It  is  not  for  us  to  judge; 
we  must  submit;  we  must  be  thankful  for  the  gift  of  life.^' 

"Thankful  for  life!  Why  should  I  be  thankful?  God 
has  made  me  with  a  heart  to  feel,  and  he  has  sent  me 
nothing  but  misery.  How  could  I  help  it?  How  could 
I  know  what  would  come?  Why  didn't  you  tell  me, 
mother? — why  did  you  let  me  marry?  You  knew  what 
brutes  men  could  be;  and  there's  no  help  for  me — no 
hope.  I  can't  kill  myself;  I've  tried;  but  I  can't  leave 
this  world  and  go  to  another.  There  may  be  no  pity  for 
me  there,  as  there  is  none  here.*' 

"Janet,  my  child,  there  is  pity.  Have  I  ever  done 
anything  but  love  you?  And  there  is  pity  in  God. 
Ilasn't  he  put  pity  into  your  heart  for  many  a  poor  suf- 
ferer?   Where  did  it  come  from,  if  not  from  him?" 

Janet's  nervous  irritation  now  broke  out  into  sobs 
instead  of  complainings;  and  her  mother  was  thankful, 
for  after  that  crisis  there  would  very  likely  come  relenting, 
and  tenderness,  and  comparative  calm.  She  went  out  to 
make  some  tea,  and  when  she  returned  with  the  tray  in 
her  hands,  Janet  had  dried  her  eyes  and  now  turned  them 
toward  her  mother  with  a  faint  attempt  to  smile;  but  the 
poor  face,  in  its  sad  blurred  beauty,  looked  all  the  more 
piteous. 

"Mother  will  insist  upon  her  tea,"  she  said,  "and  I 
really  think  I  can  drink  a  cup.  JBut  I  must  go  home 
directly,  for  there  are  people  coming  to  dinner.  Could 
you  go  with  me  and  help  me,  mother?" 

Mrs.  Raynor  was  always  ready  to  do  that.  She  went  to 
Orchard  Street  with  Janet,  and  remained  with  her  through 
the  day — comforted,  as  evening  approached,  to  see  her 
become  more  cheerful  and  willing  to  attend  to  her  toilet. 
At  half -past  five  everythinff  was  in  order;  Janet  was 
dressed;  and  when  the  mother  had  kissed  her  and  said 
ffood-bye,  she  could  not  help  pausing  a  moment  in  sorrow- 
ful admiration  at  the  tall  rich  figure,  looking  all  the 
grander  for  the  plainness  of  the  deep  mourning  dress,  and 
the  noble  face  with  its  massy  folds  of  black  hair^  mad^ 
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matronly  by  a  simple  white  cap.  Janet  had  that  enduring 
beauty  which  belongs  to  pure  majestic  outline  and  depth 
of  tint.  Sorrow  and  neglect  leave  their  traces  on  such 
beauty,  but  it  thrills  us  to  the  last,  like  a  glorious  Greek 
temple,  which,  for  all  the  loss  it  has  suffered  from  time 
and  barbarous  hands,  has  gained  a  solemn  history,  and  fills 
our  imagination  the  more  because  it  is  incomplete  to  the 
sense. 

It  was  six  o^clock  before  Dempster  returned  from  Eoth- 
erby.  He  had  evidently  drunk  a  grqat  deal,  and  was  in 
an  angry  humoo*;  but  Janet,  who  had  gathered  some  little 
courage  and  forbearance  from  the  consciousness  that  she 
had  done  her  best  to-day,  was  determined  to  speak  pleas- 
antly to  him. 

^^Kobert/^  she  said  gently,  as  she  saw  him  seat  Kimself 
in  the  dining-room  in  his  dusty  snuffy  clothes,  and  take 
some  documents  out  of  his  pocket,  "will  you  not  wash  and 
change  your  dress?    It  will  refresh  you.^^ 

"Leave  me  alone,  will  you?^^  said  Dempster,  in  his 
most  brutal  tone. 

"  Do  change  your  coat  and  waistcoat,  they  are  so  dusty. 
V\e  laid  all  your  things  out  ready.  ^^ 

"Oh,  you  have,  have  you?^*  After  a  few  minutes  he 
rose  very  deliberatelv  and  walked  up-stairs  into  his  bed- 
room. Janet  had  often  been  scolded  before  for  not  laying 
out  his  clothes,  and  she  thought  now,  not  without  some 
wonder,  that  this  attention  of  hers  had  brought  him  to 
compliance. 

Presently  he  called  out,  "  Janet!  '*  and  she  went  up  stairs. 

"Here!  take  that!^'  he  said,  as  soon  as  she  reached 
the  door,  flinging  at  her  the  coat  she  had  laid  out. 
"Another  time,  leave  me  to  do  as  I  please,  will  you?'' 

The  coat,  flung  with  great  force,  only  brushed  her 
shoulder,  and  fell  some  distance  within  the  drawing-room, 
the  door  of  which  stood  open  just  opposite.  She  hastily 
retreated  as  she  saw  the  waistcoat  coming,  and  one  by  one 
the  clothes  she  had  laid  out  were  aU  flung  into  the  drawing- 
room. 

Janet's  face  flushed  with  anger,  and  for  the  first  time 
in  her  life  her  resentment  overcame  the  long-cherished 

?ride  that  made  her  hide  her  griefs  from  the  world, 
^here  are  moments  when  by  some  strange  impulse  we  con- 
tradict our  past  selves  —  fatal  moments,  when  a  fit  of 
})assion,  like  a  lava  stream,  lays  low  the  work  of  half  our 
ives.     Janet  thought,  "I  will  not  pick  up  the  clothes; 
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they  shall  4ie  there  until  the  visitors  come,  and  he  shall  be 
ashamed  of  himself/' 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  she  made  haste  to 
seat  herself  in  the  drawing-rcom^,  lest  the  servant  should 
enter  and  remove  the  clothes,  which  were  lying  half  on  the 
table  and  half  on  the  ground.  Mr.  Lowme  entered  with  a 
less  familiar  visitor,  a  client  of  Dempster%  and  the  next 
moment  Dempster  himself  came  in. 

His  eye  fell  at  once  on  the  clothes,  and  then  turned  for 
an  instant  with  a  iJevilish  glance  of  concentrated  hatred 
on  Janet,  who,  still  flushed  and  excited,  ^affected  uncon- 
sciousness. After  shaking  hands  with  his  visitors,  he 
immediately  rang  the  bell. 

''  Take  those  clothes  away,^^  he  said  to  the  servant,  not 
looking  at  Janet  again. 

During  dinner,  she  kept  up  her  assumed  air  of  indiffer- 
ence, and  tried  to  seem  in  high  spirits,  laughing  and  talking 
more  than  usual.  In  reality,  she  felt  as  ii  she  had  defied  a 
wild  beast  -within  the  four  walls  of  his  den,  and  he  was 
crouching  backward  in  preparation  for  his  deadly  spring. 
Dempster  affected  to  take  no  notice  of  her,  talked  obstrep- 
erously, and  drank  steadily. 

About  eleven  the  party  dispersed,  with  the  exception  of 
Mr.  Budd,  who  had  joined  them  after  dinner,  and  appeared 
disposed  to  stay  drinking  a  little  longer.  Janet  began  to 
hope  that  he  would  stay  long  enough  for  Dempster  to 
become  heavy  and  stupid,  and  so  to  fall  asleep  down-stairs, 
which  was  a  rare  but  occasional  ending  of  his  nights.  She 
told  the  servants  to  sit  up  no  longer,  and  she  herself 
undressed  and  went  to  bed,  trying  to  cheat  her  imagina- 
tion into  the  belief  that  the  day  was  ended  for  her.  But 
when  she  lay  down,  she  became  more  intensely  awake  than 
ever.  Everything  she  had  taken  this  evening  seemed  only 
to  stimulate  her  senses  and  her  apprehensions  to  new 
vividness.  Her  heart  beat  violently,  and  she  heard  every 
sound  in  the  house. 

At  last,  when  it  was  twelve,  she  heard  Mr.  Budd  go  out; 
she  heard  the  door  slam.  Dempster  had  not  moved.  Was 
he  asleep?  Would  he  forget?  The  minute  seemed  long, 
while,  with  a  quickening  pulse,  she  was  on  the  stretch  to 
catch  everv  sound. 

'' Janet  f^^  The  loud  jarring  voice  aoemed  to  strike  her 
like  a  hurled  weapon. 

"Janet!''  he  called  again,  moving  out  of  the  dining- 
room  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 
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There  was  a  pause  of  a  moment. 

^^If  you  don  t  come,  Fll  kill  you.'* 

Another  pause,  and  she  heard  him  turn  back  into  the 
dining-room.  He  was  gone  for  a  light — perhaps  for  a 
weapon.  Perhaps  he  ivould  kill  her.  Let  him.  Life  was  as 
hideous  as  death.  For  j^ears  she  had  been  rushing  on  to 
some  unknown  but  ^certain  horror;  and  now  she  was  close 
upon  it.  She  was  almost  glad.  She  was  in  a  state  of 
flushed  feverish  defiance  that  neutralized  her  woman's  ter- 
rors. 

She  heard  his  heavy  step  on  the  stairs;  she  saw  the 
slowly  advancing  light.  Then  she  saw  the  tall,  massive 
figure  and  the  heavy  face,  now  fierce  with  drunken  rage. 
He  had  fiothing  but  the  candle  in  his  hand.  He  set  it 
down  on  the  table  and  advanced  close  to  the  bed. 

'^So  you  think  you'll  defy  me,  do  you?  We'll  see  how 
long  that  will  last.  Get  up,  madam;  out  of  bed  this 
instant!" 

In  the  close  presence  of  the  dreadful  man — of  this  huge, 
crushing  force,  armed  with  savage  will — poor  Janet's  des- 
perate defiance  all  forsook  her,  and  her  terrors  came  back. 
Trembling  she  got  up,  and  stood  helpless  in  her  night- 
dress before  her  husband. 

He  seized  her  with  his  heavy  grasp  by  the  shoulder  and 
pushed  her  before  him. 

*'I'll  cool  your  hot  spirit  for  you!  Ill  teach  you  to 
brave  me!" 

Slowly  he  pushed  her  along  before  him,  down-stairs  and . 
through  the  passage,  where  a  small  oil-lamp  was  still  flick- 
ering. What  was  he  going  to  do  to  her?  She  thought 
every  moment  he  was  going  to  dash  her  before  him  on  the 
ground.     But  she  gave  no  scream — she  only  trembled. 

He  pushed  her  on  to  the  entrance,  and  held  her  firmly 
in  his  grasp  while  he  lifted  the  latch  of  the  door.  Then 
he  opened  the  door  a  little  way,  thrust  her  out  and 
slammed  it  behind  her. 

For  a  short  space  it  seemed  like  a  deliverance  to  Janet. 
The  harsh  northeast  wind,  that  blew  through  her  thin 
night-dress  and  sent  her  long,  heavy  black  hair  streaming, 
seemed  like*  the  breath  of  pity  after  the  grasp  of  that 
threatening  monster.  But  soon  the  sense  oi  release  from 
an  overpowering  terror  gave  way  before  the  sense  of  the 
fate  that  had  really  come  upon  her. 

This,  then,  was  what  she  had  been  traveling  toward 
through  her  long  years  of  misery!    Not  yet  death.     Oh! 
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was  pitiful  weakness  to  be  unhappy — the  bride  passing 
with  trembling  joy  from  the  outer  court  to  the  inner  sanc- 
tuary of  woman^s  life — ^the  wife,  beginning  her  initiation 
into  sorrow,  wounded,  resenting,  yet  still  hoping  and  for- 
giving— the  poor  bruised  woman,  seeking  through  weary 
years  the  one  refuge  of  dispair,  oblivion: — Janet  seemea 
to  herself  all  these  in  the  same  moment  that  she  was  con- 
scious of  being  seated  on  the  cold  stone  under  the  sliock  of 
a  new  misery.  All  her  early  gladness,  all  her  bright  hopes 
and  illusions,  all  her  gifts  of  beauty  and  affection,  served 
only  to  darken  the  riddle  of  her  life;  they  were  the  be- 
traying promises  of  a  cruel  destiny  which  had  brought 
out  those  sweet  blossoms  only  that  the  winds  and  storftis 
might  have  a  greater  work  of  desolation,  which  had 
nursed  her  like  a  pet  fawn  into  tenderness  and  fond  expec- 
tation, only  that  she  might  feel  a  keener  terror  in  the 
clutch  of  the  panther.  Her  mother  had  sometimes 
said  that  troubles  were  sent  to  make  us  better  and 
draw  us  nearer  to  God.  What  mockery  that  seemed 
to  Janet!  Her  troubles  had  been  sinking  her  lower  from 
year  to  year,  pressing  upon  her  like  heavy  fever-laden 
vapors,  and  perverting  the  very  plenitude  of  her  nature 
into  a  deeper  source  of  disease.  Her  wretchedness  had 
been  a  perpetually  tightening  instrument  of  torture,  which 
had  gradually  absorbed  all  the  other  sensibilities  of  her 
nature  into  the  sense  of  pain  and  the  maddened  craving 
for  relief.  Oh,  if  some  ray  of  hope,  of  pity,  of  consola- 
tion, would  pierce  through  the  horrible  gloom,  she  nlight 
believe  then  in  a  Divine  love — in  a  heavenly  Father  who 
cared  for  His  children.  But  now  she  had  no  faith,  no 
trust.  There  was  nothing  she  could  lean  on  in  the  wide 
world,  for  her  mother  was  only  a  fellow-sufferer  in  her  'own 
lot.  The  poor  patient  woman  could  do  little  more  than 
mourn  with  her  daughter:  she  had  humble  resignation 
enough  to  sustain  her  own  soul,  but  she  could  no  more  give 
comfort  and  fortitude  to  Janet  than  the  withered  ivy-cov- 
ered trunk  can  bear  up  its  strong,  fuU-boughed  offspring 
crashing  down  under  an  Alpine  storm.  Janet  felt  she  was 
alone:  no  human  soul  had  measured  her  anguish,  had 
understood  her  self-despair,  had  entered  into  her  sorrows 
and  her  sins  with  that  deep-sighted  sympathy  which  is 
wiser  than  all  blame,  more  potent  than  all  reproof — such 
sympathy  as  had  swelled  her  own  heart  for  many  a  sufferer. 
And  if  there  was  any  Divine  pity,  she  could  not  feel  it;  it 
kept  aloof  from  her,  it  poured  no  balm  into  her  wounds, 
35 
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it  stretched  out  no  hand  to  bear  up  her  weak  resolve,  to 
fortify  her  fainting  courage. 

Now,  in  her  utmost-- loneliness,  she  shed  no  tear:  she  sat 
staring  fixedly  into  the  darkness,  while  inwardly  she  gazed 
at  her  own  past,  almost  losing  the  sense  that  it  was  her 
own,  or  that  she  was  anything  more  than  a  spectator  at  a 
strange  and  dreadful  play. 

The  loud  sound  of  the  church  clock,  striking  one, 
startled  her.  She  had  not  been  there  more  than  half  an 
hour,  then?  And  it  seemed  to  her  as  if  she  had  been  there 
half  the  night.  She  was  getting  benumbed  with  cold. 
With  that  strong  instinctive  dread  of  pain  and  death  which 
had  made  her  recoil  from  suicide,  she  started  up,  and  the 
disagreeable  sensation  of  resting  on  her  benumbed  feet 
helped  to  recall  her  completely  to  the  sense  of  the  present. 
The  wind  was  beginning  to  make  rents  in  the  clouds,  and 
there  came  every  now  and  then  a  dim  light  of  stars  that 
frightened  her  more  than  the  darkness;  it  was  like  a  cruel 
finger  pointing  her  out  in  her  wretchedness  and  humilia- 
tion; it  made  her  shudder  at  the  thought  of  the  morning 
twilight.  What  could  she  do?  Not  go  to  her  mother — 
not  rouse  her  in  the  dead  of  night  to  tell  her  this.  Her 
mother  would  think  she  was  a  spectre;  it  would  be  enough 
to    kill   her  with    horror.     And  the  way  there  was  so 

long if  she  should  meet  some  one yet  she  must 

seek  some  shelter  somewhere  to  hide  herself.  Five 
doors  off  there  was  Mrs.  Pettifer^s;  that  kind  woman 
would  take  l|er  in.  It  was  of  no  use  now  to  be  proud  and 
mind  about  the  world^s  knowing:  she  had  nothing  to  wish 
for,  nothing  to  care  about;  only  she  could  not  help  shud- 
dering at  the  thought  of  braving  the  morning  light,  there 
in  the  street — she  was  frightened  at  the  thought  of  spend- 
ing long  hours  in  the  cold.  Life  might  mean  anguish, 
might  mean  despair;  but — oh,  she  musf  clutch  it,  though 
with  bleeding  fingers;  her  feet  must  cling  to  the  firm  earth 
that  the  sunlight  would  revisit,  not  slip  into  the  untried 
abyss,  where  she  might  long  even  for  familiar  pains. 

Janet  trod  slowly  with  her  naked  feet  on  the  rough 
pavement,  trembHng  at  the  fitful  gleams  of  starlight,  and 
supporting  herself  by  the  wall,  as  the  gusts  of  wind  drove 
right  agains*;  her.  The  very  wind  was  cruel:  it  tried  to 
push  her  back  from  the  door  where  she  wanted  to  go  and 
knock  and  ask  for  pity. 

Mrs.  Pettifer^s  house  did  not  look  into  Orchard  Street: 
it  stood  a  little  way  up  a  wide  passage  which  opened  into 
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the  street  through  an  archway.  Janet  turned  up  the  arch- 
way, and  saw  a  faint  light  coming  from  Mrs.  Pettifer's 
bedroom  window.  The  glimmer,  of  a  rushlight  from  a 
room  where  a  friend  was  lying,  was  like  a  ray  of  mercy  to 
Janet,  after  that  long,  long  time  of  darkness  and  loneli- 
ness; it  would  not  be  so  dreadful  to  awake  Mrs.  Pettifer 
as  she  had  thought.  Yet  she  lingered  some  minutes  at 
the  door  before  she  gathered  courage  to  knock;  she  felt  as 
if  the  sound  must  betray  her  to  others  besides  Mrs.  Petti- 
fer, though  there  was  no  other  dwelling  that  opened  into 
the  passage — only  warehouses  and  outbuildings.  There 
was  no  gravel  for'her  to  throw  up  at  the  window,  nothing 
but  heavy  pavement;  there  was  no  door-bell;  she  must 
knock.  Her  first  rap  was  very  timid — one  feeble  fall  of 
Ihe  knocker;  and  then  she  stood  still  again  for  many 
minutes;  but  presently  she  rallied  her  courage  and  knocked 
several  times  together,  not  loudly,  but  rapidly,  so  that 
Mrs.  Pettifer,  if  she  only  heard  the  sound,  could  not  mis- 
take it.  And  she  Aa J  heard  it,  for  by-and-by  the  casement 
of  her  window  was  opened,  and  Janet  perceived  that  she 
was  bending  out  to  try  and  discern  who  it  was  at  the 
door. 

^^  It  is  I,  Mrs.  Pettifer;  it  is  Janet  Dempster.  Take  me 
in,  for  pity's  sake.'^ 

"  Merciful  God!  what  has  happened?  ** 

"  Robert  has  turned  me  out.  I  have  been  in  the  cold  a 
long  while/' 

Mrs.  Pettifer  said  no  more,  but  hurried  away  from  the 
window,  and  was  soon  at  the  door  with  a  light  in  her 
hand. 

**  Come  in,  my  poor  dear,  come  in,''  said  the  good 
woman  in  a  tremulous  voice,  drawing  Janet  within  the 
door.  "  Come  into  my  warm  bed,  and  may  God  in  heaven 
save  and  comfort  you. 

The  pitying  eyes,  the  tender  voice,  the  warm  touch, 
caused  a  rush  of  new  feeling  in  Janet.  Her  heart  swelled, 
and  she  burst    out    suddenly,  like    a   child,  into    loud 

Eassionate  sobs.     Mrs.  Pettifer  could  not  help  crying  with 
er,  but  she  said,  ^^Come  up-stairs,  my  dear,  come.    Don't 
linger  in  the  cold." 

She  drew  the  poor  sobbing  thing  gently  up-stairs,  and 
persuaded  her  to  go  into  the  warm  oed.  But  it  was  long 
before  Janet  could  lie  down.  She  sat  leaning  her  head  on 
her  knees,  convulsed  by  sobs,  while  the  motherly  woman 
covered  her  with  clothes  and  held  her  arms  round  her  to 
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comfort  her  with  warmth.  At  last  the  hysterical  passion 
had  exhausted  itself,  and  she  fell  back  on  the  pillow;  but 
her  throat  was  still  agitated  hj  piteous  after-sobs,  such  as 
shake  a  little  child  even  when  it  has  found  a  refuge  from 
its  alarms  on  its  mother's  lap. 

Now  Janet  was  getting  quieter,  Mrs.  Pettifer  determined 
to  go  down  and  make  a  cup  of  tea,  the  first  thing  a  kind 
old  woman  thinks  of  as  a  solace  and  restorative  under  all 
calamities.  Happily  there  was  no  danger  of  awaking  her 
servant,  a  heavy  girl  of  sixteen,  who  was  snoring  blissfully 
in  the  attic,  and  might  be  kept  ignorant  of  the  way  in 
which  Mrs.  Dempster  had  come  in.  So  Mrs.  Pettifer 
busied  herself  with  rousing  the  kitchen  fire,  which  was 
kept  in  under  a  large  ^^  raker'* — ^a  possibility  by  which  the 
coal  of  the  midland  counties  atones  for  all  its  slowness  and 
white  ashes. 

When  she  carried  up  the  tea,  Janet  was  lying  quite  still; 
the  spasmodic  agitation  had  ceased,  and  she  seemed  lost 
in  thought;  her  eyes  were  fixed  vacantly  on  the  rushlight 
shade,  and  all  the  lines  of  sorrow  were  deepened  in  her  face. 

^*Now,  my  dear,''  said  Mrs.  Pettifer,  "let  me  persuade 
you  to  drink  a  cup  of  tea;  you'll  find  it  will  warm  you  and 
soothe  you  very  much.  Why,  dear  heart,  your  feet  are 
like  ice  still.  Now,  do  drink  this  tea,  and  I'll  wrap  'em 
up  in  flannel,  and  then  thejr'U  get  warm." 

Janet  turned  her  dark  eyes  on  her  old  friend  and 
stretched  out  her  arms.  She  was  too  much  oppressed  to 
say  anything;  her  suffering  lay  like  a  heavy  weight  on  her 
power  of  speech;  but  she  wanted  to  kiss  the  good  kind 
woman.  Mrs.  Pettifer,  setting  down  the  cup,  bent  toward 
the  sad  beautiful  face,  and  Janet  kissed  her  with  earnest 
sacramental  kisses — such  kisses  as  seal  a  new  and  closer 
bond  between  the  helper  and  the  helped. 

She  drank  the  tea  obediently.  "It  does  warm  me,"  she 
said.  "But  now  you  will  get  into  bed.  I  shall  lie  still 
now." 

Mrs.  Pettifer  felt  it  was  the  best  thing  she  could  do  to 
lie  down  quietly  and  say  no  more.  She  hoped  Janet  might 
go  to  sleep.  As  for  herself,  with  that  tendency  to  wake- 
fulness common  to  advanced  years,  she  found  it  impossible 
to  compose  herself  to  sleep  again  after  this  agitating  sur- 
prise. She  lay  listening  to  the  clock,  wondering  what  had 
led  to  this  new  outrage  of  Dempster's,  praying  for  the 
poor  thing  at  her  side,  and  pitying  the  mother  who  would 
have  to  hear  it  all  to-morrow. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


Janet  lay  still,  as  she  had  promised;  but  the  tea,  which 
had  warmed  her  and  given  her  a  sense  of  greater  bodily 
ease,  had  only  heightened  the  previous  excitement  of  her 
brain.  Her  ideas  had  a  new  vividness,  which  made  her 
feel  as  if  she  had  only  seen  life  through  a  dim  haze  before; 
her  thoughts,  instead  of  springing  from  the  action  of  her 
own  mind,  were  external  existences,  that  thrust  themselves 
imperiously  upon  her  like  haunting  visions.  The  future 
took  shape  after  shape  of  misery  before  her,  always  ending 
in  her  being  dragged  back  again  to  her  old  life  of  teiror, 
and  stupor  and  fevered  despair.  Her  husband  hadsol(5ng 
overshadowed  her  life  that  her  imagination  could  not  keep 
hold  of  a  condition  in  which  that  great  dread  was  absent; 
and  even  his  absence — ^what  was  it?  only  a  dreary,  vacant 
flat,  where  there  was  nothing  to  strive  after,  nothing  to 
long  for. 

At  last  the  light  of  morning  quenched  the  rushlight,  and 
Janet's  thoughts  became  more  and  more  fragmentary  and 
confused.  She  was  every  moment  slipping  off  the  level  on 
which  she  lay  thinking,  down,  down  into  some  depth  from 
which  she  tried  to  rise  again  with  a  start.  Sluraber  was 
stealing  over  her  weary  brain;  that  uneasy  slumber  which 
is  only  better  than  wretched  waking,  because  the  life  we 
seemed  to  live  in  it  determines  no  wretched  future,  because 
the  things  we  do  and  suffer  in  it  are  but  hateful  shadows, 
and  leave  no  impress  that  petrifies  into  an  irrevocable  past. 

She  had  scarcely  been  asleep  an  ho.ur  when  her  move- 
ments became  more  violent,  her  mutterings  more  frequent 
and  agitated,  till  at  last  she  started  up  with  a  smothered 
cry,  and  looked  wildly  round  her,  shaking  with  terror. 

'^^  Don't  be  frightened,  dear  Mrs.  Dempster,"  said  Mrs. 
Pettifer,  who  was  up  and  dressing;  "you  are  with  me, 
your  old  friend,  Mrs.  Pettifer.     Nothing  will  harm  you." 

Janet  sank  back  again  on  her  pillow,  still  trembling. 
After  lying  silent  a  little  while,  she  said,  "It  was  a  hor- 
rible dream.  Dear  Mrs.  Pettifer,  don't  let  any  one  know 
I  am  here.  Keep  it  a  secret.  If  he  finds  out,  he  will 
come  and  drag  me  back  again," 

"No,  my  dear,  depend  on  me.  I've  just  thought  I  shall 
send  the  servant  on  a  holiday — I've  promised  Tier  a  good 
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while,  ni  send  her  away  as  soon  as  she's  hacj  her  break- 
fast, and  she'll  have  no  occasion  to  know  you're  here. 
There's  no  holding  servants'  tongues  if  you  let  'em  know 
anything.  What  they  don't  know,  they  won't  tell;  you 
may  trust  'em  so  far.  But  shouldn't  you  like  me  to  go 
and  fetch  your  mother?" 

"  No,  not  yet,  not  yet.  I  can't  bear  to  see  her  yet." 
^'  Well,  it  shall  be  just  as  you  like.  Now  try  and  get  to 
sleep  again.  I  shaH  leave  you  for  an  hour  or  two,  and 
send  off  Phoebe,  and  then  bring  you  some  breakfast.  I'll 
lock  the  door  behind  me,  so  that  the  girl  mayn't  come  in 
by  chance." 

The  daylight  changes  the  aspect  of  misery  to  us,  as  of 
everything  else.  In  the  night  it  presses  on  our  imagina- 
tion— the  forms  it  takes  are  false,  fitful,  exaggerated;  in 
bread  day  it  sickens  our  sense  with  the  dreary  persistence 
of  definite  measurable  reality.  The  man  who  looks  with 
ghastly  horror  on  all  his  property  aflame  in  the  dead  of 
night,  has  not  half  the  sense  of  destitution  he  will  have  in 
the  morning,  when  he  walks  over  the  ruins  lying  blackened 
in  tlie  pitiless  sunshine.  That  moment  of  intensest  depres- 
sion was  come  to  Janet,  when  the  daylight  which  showed 
her  the  walls,  and  chairs,  and  tables,  and  all  the  common- 
place reality  that  surrounded  her,  seemed  to  lay  bare  the 
future  too,  and  bring  out  into  oppressive  distinctness  all 
the  details  of  a  weary  life  to  be  lived  from  day  to  day,  with 
no  hope  to  strengthen  her  against  that  evil  habit,  which 
she  loathed  in  retrospect  and  yet  was  powerless  to  resist. 
Her  husband  would  never  consent  to  her  living  away  from 
him:  she  was  become  necessary  to  his  tyranny;  he  would 
never  willingly  loosen  his  grasp  on  her.  She  nad  a  vague 
notion  of  some  protection  the  law  might  give  her,  if  she 
could  prove  her  life  in  danger  from  him;  but  she  shrank 
utterly,  as  she  had  always  done,  from  any  active,  public 
resistance  or  vengeance:  she  felt  too  crushed,  too  faulty, 
too  liable  to  reproach,  to  have  the  courage,  even  if  she  had 
bad  the  wish,  to  put  herself  openly  in  the  position  of  a 
wronged  woman  seeking  redress.  She  had  no  strength  to 
sustain  her  in  a  course  of  self-defense  and  independence: 
there  was  a  darker  shadow  over  her  life  than  the  dread  of 
her  husband — it  was  the  shadow  of  self -despair.  The 
easiest  thing  would.be  to  go  away  and  hide  herself  from 
him.  But  then  there  was  her  mother;  Robert  had 
all  her  little  property  in  his  hands,  and  that  little 
,was    scarcely   enough   to   keep    her   in   comfort   without 
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his  aid.  If  Janet  went  away  alone  he  would  be  sure 
to  persecute  her  mother;  and  if  she  did  go  away — what 
then?  She  must  work  to  maintain  herself;  she  must 
exert  herself,  weary  and  hopeless  as  she  was,  to  begin  life 
afresh.  How  hard  that  seemed  to  her!  Janet^s  nature 
did  not  belie  her  grand  face  and  form:  there  was  energy, 
there  was  strength  in  it;  but  it  was  the  strength  of  the 
vine,  which  must  have  its  broad  leaves  and  rich  clusters 
borne  up  by  a  firm  stay.  And  now  she  had  nothing  to  rest 
on — no  faith,  no  love.  If  her  mother  had  been  very  feeble, 
aged,  or  sickly,  Janet's  deep  pity  and  tenderness  might 
have  made  a  daughter's  duties  an  interest  and  a  solace; 
but  Mrs.  Raynor  had  never  needed  tendance;  she  had 
always  been  giving  help  to  her  daughter;  she  had  always 
been  a  sort  of  humble  ministering  spirit;  and  it  was  one 
of  Janet's  pangs  of  memory,  that  instead  of  being  her 
mother's  comfort,  she  had  been  her  mother's  trial.  Every- 
.  where  the  same  sadness!  Her  life  was  a  sun-dried,  barren 
tract,  where  there  was  no  shadow,  and  where  all  the  waters 
were  bitter. 

No!  She  suddenly  thought — and  the  thought  was  like 
an  electric  shock — there  was  one  spot  in  her  memory  which 
seemed  to  promise  her  an  untried  spring,  where  the  waters 
might  be  sweet.  That  short  interview  with  Mr.  Tryan 
had  come  back  upon  her — his  voice,  his  words,  his  look, 
which  told  her  that  he  knew  sorrow.  His  words  had 
implied  that  he  thought  his  death  was  near,  yet  he  had  a 
faith  which  enabled  him  to  labor — enabled  him  to  give 
comfort  to  others.  That  look  of  his  came  back  on  her 
with  a  vividness  greater  than  it  had  had  for  her  in  reality: 
surely  he  knew  more  of  the  secrets  of  sorrow  than  other 
men;  perhaps  he  had  some  message  of  comfort,  different 
from  the  feeble  words  she  had  been  used  to  hear  from 
others.  She  was  tired,  she  was  sick  of  that  barren  exhorta- 
tion— Do  right,  and  keep  a  clear  conscience,  and  God  will 
reward  you,  and  your  troubles  will  be  easier  to  bear.  She 
wanted  strength  to  do  right — she  wanted  something  to 
rely  on  besides  her  own  resolutions;  for  was  not  the  path 
benind  her  all  strewn  with  hrohen  resolutions?  How  could 
she  trust  in  new  ones?  She  had  often  heard  Mr.  Tryan 
laughed  at  for  being  fond  of  great  sinners.  She  began  to 
see  a  new  meaning  in  those  words;  he  would  perhaps 
understand  her  helplessness,  her  wants.  If  she  could  pour 
out  her  heart  to  him !  If  she  could  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life  unlock  all  the  chambers  of  her  soul! 
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The 'impulse  to  confession  almost  always  requires  the 
presence  of  a  fresh  ear  and  a  fresh  heart;  and  in  our 
moments  of  spiritual  need,  the  man  to  whom  we  have  no 
tie  hut  our  common  nature  seems  nearer  to  us  than 
mother,  brother,  or  friend.  Our  daily  familiar  life  is  but 
a  hiding  of  ourselves  from  each  other  behind  a  screen  of 
trivial  words  and  deeds,  and  those  who  sit  with  us  at  the 
same  hearth  are  often  the  farthest  off  from  the  deep 
human  soul  within  us,  full  of  unspoken  evil  and  unacted 
good. 

When  Mrs.  Pettifer  came  back  to  her,  turning  the  key 
and  opening  the  door  very  gently,  Janet,  instead  of  being 
asleep,  as  her  good  friend  had  hoped,  was  intensely  occu- 
pied with  her  new  thought.  She  longed  to  ask  Mrs. 
rettifer  if  she  could  see  Mr.  Tryan;  but  she  was  arrested 
by  doubts  and  timidity.  He  might  not  feel  for  her — he 
might  be  shocked  at  her  confession — he  might  talk  to  her 
of  doctrines  she  could  not  understand  or  believe.  She 
could  not  make  up  her  mind  yet;  but  she  was  too.  restless 
under  this  mental  struggle  to  remain  in  bed. 

"Mrs.  Pettifer,'^  she  said,  "I  can^t  lie  here  any  longer; 
I  must  get  up.     Will  you  lend  me  some  clothes ?^^ 

Wrapped  in  such  drapery  as  Mrs.  Pettifer  could  find  for 
her  tall  figure,  Janet  went  down  into  the  little  parlor,  and 
tried  to  take  some  of  the  breakfast  her  friend  had  pre- 
pared for  her.  But  her  effort  was  not  a  successful  one; 
her  cup  of  tea  and  bit  of  toast  were  only  half  finished. 
The  leaden  weight  of  discouragement  pressed  upon  her 
more  and  more  heavily.  The  wind  had  fallen,  and  a 
drizzling  rain  had  come  on;  there  was  no  prospect  from 
Mrs.  Pettifer's  parlor  but  a  blank  wall;  and  as  Janet 
looked  out  at  the  window,  the  rain  and  the  smoke- 
blackened  bricks  seemed  to  blend  themselves  in  sickening 
identity  with  her  desolation  of  spirit  and  the  headachy 
weariness  of  her  body. 

Mrs.  Pettifer  got  through  her  household  work  as  soon 
as  she  could,  and  sat  down  with  her  sewing,  hoping  that 
Janet  would  perhaps  be  able  to  talk  a  little  of  what  had 
passed,  and  find  some  relief  by  unbosoming  herself  in  that 
way.  But  Janet  could  not  speak  to  her;  she  was  impor- 
tuned with  the  longing  to  see  Mr.  Tryan,  and  yet  hesi- 
tating to  express  it. 

Two  hours  passed  in  this  way.  The  rain  went  on  driz- 
zling, and  Janet  sat  still,  leaning  her  aching  head  on  her 
hand,  and  looking  alternately  at  the  fire  and  out  of  the 
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window.  She  felt  this  coulcT  not  last — this  motionless, 
vacant  misery.  She  must .  determine  on  something,  she 
must  take  some  step;  and  yet  everything"  was  so  difficult. 

It  was  one  o'clock,  and  Mrs.  Pettifer  rose  from  her  seat, 
saying,  ^^I  must  go  and  see  about  dinner.^* 

The  movement  and  the  sound  startled  Janet  from  her 
reverie.  It  seemed  as  if  an  opportunity  were  escaping 
her,  and  she  said  hastily,  ^^Is  Mr.  Tryan  in  the  town 
to-day,  do  you  think  ?^^ 

"  No,  I  snould  think  not,  being  Saturday,  you  know,'^ 
said  Mrs.  Pettifer,  her  face  lighting  up  with  pleasure; 
*'but  he  would  come  if  he  was  sent  for.  I  can  send 
Jesson's  bo^r  with  a  note  to  him  any  time.  Should  you 
like  to  see  him?^* 

''  Yes,  I  think  I  should.^^ 

"  Then  ni  aend  for  him  this  instant/^ 


CHAPTEE  XVII. 


When  Dempster  awoke  in  the  morning,  he  was  at  no 
loss  to  account  to  himself  for  the  fact  that  Janet  was  not 
by  his  side.  His  hours  of  drunkenness  were  not  cut  off 
from  his  other  hours  by  any  blank  wall  of  oblivion;  he 
remembered  what  Janet  had  done  to  offend  him  the 
evening  before,  he  remembered  what  he  had  done  to  her 
at  midnight,  just  as  he  would  have  remembered  if  he  had 
been  consulted  about  a  right  of  road. 

The  remembrance  gave  him  a  definite  ground  for  the 
extra  ill-humor  which  had  attended  his  waking  every 
morning  this  week,  but  he  would  not  admit  to  nimself 
that  it  cost  him  any  anxiety.  "Pooh,''  he  said  inwardly, 
"she  would  go  straight  to  her  motheiPs.  She's  as  timid 
as  a  hare;  and  she'll  never  let  anybody  know  about  it. 
She'll  be  back  again  before  night." 

But  it  would  be  as  well  for  the  servants  not  to  know 
anything  of  the  affair:  so  he  collected  the  clothes  she  had 
taken  off  the  night  before,  and  threw  them  into  a  fire- 
proof closet  of  which  he  always  kept  the  key  in  his 
pocket.  When  he  went  down-stairs  he  said  to  the  house- 
maid, "Mrs.  Dempster  is  gone  to  her  mother's;  bring  in 
the  breakfast. '' 

The  servants,  accustomed  to  hear  domestic  broils,  and 
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to  see  their  mistress  put  on  her  bonnet  hastily  and  go  to 
her  mother^s,  thought  it  only  something  a  little  worse 
than  usual  that  she  should  have  gone  thither  in  conse- 
quence of  a  violent  quarrel,  either  at  midnight,  or  in  the 
early  morning  before  they  were  up.  The  housemaid  told 
the  cook  what  she  supposed  had  happened;  the  cook 
shook  her  head  and  said,  ^^Eh,  dear,  dear!^^  but  they  both 
expected  to  see  their  mistress  back  again  in  an  hour  or  two. 

Dempster,  on  his  return  home  the  evening  before,  had 
ordered  his  man,  who  lived  away  from  the  house,  to  bring 
up  his  horse  and  gig  from  the  stables  at  ten.  After 
breakfast  he  said  to  the  housemaid,  ^^No  one  need  sit 
up  for  me  to-night;  I  shall  not  be  at  home  till  to-morrow 
evening'';  and  then  he  walked  to  the  office  to  give  some 
orders,  expecting,  as  he  returned,  to  see  the  man  waiting 
with  his  gig.  But  though  the  church  clock  had  struck 
ten,  no  gig  was  there.  In  Dempste^r's  mood  this  was  more 
than  enough  to  exasperate  him.  He  went  in  to  take  his 
accustomed  glass  of  brandy  before  setting  out,  promising 
himself  the  satisfaction  of  presently  thundering  at  Dawes 
for  being  a  few  minutes  behind  his  time.  An  outbreak 
of  temper  toward  his  man  was  not  common  with  h^'m; 
for  Dempster,  like  most  tyrannous  people,  had  that  aas- 
tardly  kind  of  self-resentment  which  enabled  him  to 
control  his  temper  where  it  suited  his  own  convenience  to 
do  so;  and  feelmg  the  value  of  Dawes,  a  steady  punctual 
fellow,  he  not  only  gave  him  high  wages,  but  usually 
treated  him  with  exceptional  civility.  This  morning, 
\owever,  ill-humor  got  the  better  of  prudence,  and  Demp- 
ster w'as  determined  to  rate  him  soundly;  a  resolution  for 
which  Dav^s  gave  him  much  better  ground  than  he  ex- 
pected. Five  minutes,  ten  minutes,  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
has  passed,  and  Dempster  was  setting  off  to  the  stables  in 
a  back  street  to  see  wnat  was  the  cause  of  the  delay,  when 
Dawes  appeared  with  the  gig. 

^^  What  the  devil  do  you  keep  me  here  for,'^  thundered 
Dempster,  ^*  kicking  my  heels  like  a  beggarly  tailor  wait- 
mg  for  a  carrier's  cart?  I  ordered  you  to  be  here  at  ten. 
We  might  Vave  driven  to  Whitlow  by  this  time.'' 

**  Why,  one  o'  the  traces  was  welly  i'  two,  an'  I  had  to 
take  it  to  Brady's  to  be  mended,  an'  he  didn't  get  it  done 
i'  time." 

''  Then  why  didn't  you  take  it  to  him  last  night?  Be- 
cause of  your  damned  laziness,  I  suppose.  Do  you  think  I 
give  you  wages  for  vou  to  choose  your  own  hours  ?  " 
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come  dawdling  up  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  my  time?'' 

^^  Come,  give  me  good  words,  will  yer?"  said  Dawes, 
sulkily.  ^^ Tm  not  lazy,  nor  no  man  shall  call  me  lazy.  I 
know  well  anuff  what  you  gi'  me  wages  for;  it's  for  doin' 
what  yer  won't  find  many  men  as  'uU  do." 

^^  What!  you  impudent  scoundrel,"  said  Dempster,  get- 
ting into  the  gig,  ^^you  think  you're  necessary  to  me,  do 
you?  As  if  a  beastly  bucket-cariying  idiot  like  you  wasn't 
to  be  got  any  day.  Look  out  for  a  new  master,  then, 
who'll  pay  you  for  not  doing  as  you're  bid." 

Dawes's  blood  was  now  fairly  up.  "  I'll  look  out  for  a 
master  as  has  got  a  better  charicter  nor  a  lyin'  bletherin' 
drunkard,  an'  I  shouldn't  hev  to  go  fur." 

Dempster,  furious,  snatched  the  whip  from  the  socket, 
and  gave  Dawes  a  cut  which  he  meant  to  fall  across  his 
shoulders,  saying,  ^*Take  that,  sir,  and  go  to  hell  with 
you!" 

Dawes  was  in  the  act  of  turning  with  the  reins  in  his 
hand  when  the  lash  fell,  and  the  cut  went  across  his  face. 
With  white  lips,  he  said,  "  I'll  have  the  law  on  yer  for 
that,  lawyer  as  y'are,"  and  threw  the  reins  on  the  horse's 
back. 

Dempster  leaned  forward,  seized  the  reins,  and  drove 
off. 

"  Why,  there's  your  friend  Dempster  driving  out  with- 
out his  man  again,"  said  Mr.  Luke  Byles,  who  was  chat- 
ting with  Mr.  Budd  in  the  Bridge  Way.  ^^  What  a  fool  he 
is  to  drive  that  two- wheeled  thing!  he'll  get  pitched  on  his 
head  one  of  these  days." 

'^Not  he,"  said  Mr.  Budd,  nodding  to  Dempster  as  he 
passed;  **  he's  got  nine  lives,  Dempster  has." 


CHAPTER  XVIIL 


It  was  dusk,  and  the  candles  were  lighted  before  Mr. 
Tryan  knocked  at  Mrs.  Pettifer's  door.  Her  messenger 
had  brought  back  word  that  he  was  not  at  home,  and  all 
afteroon  Janet  had  been  agitated  by  the  fear  that  he  would 
not  come;  but  as  soon  a  that  asnxiety  was  romoved  by  the 
knock  at  the  door,  she  felt  a  sudden  rush  of  doubt  and 
timidity:  she  trembled  and  turned  cold. 

Mrs  rettif er  went  to  open  the  door,  and  told  Mr.  Tryan, 
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in  as  few  words  as  possible,  what  had  happened  in  the  night. 
As  he  laid  down  his  hat  and  prepared  to  enter  the  parlor, 
she  said,  "  I  won^t  go  in  with  you,  for  I  think  perhaps  she 
would  rather  see  you  go  in  alone.  ^^ 

Janet,  wrapped  up  in  a  large  white  shawl  which  threw 
her  dark  face  into  startling  relief,  was  seated  with  her  eyes 
turned  anxiously  toward  the  door  when  Mr.  Tryan  entered. 
He  had  not  seen  her  since  their  interview  at  Sally  Martin's 
long  months  ago;  and  he  fdt  a  strong  moTement  of  com- 
passion at  the  sight  of  the  pain-stricken  face  which  seemed 
to  bear  written  on  it  the  signs  of  all  Janet's  intervening 
misery.  Her  heart  gave  a  great  leap,  as  her  eyes  met  his 
once  more.  No!  she  had  not  deceived  herself:  tnere  was  all 
the  sincerity,  all  the  sadness,  all  the  deep  pity  in  them  her 
memory  had  told  her  of;  more  than  it  had  told  her,  for  in 

Eroportion  as  his  face  had  become  thinner  and  more  worn, 
is  eyes  appeared  to  have  gathered  intensity. 

He  came  forward,  and,  putting  out  his  hand,  said,  *^I 
am  so  ffladyou  sent  for  me— I  am  so  thankful  you  thought 
I  could  be  any  comfort  to  you.'*  Janet  took  his  hand  in 
silence.  She  was  unable  to  utter  any  words  of  mere  polite- 
ness, or  even  of  gratitude;  her  heart  was  too  full  of  other 
words  that  had  welled  up  the  moment  she  met  his  pitying 
glance,  and  felt  her  doubts  fall  away. 

They  sat  down  opposite  each  other,  and  she  said  in  a  low 
voice,  while  slow  difficult  tears  gathered  in  her  aching  eyes — 

'^  I  want  to  tell  you  how  unhappy  I  am — how  weak  and 
wicked.  I  feel  no  strength  to  live  or  die.  I  thought  yoi. 
could  tell  me  something  that  would  help  me."  She 
paused. 

'^  Perhaps  I  can,"  Mr.  Tryan  said,  *'for  in  speaking  to 
me  you  are  speaking  to  a  fellow-sinner  who  has  needed  just 
the  comfort  and  help  you  are  needing." 

^^And  you  did  find  it?" 

'^  Yes;  and  I  trust  you  will  find  it." 

^'Oh,  I  should  like  to  be  good  and  to  do  right,"  Janet 
burst  forth;  ^*  but  indeed,  indeed,  my  lot  has  been  a  very 
hard  one.  I  loved  my  husband  verj  dearly  when  we  were 
married,  and  I  meant  to  make  him  happy  —  I  wanted 
nothing  else.     But  he  began  to  be  angry  with  me  for  little 

things  and 1  don't  want  to  accuse  him but  he  drank 

and  got  more  and  more  unkind  to  me,  and  then  very  cruel, 
and  he  beat  me.  And  that  cut  me  to  the  heart,  it  made 
me  almost  mad  sometimes  to  think  all  our  love  had  come 
to  that 1  couldn't  bear  up  against  it.     I  had  never  been 
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used  to  drink  anything  but  water.  I  hated  wine  and  spirits 
because  Robert  drank  them  so;  but  one  day  when  I  was  very 
wretched,  and  the  wine  was  standing  on  the  table,  I  sud- 
denly  1   can   hardly   remember   how   I  came  to  do 

it 1  poured  some  wine  into  a  glass  and  drank  it.     It 

blunted  my  feelings,  and  made  me  more  indifferent.  After 
that,  the  temptation  was  always  coming,  and  it  got  stronger 
and  stronger.  I  was  ashamed,  and  I  hated  what  I  did;  but 
almost  while  the  thought  was  passing  through  my  mind 
that  I  would  never  do  it  again,  I  did  it.  It  seemed  as  if 
there  was  a  demon  in  me  always  making  me  rush  to  do 
what  I  longed  not  to  do.  And  I  thought  all  the  more  that 
God  was  cruel;  for  if  He  had  not  sent  me  that  dreadful 
trial,  so  much  worse  than  other  women  have  to  bear,  I 
should  not  have  done  wronff  in  that  way.     I  suppose  it  is 

wicked  to  think  so 1  feel  as  if  there  must  be  goodness 

and  right  above  us,  but  I  can^t  see  it,  I  can^t  trust  it.  And  I 
have  gone  on  in  that  way  for  years  and  years.  At  one  time 
it  used  to  be  better  now  and  then,  but  everything  has  got 
worse  lately:    I   felt   sure  it  must  soon  end  somehow. 

And   last  night   he  turned  me  out  of  doors 1  don^t 

know  what  to  do.  I  will  never  go  back  to  that  life  again 
if  I  can  help  it;  and  yet  everything  else  seems  so  miser- 
able. I  feel  sure  that  demon  will  be  always  urging  me  to 
satisfy  the  craving  that  comes  upon  me,  and  the  days  will 
go  on  as  they  have  done  through  all  those  miserable  years. 
I  shall  always  be  doing  wrong,  and  hating  myself  after — 
sinking  lower  and  lower,  and  knowing  that  I  am  sinking. 
Oh,  can  you  tell  me  any  way  of  getting  strength?  Have 
you  ever  known  any  one  like  me  that  got  peace  of  mind  and 

Eower  to  dp  right?    Cau  you  give  me  any  comfort — any 
ope?'^ 

While  Janet  was  speaking,  she  had  forgotten  everything 
but  her  misery  and  her  yearning  for  comfort.  Her  voice 
had  risen  from  the  low  tone  of  timid  distress  to  an  intense 
pitch  of  imploring  anguish.  She  clasped  her  hands  tightly, 
and  looked  at  Mr.  Tryan  with  eager  questioning  eyes,  with 
parted  trembling  lips,  with  the  deep  horizontal  lines  of 
overmastering  pain  on  her  brow.  In  this  artificial  life  of 
ours,  it  is  not  often  we  see  a  human  face  with  all  a  hearths 
agony  in  it,  uncontrolled  by  self -consciousness;  when  we  do 
see  it,  it  startles  us  as  if  we  had  suddenly  waked  into  tlie 
real  world  of  which  this  everyday  one  is  but  a  puppet-show 
copy.  For  some  moments  Mr.  Tryan  was  too  deeply  moved 
to  speak. 
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^^  Yes;  dear  Mrs.  Dempster/^  he  said  at  last,  "there  is 
comfort,  there  is  hope  for  you.  Relieve  m^  there  is^  for  I 
speak  from  my  own  deep  and  hard  experience.  ^^  He 
paused,  as  if  he  had  not  made  up  his  mind  to  utter  the 
words  that  were  urging  themselves  to  his  lips.  Presently 
he  continued,  "  Ten  years  ago,  I  felt  as  wretched  as  you 
do.  I  think  my  wretchedness  was  even  worse  than  yours, 
for  I  had  a  heavier  sin  on  my  conscience.  I  had  suffered 
no  wrong  from  others  as  you  have,  and  I  had  injured 
another  irreparably  in  body  and  soul.  The  image  of  the 
wrong  I  had  done  pursued  me  everywhere,  and  I  seemed  on 
the  brink  of  madness.  I  hated  my  life,  for  I  thought,  just 
as  you  do,  that  I  should  go  on  falling  into  temptation  and 
doing  more  harm  in  the  world;  and  I  dreaded  death,  for 
with  that  sense  of  guilt  on  my  soul,  I  felt  that  whatever 
state  I  entered  on  must  be  one  of  misery.  But  a  dear 
friend  to  whom  I  opened  my  mind  showed  me  it  was  just 
such  as  I — the  helpless  who  feel  themselves  helpless — that 
God  specially  invites  to  come  to  him,  and  offers  all  the 
riches  of  his  salvation:  not  forgiveness  only;  forgiveness 
would  be  worth  little  if  it  left  us  under  the  powers  of  our 
evil  passions;  but  strength — that  strength  which  enables  us 
to  conquer  sin.^^ 

"  But,^'  says  Janet,  "  I  can  feel  no  trust  in  God.  He 
seems  alwavs  to  have  left  me  to  myself.  I  have  sometimes 
prayed  to  him  to  help  me,  and  yet  everything  has  been 
just  the  same  as  before.  If  you  felt  like  me,  how  did  you 
come  to  have  hope  and  trust  ?*^ 

^'  Do  not  believe  that  God  has  left  you  to  yourself.  How 
can  you  tell  but  that  the  hardest  trials  you  have  known 
have  been  only  the  road  by  which  he  was  leading  you  to 
that  complete  sense  of  your  own  sin  and  helplessness,  with- 
out which  you  would  never  have  renounced  all  other  hopes, 
and  trusted  in  his  love  alone?  I  know,  dear  Mrs.  Demp- 
ster, I  know  it  is  hard  to  bear.  I  would  not  speak  lightly 
of  your  sorrows.  I  feel  that  the  mystery  of  our  life  is 
great,  and  at  one  time  it  seemed  as  dark  to  me  as  it  does 
to  you.^'  Mr.  Tryan  hesitated  again.  He  saw  that  the 
first  thing  Janet  needed  was  to  be  assured  of  sympathy. 
She  must  be  made  to  feel  that  her  anguish  was  not  strange 
to  him;  that  he  entered  into  the  only  half -expressed 
secrets  of  her  spiritual  weakness,  before  any  other  message 
of  consolation  could  find  its  way  to  her  heart.  The  tale  of 
the  Divine  Pity  was  never  yet  believed  from  lips  that  were 
not  felt  to  be  moved  by  human  pity.     And  Janet^s  anguish 
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was  not  strange  to  Mr.  Try  an.  He  had  never  been  in  the 
presence  of  a  sorrow  and  a  self-despair  that  had  sent  so 
strong  a  thrill  through  all  the  recesses  of  his  saddest 
experience;  and 'it  is  because  sympathy  is  but  a  living 
again  through  our  own  past  in  a  new  form,  that  con- 
fession often  prompts  a  response  of  confession.  Mr.  Tryan 
felt  this  prompting,  and  his  judgment,  too,  told  him  that 
in  obeying  it  he  would  be  taking  the  best  means  of  admiik- 
istering  comfort  to  Janet.  Yet  he  hesitated;  as  we 
tremble  to  let  in  the  daylight  on  a  chamber  of  relics  which 
we  have  never  visited  except  in  curtained  silence.  But 
the  first  impulse  triumphed,  and  he  went  on.  ^^  I  had 
lived  all  my  life  at  a  distance  from  God.  My  youth  was 
spent  in  thoughtless  self-indulgence,  and  all  my  hopes 
were  of  a  vain,  worldly  kind.  I  had  no  thought  of  enter- 
ing the  Church;  I  looked  forward  to  a  political  career,  for 
my  father  was  private  secretary  to  a  man  high  in  the  Whig 
Ministry,  and  had  been  promised  strong  interest  in  my 
behalf.  At  college  I  lived  in  intimacy  with  the  gayest 
men,  even  adopting  follies  and  vices  for  which  I  had  no 
taste,  out  of  mere  pliancy  and  the  love  of  standing  well 
with  my  companions.  You  see,  I  was  more  guilty  even 
then  than  you  have  been,  for  I  threw  away  all  the  rich 
blessings  of  untroubled  youth  and  health;  I  had  no  excuse 
in  my  outward  lot.  .  But  while  I  was  at  college  that  event 
in  my  life  occurred  which  in  the  end  brought  on  the  state 
of  mind  I  have  mentioned  to  you,  the  state  of  self-reproach 
and  despair,  which  enables  me  to  understand  to  the  full 
what  you  are  suffering;  and  I  tell  you  the  facts,  because  I 
want  you  to  be  assured  that  I  am  not  uttering  mere  vague 
words  when  I  say  that  I  have  been  raised  from  as  low  a 
depth  of  sin  and  sorrow  as  that  in  which  you  feel  yourself 
to  be.  At  college  I  had  an  attachment  to  a  lovely  girl  of 
seventeen;  she  was  very  much  below  my  own  station  in 
life,  and  I  never  contemplated  marrying  her;  but  I  induced 
her  to  leave  her  father^s  house.  I  did  not  mean  to  forsake 
her  when  I  left  college,  and  T.  quieted  all  scruples  of  con- 
science by  promising  myself  that  I  would  always  take  care 
of  poor  Lucy.  But  on  my  return  from  a  vacation  spent 
in  traveling,  I  found  that  Lucy  was  gone  —  gone  away 
with  a  gentleman,  her  neighbors  said.  I  was  a  good 
deal  distressed,  but  I  tried  to  persuade  myself  that  no 
harm  would  come  to  her.  Soon  afterward  I  had  an 
illness  which  left  my  health  delicate,  and  made  all  dissi- 
pation distasteful   to  me.     Life  seemed  very  wearisome 
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and  empty,  and  I  looked  with  envy  on  every  one  who  had 
some  great  and  absorbing  object — even  on  my  cousin 
who  was  preparing  to  go  out  as  a  missionary,  and  whom  I 
had  been  used  to  thint  a  dismal,  tedioimj  person,  because 
he  was  constantly  urging  religious  subjects  upon  me.  We 
were  living  in  London  then;  it  was  three  years  since  I  had 
lost  sight  of  Lucy;  and  one  summer  evening,  about  nine 
o^clock,  as  I  was  walking  along  Gower  Street,  I  saw  a  knot 
of  people  on  the  causeway  before  me.  As  I  came  up  to 
them,  1  heard  one  woman  say,  ^I  tell  you  she  is  dead.* 
This  awakened  my  interest,  and  I  pushed  my  way  within 
the  circle.  The  body  of  a  woman,  dressed  in  fine  clothes, 
was  lying  against  a  door-step.  Her  head  was  bent  on 
one  side,  and  the  long  curls  had  fallen  over  her  cheek. 
A  tremor  seized  me  when  I  saw  the  hair:  it  was  light 
chestnut — the  color  of  Lucy's.  I  knelt  down  and  turned 
aside  the  hair;  it  ^as  Lucy — dead — with  paint  on  her 
cheeks.  I  found  out  afterwards  that  she  had  taken 
poison — that  she  was  in  the  power  of  a  wicked  woman — 
that  the  very  clothes  on  her  oack  were  not  her  own.  It 
was  then  that  my  past  life  burst  upon  me  in  all  its  hide- 
ousness.  I  wished  I  had  never  been  born.  I  couldn^t 
look  into  the  future.  Lucy^s  dead  painted  face  would 
follow  me  there,  as  it  did  when  I  looked  back  into  the 
past — as  it  did  when  I  sat  down  to  table  with  my  friends, 
when  I  lay  down  in  my  bed,  and  when  I  rose  up.  There 
was  only  one  thing  that  could  make  life  tolerable  to  me; 
that  was,  to  spend  all  the  rest  of  it  in  trying  to  save 
others  from  the  ruin  I  had  brought  on  one.  But  how  was 
that  possible  for  me?  I  had  no  comfort,  no  strength,  no 
wisdom  in  my  own  soul;  how  could  I  give  them  to  others? 
My  mind  was  dark,  rebellious,  at  war  with  itself  and  with 
God.** 

Mr.  Tryan  had  been  looking  away  from  Janet.  His 
face  was  toward  the  fire,  and  he  was  absorbed  in  the 
images  his  memory  was  recalling.  But  now  he  turned  his 
eyes  on  her,  and  they  met  hers,  fixed  on  him  with  the  look 
of  rapt  expectation,  with  which  one  clinging  to  a  slippery 
summit  of  rock,  while  the  waves  are  rising  higher  ana 
higher,  watches  the  boat  that  has  put  from  shore  to  his 
rescue. 

"You  see,  Mrs.  Dempster,  how  deep  my  need  was.  I 
went  on  in  this  way  for  months.  I  was  convinced  that  if 
I  ever  got  health  and  comfort,  it  must  be  from  religion. 
I  went  to  hear  celebrated  preachers,  and  I  read  religious 
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books.  But  I  found  nothing  tjiat  fitted  my  own  need. 
The  faith  which  puts  the  sinner  in  possession  of  salvation 
seemed,  as  I  understood  it,  to  be  quite  out  of  my  reach. 
I  had  no  faith;  I  only  felt  utterly  wretched,  under  the 
power  of  habits  and  dispositions  which  had  wrought  hideous 
evil.  At  last,  as  I  told  you,  I  found  a  friend  to  whom  I 
opened  all  my  feelings — to  whom  I  confessed  everything. 
He  was  a  man  who  had  gone  through  very  deep  experi- 
ence, and  could  understand  the  different  wants  of  different 
minds.  He  made  it  clear  to  me  that  the  only  preparation 
for  coming  to  Christ  and  partaking  of  his  salvation,  was 
that  very  sense  of  guilt  and  helplessness  which  was  weigh- 
ing me  down.  He  said,  ^  You  are  weary  and  heavy-laden; 
well,  it  is  you  Christ  invites  to  come  to  him  and  find  rest. 
He  asks  you  to  cling  to  him,  to  lean  on  him;  he  does  not 
command  you  to  walk  alone  without  stumbling.  He  does 
not  tell  you,  as  your  fellow-men  do,  that  you  must  first 
merit  his  love;  he  neither  condemns  nor  reproaches  you 
for  the  past,  he  only  bids  you  come  to  him  that  you  may 
have  life:  he  bids  you  stretch  out  your  hands  and  take 
of  the  fullness  of  his  love.  You  have  only  to  rest  on  him 
as  a  child  rests  on  its  mother^s  arms,  and  you  will  be 
upborne  by  his  divine  strength.  That  is  what  is  meant  by 
faith.  Your  evil  habits,  you  feel,  are  too  strong  for  you; 
you  are  unable  to  wrestle  with  them;  you  know  before- 
hand you  shall  fall.  But  when  once  we  feel  our  helpless- 
ness in  that  way,  and  go  to  the  Savior,  desiring  to  be  freed 
from  the  power  as  well  as  the  punishment  of  sin,  we  are 
no  longer  left  to  our  own  strength.  As  long  as  we  live  in 
rebellion  against  God,  desiring  to  have  our  own  will, 
seeking  happiness  in  the  things  of  this  world,  it  is  as  if 
we  shut  ourselves  up  in  a  crowded  stifling  room,  where 
we  breathe  only  poisoned  air;  but  we  have  only  to  walk 
out  under  the  infinite  heavens,  and  we  breathe  the  pure 
free  air  that  gives  us  health,  and  strength,  and  gladness. 
It  is  just  so  with  God's  spirit:  as  soon  as  we  submit  our- 
selves to  his  will,  as  soon  as  we  desire  to  be  united  to  him, 
and  made  pure  and  holy,  it  is  as  if  the  walls  had  fallen 
down  that  shut  us  out  from  God,  and  we  are  fed  with  his 
spirit,  which  gives  us  new  strength.' '^ 

^*That  is  what  I  want,"  said  Janet;  ^^I  have  left  off 
minding  about  pleasure.  I  think  I  could  be  contented  in 
the  midst  of  hardship,  if  I  felt  that  God  cared  for  me, 
and  would  give  me  strength  to  lead  a  pure  life.  But  tell 
me,  did  you  soon  find  peace  and  strength?'" 
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"Not  perfect  peace  for  a  long  while,  but  hope  and 
trust,  which  is  strength.  No  sense  of  pardon  for  myself 
could  do  away  with  the  pain  I  had  in  thinking  what  I  had 
helped  to  bring  on  another.  My  friend  used  to  urge  upon 
me  that  my  sin  against  God  was  greater  than  my  sin 
against  her;  but — ^it  may  be  from  want  of  deeper  spiritual 
feeling — that  has  remained  to  this  hour  the  sin  which 
causes  me  the  bitterest  pang.  I  could  never  rescue  Lucy; 
but  by  God^s  blessing  I  might  rescue  other  weak  and 
falling  souls;  and  that  was  why  I  entered  the  Church.  I 
asked  for  nothing  through  the  rest  of  my  life  but  that  I 
might  be  devoted  to  God^s  work  without  swerving  in 
search  of  pleasure  either  to  the  right  hand  or  to  the  left. 
It  has  been  often  a  hard  struggle — but  God  has  been  with 
me — and  perhaps  it  may  not  last  much  longer/^ 

Mr.  Tryan  paused.  For  a  moment  he  had  forgotten 
Janet,  and  for  a  moment  she  had  forgotten  her  own  sor- 
rows. When  she  recurred  to  herself,  it  was  with  a  new 
feelinff. 

"Ah,  what  a  difference  between  our  lives!  you  have 
been  choosing  pain,  and  working,  and  denying  yourself; 
and  I  have  been  thinking  only  of  myself.  I  was  only 
angry  and  discontented  because  I  had  pain  to  bear.  You 
never  had  that  wicked  feeling  that  I  nave  had  so  often, 
did  you?  that  God  was  cruel  to  send  me  trials  and  tempta- 
tions worse  than  others  have.^^ 

"Yes,  I  had;  I  had  very  blasphemous  thoughts,  and  I 
know  that  spirit  of  rebellion  must  have  made  the  worst 
part  of  your  lot.  You  did  not  feel  how  impossible  it  is 
for  us  to  judge  rightly  of  God^s  dealings,  and  you  opposed 
yourself  to  his  will.  But  what  do  we  know?  We  cannot 
foretell  the  working  of  the  smallest  event  in  our  own  lot; 
how  can  we  presume  to  judge  of  things  that  are  so  much 
too  high  for  us?  There  is  nothing  that  becomes  us  but 
entire  submission,  perfect  resignation.  As  long  as  we  set  up 
our  own  will  and  our  own  wisdom  against  God's,  we  make 
that  wall  between  us  and  his  love  which  I  have  spoken  of 
just  now.  But  as  soon  as  we  lay  ourselves  entirely  at  his 
feet,  we  have  enough  light  given  us  to  guide  our  own  steps; 
as  the  foot-soldier  who  hears  nothing  of  the  councils  that 
determine  the  course  of  the  great  battle  he  is  in,  hears 
plainly  enough  the  word  of  command  which  he  must  him- 
self obey.  1  know,  dear  Mrs.  Dempster,  I  know  it  is 
hard — the  hardest  thing  of  all,  perhaps— to  flesh  and 
blood.    But  carry  that  difficulty  to  the  Savior,  along  with  all 
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your  other  sins  and  weaknesses,  and  ask  him  to  pour  into 
you  a  spirit  of  submission.  He  enters  into  your  struggles^- 
he  has  drunk  the  cup  of  our  suffering  to  the  dregs;  he 
knows  the  hard  wrestling  it  costs  us  to  say,  ^Not  my  will, 
but  Thine  be  done/" 

'^Pray  with  me,"  said  Janet — "pray  now  that  I  may 
have  light  and  strength." 


CHAPTER   XIX. 


Before  leaving  Janet,  Mr.  Tryan  urged  her  strongly  to 
send  for  her  mother. 

"Do  not  wound  her,"  he  said,  "by  shutting  her  out 
any  longer  from  your  troubles.  It  is  right  that  you  should 
be  with  her." 

"Yes,  I  will  send  for  her,"  said  Janet.  " But  I  would 
rather  not  go  to  my  mother's  yet,  because  my  husband  is 
sure  to  think  I  am  there,  and  he  might  come  and  fetch 

me.     I  can^t  go  back  to  him at  least,  not  yet.    Ought 

I  to  go  back  to  him?" 

'^No,  certainly  not,  at  present.  Something  should  be 
done  to  secure  you  from  violence.  Your  mother,  I  think, 
should  consult  some  confidential  friend,  some  man  of  char- 
acter and  experience,  who  might  mediate  between  you  and 
your  husband." 

"Yes,  I  will  send  for  my  mother  directly.  But  I  will 
stay  here,  with  Mrs.  Pettifer,  till  something  has  been 
done.  I  want  no  one  to  know  where  I  am,  except  you. 
You  will  come  again,  will  you  not?  you  will  not  leave  me 
to-myaeli?" 

"  xou  will  not  be  left  to  yourself.  God  is  with  you.  If 
I  have  been  able  to  give  you  any  comfort,  it  is  because  His 
power  and  love  have  been  present  with  us.  But  I  am  very 
thankful  that  He  has  chosen  to  work  through  me.  I  shall 
see  you  again  to-morrow — not  before  evening,  for  it  will  be 
Sunday,  you  know;  but  after  the  evening  lecture  I  shall 
be  at  liberty.  You  will  be  in  my  prayers  till  then.  In 
the  meantime,  dear  Mrs.  Dempster,  open  your  heart  as 
much  as  you  can  to  your  mother  and  Mrs.  Pettifer.  Cast 
away  from  you  the  pride  that  makes  us  shrink  from 
acknowledging  our  weakness  to  our  friends.  Ask  them  to 
help  you  in  guarding  yourself  from  the  least  approach  of 
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the  sin  you  most  dread.  Deprive  yourself  as  far  as  possi- 
ble of  tne  very  means  and  opportunity  of  committing  it. 
Every  effort  of  that  kind  made  in  humility  and  depend- 
ence is  a  prayer.     Promise  me  you  will  do  this.^^ 

"  Yes,  1  promise  you.  I  know  I  have  always  been  too 
proud;  I  could  never  bear  to  speak  to  any  one  about 
myself.  I  have  been  proud  toward  my  mother,  even;  it 
has  always  made  me  angry  when  she  has  seemed  to  take 
notice  of  my  faults.'^ 

^^Ah,  dear  Mrs.  Dempster,  you  will  never  say  again  that 
life  is  blank,  and  that  there  is  nothing  to  live  for,  will 
you?  See  what  work  there  is  to  be  done  in  life,  both  in 
our  own  souls  and  for  others.  Surely  it  matters  little 
whether  we  have  more  or  less  of  this  world's  comfort  in 
these  short  years,  when  God  is  training  us  for  the  eternal 
enjoyment  of  His  love.  Keep  that  great  end  in  life  before 
you,  and  your  troubles  here  will  seem  only  the  small  hard- 
ships of  a  journey.     Now  I  must  go.^^ 

Mr.  Tryan  rose  and  held  out  his  hand.  Janet  took  it 
and  said,  ^^God  has  been  very  good  to  me  in  sending  you 
to  me.  I  will  trust  in  Him.  I  will  try  to  do  everything 
you  tell  me.^* 

Blessed  influence  of  one  true  loving  human  soul  on 
another!  Not  calculable  by  algebra,  not  deducible  by 
logic,  but  mysterious,  effectual,  mighty  as  the  hidden  pro- 
cess by  which  the  tiny  seed  is  quickened,  and  bursts  forth 
into  tall  stem  and  broad  leaf,  and  glowing  tasselled  flower. 
Ideas  are  often  poor  ghosts;  our  sun-filled  eyes  cannot  dis- 
cern them;  they  pass  athwart  us  in  thin  vapor,  and  cannot 
make  themselves  felt.  But  sometimes  they  are  made  flesh; 
they  breathe  upon  us  with  warm  breath,  they  touch  us 
with  soft  responsive  hands,  they  look  at  us  with  sad  sin- 
cere eyes,  and  speak  to  us  in  appealing  tones;  they  are 
clothed  in  a  living  human  soul,  with  all  its  conflicts,  its 
faith,  and  its  love.  Then  their  presence  is  a  power,  then 
they  shake  us  like  a  passion,  and  we  are  drawn  after  them 
with  gentle  compulsion,  as  flame  is  drawn  to  flame. 

Janet^s  dark  grand  face,  still  fatigued,  had  become  quite 
calm,  and  looked  up,  as  she  sat,  with  a  humble  childlike 
expression  at  the  thm  blonde  face  and  slightly  sunken  gray 
eyes  which  now  shone  with  hectic  brightness.  She  might 
have  been  taken  for  an  image  of  passionate  strength  beaten 
and  worn  with  conflict;  and  he  for  an  image  of  the  self- 
renouncing  faith  which  has  soothed  that. conflict  into  rest. 
As  he  looked  at  the  sweet,  submissive  face,  he  remembered 
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its  look  of  despairing  anguish,  and  his  heart  was  veiy  full 
as  he  turned  away  from  her.  "Let  me  only  live  to  see 
this  work  confirmed,  and  then " 

It  was  nearly  ten  o'clock  when  Mr.  Tryan  left,  but  Janet 
was  bent  on  sending  for  her  mother;  so  Mrs.  Pettifer,  as 
the  readiest  plan,  put  on  her  bonnet  and  went  herself  to 
fetch  Mrs.  Kaynor.  The  mother  had  been  too  long  used 
to  expect  that  every  fresh  week  would  be  more  painful 
than  the  last,  for  Mrs.  Pettifer's  news  to  come  upon  her 
with  the  shock  of  a  surprise.  Quietly,  without  any  show 
of  distress,  she  made  up  a  bundle  of  clothes,  and,  telling 
her  little  maid  that  she  should  not  return  home  that  night, 
accampanied  Mrs.  Pettifer  back  in  silence. 

When  they  entered  the  parlor,  Janet,  wearied  out,  had 
sunk  to  sleep  in  the  large  chair,  which  stood  with  its  back 
to  the  door.  The  noise  of  the  opening  door  disturbed  her, 
and  she  was  looking  round  wonderingly,  when  Mrs.  Kay- 
nor came  up  to  her  chair  and  said,  "It's  your  mother, 
Janet.'' 

"Mother,  dear  mother!"  Janet  cried,  clasping  her 
closely.  "I  have  not  been  a  good  tender  child  to  you, 
but  I  will  be — I  will  not  grieve  you  any  more."' 

The  calmness  which  had  withstood  a  new  sorrow  was 
overcome  by  a  new  joy,  and  the  mother  burst  into  tears. 


CHAPTEB  Xi 


On  Sunday  morning  the  rain  had  ceased,  and  Janet, 
looking  out  of  the  bedroom  window,  saw,  above  the 
house-tops,  a  shining  mass  of  white  cloud  rolling  under 
the  far-away  blue  sky.  It  was  going  to  be  a  lovely  April 
day.  The  fresh  sky,  left  clear  and  calm  after  the  long 
vexation  of  wind  and  rain,  mingled  its  mild  influence 
with  Janet's  new  thoughts  and  prospects.  She  felt  a 
buoyant  courage  that  surprised  herself,  after  the  cold 
crushing  weight  of  despondency  which  had  oppressed  her 
the  day  before:  she  could  think  even  of  her  husband's 
rage  without  the  old  overpowering  dread.  For  a  delicious 
hope — the  hope  of  purification  and  inward  peace — had 
entered  into  Janet's  soul,  and  made  it  spring-time  there 
as  well  as  in  the  outer  world. 

WhilQ  her  mother  was  brushing  and  coiling  up  her  thick 
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black  hair — a  favorite  task,  because  it  seemed  to  renew 
the  days  of  her  daughter's  girlhood  —  Janet  told  how  she 
came  to  send  for  Mr.  Tryan,  how  she  had  remembered 
their  meeting  at  Sally  Martinis  in  the  autumn,  and  had 
felt  an  irresistible  desire  to  see  him,  and  tell  him  her  sins 
and  her  troubles. 

"I  see  God^s  goodness,  now,  mother,  in  ordering  it  so 
that  we  should  meet  in  that  way,  to  overcome  my  preju- 
dice against  him,  and  make  me  feel  that  he  was  good,  and 
then  bringing  it  back  to  my  mind  in  the  depth  of  my 
trouble.  You  know  what  foolish  things  I  used  to  say 
about  him,  knowing  nothing  of  him  all  the  while.  And 
yet  he  was  the  man  who  was  to  give  me  comfort  and  help 
when  everything  else  failed  me.  It  is  wonderful  how 
I  feel  able  to  speak  to  him  as  I  never  have  done  to  any 
one  before;  and  how  every  word  he  says  to  me  enters  my 
heart  and  has  a  new  meaning  for  me.  I  think  it  must  be 
because  he  has  felt  life  more  deeply  than  others,  and  has 
a  deeper  faith.  I  believe  everything  he  says  at  once. 
His  words  come  to  me  like  rain  on  the  parched  ground. 
It  has  always  seemed  to  me  before  as  if  I  could  see  behind 

People's  words,  as  one  sees  behind  a  screen;  but  in  Mr. 
'ryan  it  is  his  very  soul  that  speaks." 
"Well,  my  dear  child,  I  love  and  bless  him  for  your 
sake,  if  he  has  given  you  any  comfort.  I  never  believed 
the  harm  people  said  oi  him,  though  I  had  no  desire  to  go 
and  hear  him,  for  I  am  contented  with  old-fashioned  ways. 
I  find  more  good  teaching  than  I  can  practice  in  reading 
my  Bible  at  home,  and  hearing  Mr.  Crewe  at  church. 
But  your  wants  are  different,  my  dear,  and  we  are  not  all 
led  by  the  same  road.  That  was  certainly  good  advice  of 
Mr.  Tryan^s  you  told  me  of  last  night — that  we  should 
consult  some  one  that  may  interfere  for  you  with  your  hus- 
band; and  I  have  been  turning  it  over  in  my  mind  while 
Vyq  been  lying  awake  in  the  night.  I  think  nobody  will 
do  so  well  as  Mr.  Benjamin  Landor,  for  we  must  have  a 
man  that  knows  the  law,  and  that  Robert  is  rather  afraid 
of.  And  perhaps  he  could  bring  about  an  agreement  for 
you  to  live  apart.  Your  husband's  bound  to  maintain 
you,  you  know;  and,  if  you  liked,  we  could  move  away 
from  Milby  and  live  somewhere  else." 

"  Oh,  mother,  we  must  do  nothing  yet;  I  must  think 
about  it  a  little  longer.  I  have  a  different  feeling  this 
morning  from  what  1  had  yesterday.  Something  seems  to 
t^ll  me  th^-t  I  must  go  back  to  IJob^rt  ^pm^  tim^ — ftft^r  ^ 
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little  while.  I  loved  him  once  better  taau  all  the  world, 
and  I  have  nevef  had  any  children  to  love.  There  were 
things  in  me  that  were  wrong,  and  I  should  like  to  make 
up  for  them  if  I  can.^' 

''  Well,  my  dear,  I  won't  persuade  you.  Think  of  it  a 
little  longer      But  something  must  be  done  soon.^' 

^^  How  I  wish  I  had  my  bonnet,  and  shawl,  and  black 
gown  here!''  said  Janet,  after  a  few  minutes'  silence.  ^^I 
should  like  to  go  to  Paddiford  church  and  hear  Mr. 
Tryan.  There  would  be  no  fear  of  my  meeting  Robert, 
for  he  never  goes  out  on  a  Sunday  morning." 

^^I'm  afraid  it  would  not  do  for  me  to  go  to  the  house 
and  fetch  your  clothes,"  said  Mrs.  Raynor. 

**  Oh,  no,  no!  I  must  stay  quietly  here  while  you  two  go 
to  church.  I  will  be  Mrs.  Pettifer's  maid,  and  get  the 
dinner  ready  for  her  by  the  time  she  comes  back.  Dear 
good  woman !  She  was  so  tender  to  me  when  she  took  me 
in,  in  the  night,  mother,  and  all  the  next  day,  when  I 
couldn't  speak  a  word  to  her  to  thank  her." 


CHAPTER  XXL 


The  servants  at  Dempster's  felt  some  surprise  when  the 
morning,  noon,  and  evening  of  Saturday  had  passed  and 
atill  their  mistress  did  not  reappear. 

^^It's  very  odd,"  said  Kitty,  the  housemaid,  as  she 
trimmed  her  next  week's  cap,  while  Betty,  the  middle-aged 
cook,  looked  on  with  folded  arms.  '^Do  you  think  as 
Mrs.  Raynor  was  ill,  and  sent  for  the  missis  afore  we  was 
up?" 

"  Oh,"  said  Betty,  ^^  if  it  had  been  that,  she'd  ha'  been 
back'ard  an'  for'ard  three  or  four  times  afore  now;  least- 
v/ays,  she'd  ha'  sent  little  Ann  to  let  us  know." 

^^  There's  summat  up  more  nor  usal  between  her  an'  the 
master,  that  you  may  depend  on,"  said  Kitty.  "  I  know 
those  clothes  as  was  lying  i'  the  drawing-room  yesterday, 
when  the  company  was  come,  meant  summat.  I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  that  was  what  they've  had  a  fresh  row  about. 
She's  p'raps  gone  away,  an's  made  up  her  mind  not  t: 
come  back  again." 

"  An'  i'  the  right  on't  too,"  said  Betty.  "  I'd  ha'  over- 
run  him  long  afore  now,  if  it  had  been  me.     I  wouldn't 
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stan^  being  mauled  as  she  is  by  no  husband,  not  if  he  was 
the  biggest  lord  i^  the  land,  it^s  poor  work  bein^  a  wife  at 
that  price:  I'd  sooner  be  a  cook  wi'out  perkises,  an'  hev 
roast,  an'  boil,  an'  fry,  an'  bake,  all  to  mind  at  once.  She 
may  well  do  as  she  does.  I  know  I'm  glad  enough  of  a 
drop  o'  summat  myself  when  I'm  plagued.  I  feel  very  low, 
like,  to-night;  I  think  I  shall  put  my  beer  i'  the  saucepan 
an'  warm  it." 

"What  a  one  you  are  for  warmin'  your  beer,  Betty!  I 
couldn't  abide  it — nasty  bitter  stuff! " 

"It's  fine  talkin';  if  you  was  a  cook  you'd  know  what 
belongs  to  bein'  a  cook.  It's  none  so  nice  to  hev  a  sinkin' 
at  your  stomach,  I  can  tell  you.  You  wouldn't  think  so 
much  o'  fine  ribbins  i'  your  cap  then." 

"  Well,  well,  Betty,  don't  be  grumpy.  Liza  Thomson, 
as  is  at  Phipps's,  said  to  me  last  Sunday,  '  I  wonder  you'll 
stay  at  Dempster's,'  she  says,  ^such  goins-on  as  there  is.' 
But  I  says,  ^There's  things  to  put  up  wi'  in  ivery  place, 
an'  you  may  change,  an'  change,  an'  not  better  yourself 
when  all's  said  an'  done.'  Lors!  why  Liza  told  me  herself 
as  Mrs.  Phipps  was  as  skinny  as  skinny  i'  the  kitchen,  for 
all  they  keep  so  much  company;  and  as  for  follyers,  she's 
as  cross  as  a  turkey-cock  if  she  finds  'em  out.  There's 
nothin'  o'  that  sort  i'  the  missis.  How  pretty  she  come  an' 
spoke  to  Job  Ijist  Sunday!  There  isn  t  a  good-natur'der 
woman  i'  the  world,  that's  my  belief< — ^an'  hansome  too.  I 
al'ys  think  there's  nobody  looks  half  so  well  as  the  missis 
when  she's  got  her  'air  done  nice.  Lors!  I  wish  I'd  got 
long  'air  like  her — my  'air's  a-comin'  off  dreadful." 

"There'll  be  fine  work  to-morrow,  I  expect," said  Betty, 
"when  the  master  comes  home,  an'  Dawes  a-swearin'  as  he'll 
niver  do  a  stroke  o'  work  for  him  again.  It'll  be  good  fun 
if  he  sets  the  justice  on  him  for  cuttin'  him  wi'  the  whip; 
the  master'U  p'raps  get  his  comb  cut  for  once  in  his  life  f " 

"Why,  he  was  in  a  temper  like  a  fi-end  this  morning," 
said  Kitty.  "  I  dare  say  it  was  along  o'  what  liad  happened 
wi'  the  missis.  We  shall  hev  a  pretty  house  wi'  him  if  she 
doesn't  come  back — he'll  want  to  be  leatherin'  us,  I 
shouldn't  wonder.  He  must  hev  somethin'  t'  ill-use  when 
he's  in  a  passion." 

"I'd  tek  care  he  didn't  leather  me — no,  not  if  he  was 
my  husban'  ten  times  o'er;  I'd  pour  hot  drippin'  on  him 
sooner.  But  the  missis  hasn't  a  sperrit  like  me.  He'll 
mek  her  come  back,  you'll  see;  he'll  come  around  her  some- 
bow.     There's  no  likelihood  of  her  coming  back  to-night, 
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though;  so  I  should  think  we  might  fasten  the  doors  and 
go  to  bed  when  we  like/^ 

On  Sunday  morning,  however,  Kitty's  mind  became  dis- 
turbed by  more  definite  and  alarming  conjectures  about 
her  mistress.  While  Betty,  encouraged  by  the  prospect  of 
unwonted  leisure,  was  sitting  down  to  continue  a  letter 
which  had  long  lain  unfinished  between  the  leaves  of  her 
Bible — Kitty  came  running  into  the  kitchen,  and  said — 

*^Lor!  Betty,  I'm  all  of  a  tremble;  you  might  knock  me 
down  wi'  a  feather.  I've  just  looked  into  the  missis's 
wardrobe,  an' there's  both  her  bonnets.  She  must  ha' gone 
wi'out  her  bonnet.  An'  then  I  remember  as  her  night- 
clothes  wasn't  on  the  bed  yesterday  mornin';  I  thought 
she'd  put  'em  away  to  be  washed;  but  she  hedn't,  for  I've 
been  lookin'.  It's  my  belief  he's  murdered  her,  and  shut  her 
up  i'  that  closet  as  he  keeps  locked  al'ys.  He's  capible  on't." 

^'Lors-ha'-massy!  why  you'd  better  run  to  Mrs.  Raynor's 
an'  see  if  she's  there,  arter  all.     It  was  p'raps  all  a  lie." 

Mrs.  Raynor  had  returned  home  to  give  directions  to 
her  little  maiden,  when  Kitty,  with  the  elaborate  mani- 
festation of  alarm  which  servants  delight  in,  rushed  in 
without  knocking,  and,  holding  her  hands  on  her  heart  as 
if  the  consequences  to  that  organ  were  likely  to  be  very 
serious,  said — 

*^If  you  please  ^m,  is  the  missis  here?" 

"No,  Kitty;  why  are  you  come  to  ask?" 

"  Because  'm,  she's  niver  been  at  home  since  yesterday 
mornin',  since  afore  we  was  up;  an'  we  thought  somethin' 
must  ha'  happened  to  her." 

"  No,  don't  be  frightened,  Kitty.  Your  mistress  is  quite 
safe;  I  know  where  she  is.     Is  your  master  at  home?" 

"No'm;  he  went  out  yesterday  mornin',  an'  said  he 
shouldn't  be  back  afore  to-night." 

'^Well,  Kitty,  there's  nothing  the  matter  with  your 
mistress.  You  needn't  say  anything  to  any  one  about  her 
being  away  from  home.  I  shall  call  presently  and  fetch 
her  gown  and  bonnet.     She  wants  them  to  put  on." 

Kitty,  perceiving  there  was  a  mystery  she  was  not  to 
inquire  into,  returned  to  Orchard  Street,  really  glad  to 
know  that  her  mistress  was  safe,  but  disappointed  never- 
theless at  being  told  that  she  was  not  to  be  frightened. 
She  was  soon  followed  by  Mrs.  Raynor  in  quest  of  the 
gown  and  bonnet.  The  good  mother,  on  learning  that 
Dempster  was  not  at  home,  had  at  once  thought  that  she 
could  gratify  Janet's  wish  to  go  to  Paddiford  Church, 


570  SCEiiES   OF  CLERIUAL  LIFE.  ^ 

"See,  my  dear/^  she  said,  as  she  entered  Mrs.  Pettifer^s 
parlor;  "I\e  brought  you  your  black  clothes.  Robert's 
not  at  home,  and  is  not  coming  till  this  evening.  I 
couldn't  find  your  best  black  gown,  but  this  will  do. 
I  wouldn't  bring  anything  else,  you  know;  but  there  can't 
be  any  objection  to  my  fetching  clothes  to  cover  you. 
You  can  go  to  Paddiford  Church  now,  if  you  Like;  and  I 
will  go  with  you." 

"That's  a  dear  mother!  Then  well  all  three  go  to- 
gether. Come  and  help  me  to  get  ready.  Good  little 
Mrs.  Crewe!  It  will  vex  her  sadly  that  I  should  go  to 
hear  Mr.  Tryan.  But  I  must  kiss  her,  and  make  it  up 
with  her." 

Many  eyes  were  turned  on  Janet  with  a  look  of  surprise 
as  she  walked  up  the  aisle  of  Paddiford  Church.  She  felt 
a  little  tremor  at  the  notice  she  knew  she  was  exciting, 
but  it  was  a  strong  satisfaction  to  her  that  she  had  been 
able  at  once  to  take  a  step  that  would  let  her  neighbors 
know  her  change  of  feeling  toward  Mr.  Tryan:  she  had 
left  herself  now  no  room  for  proud  reluctance  or  weak 
hesitation.  The  walk  through  the  sweet  spring  air  had 
stimulated  all  her  fresh  hopes,  all  her  yearning  desires 
after  purity,  strength,  and  peace.  She  thought  she  should 
find  a  new  meaning  in  the  prayers  this  morning;  her  full 
heart,  like  an  overflowing  river,  wanted  those  ready-made 
channels  to  pour  itself  into;  and  then  she  should  hear 
Mr.  Tryan  again  and  his  words  would  fall  on  her  like 
precious  balm,  as  they  had  done  last  night.  There  was  a 
liquid  brightness  in  her  eyes  as  they  rested  on  the  mere 
walls,  the  pews,  the  weavers  and  colliers  in  their  Sunday 
clothes.  The  commonest  things  seemed  to  touch  the 
spring  of  love  within  her,  just  as,  when  we  are  suddenly 
released  from  an  acute  absorbing  bodily  pain,  our  heart 
and  senses  leap  out  in  new  freedom;  we  think  even  the 
noise  of  streets  harmonious,  and  are  ready  to  hug  the 
tradesman  who  is  wrapping  up  our  change.  A  door  had 
been  opened  in  Janet's  cold  dark  prison  of  self-despair, 
and  the  golden  light  of  morning  was  pouring  in  its 
slanting  beams  through  the  blessed  opening.  There  was 
sunlight  in  the  world;  there  was  a  divine  love  caring  for 
her;  it  had  given  her  an  earnest  of  good  things;  it  had 
been  preparing  comfort  for  her  in  the  very  moment  when 
she  had  thought  herself  most  forsaken. 

Mr.  Tryan  might  well  rejoice  when  his  eye  rested  on  her 
as  he  entered  his  desk;  but  he  rejoiced  with  tremWing. 
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He  could  not  look  at  the  sweet  hopeful  iace  without 
remembering  its  yesterday's  look  of  agony;  and  there  was 
the  possibility  that  that  look  might  return. 

Janet^s  appearance  at  church  was  greeted  not  only  by 
wondering  eyes,  but  by  kind  hearts,  and  after  the  service 
several  of  Mr.  Tryan^s  hearers  with  whom  she  had  been 
on  cold  terms  of  late,  contrived  to  come  up  to  her  and 
take  her  by  the  hand. 

^^  Mother, ^^  said  Miss  Linnet,  *^do  let  us  go  and  speak 
to  Mrs.  Dempster.  Fm  sure  there^s  a  great  change  in  her 
mind  toward  Mr.  Tryan.  I  noticed  how  eagerly  she  list- 
ened to  the  sermon,  and  she's  come  with  Mrs.  Pettifer, 
you  see.  We  ought  to  go  and  give  her  a  welcome  among 
us»" 

^^Why,  my  dear,  we've  never  spoke  friendly  these  five 
year.  You  know  she's  been  as  haughty  as  anything  since 
1  quarreled  with  her  husband.  However,  let  bygones  be 
bygones:  I've  no  grudge  again'  the  poor  thing,  more  par- 
ticular as  she  must  ha'  flew  in  her  husband's  face  to  come 
an'  hear  Mr.  Tryan.     Yes,  let  us  go  an'  speak  to  her." 

The  friendly  words  and  looks  touched  Janet  a  little  too 
keenly,  and  Mrs.  Pettifer  wisely  hurried  her  home  by  the 
least  frequented  road.  "When  they  reached  home,  a  violent 
fit  of  weeping,  followed  by  continuous  lassitude^  showed 
that  the  emotions  of  the  morning  had  overstrained  her 
nerves.  She  was  suffering,  too,  from  the  absence  of  the 
long-accustomed  stimulus  which  she  had  promised  Mr. 
Tryan  not  to  touch  again.  The  poor  thing  was  conscious 
of  this,  and  dreaded  her  own  weakness,  as  the  victim  of 
intermittent  insanity  dreads  the  oncoming  of  the  old 
illusion. 

*^  Mother,"  she  whispered,  when  Mrs.  Eaynor  urged 
her  to  lie  down  and  rest  all  the  afternoon,  that  she 
might  be  the  better  prepared  to  see  Mr.  Tryan  in  the 
evening — '^mother,  don't  let  me  have  anything  if  I  ask 
for  it." 

In  the  mother's  mind  there  was  the  same  anxifety,  and 
in  her  it  was  mingled  with  another  fear — the  fear  lest 
Janet,  in  her  present  excited  state  of  mind,  should  take 
some  premature  step  in  relation  to  her  husband,  .which 
might  lead  back  to  all  the  former  troubles.  The  hint  she 
had  thrown  out  in  the  morning  of  her  wish  to  return  to 
him  after  a  time,  showed  a  new  eagerness  for  difficult 
duties,  that  only  made  the  long-saddened  eobqr  mother 
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But  as  eyening  approached,  Janet's  morning  heroism 
all  forsook  her:  ner  imagination,  influenced  by  physical 
depression  as  well  as  by  mental  habits,  was  haunted  by  the 
vision  of  her  husband's  return  home,  and  she  began  to 
shudder  with  the  yesterday's  dread.  She  heard  him  call- 
ing her,  she  saw  him  going  to  her  mother's  to  look  for  her, 
she  felt  sure  he  would  find  her  out,  and  burst  in  upon  her. 

*^Pray,  pray,  don't  leave  me,  don't  go  to  church,"  she 
said  to  Mrs.  Pettifer.  "You  and  mother  both  stay  with 
me  till  Mr.  Tryan  comes." 

At  twenty  minutes  past  six  the  church  bells  were  ring- 
'  ing  for  the  evening  service,  and  soon  the  congregation  was 
streaming  along  Orchard  Street  in  the  mellow  sunset. 
The  street  opened  toward  the  west.  The  red  half-sunken 
sun  shed  a  solemn  splendor  on  the  everyday  houses,  and 
crimsoned  the  windows  of  Dempster's  projecting  upper 
story. 

Suddenly  a  loud  murmur  arose  and  spread  along  the 
stream  of  church-goers,  and  one  group  after  another 
paused  and  looked  backward.  At  the  far  end  of  the  street, 
men,  accompanied  by  a  miscellaneous  group  of  onlookers, 
were  slowly  carrying  something — a  body  stretched  on  a 
door.  Slowly  they  passed  along  the  middle  of  the  street, 
lined  all  the  way  with  awe-struck  faces,  till  they  turned 
aside  and  paused  in  the  red  sunlight  before  Dempster's 
door. 

It  was  Dempster^s  body.  No  one  knew  whether  he  was 
alive  or  dead. 


OHAPTEE  XXII. 


It  was  probably  a  hard  saying  to  the  Pharisees,  that 
"  there  is  more  joy  in  heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repent- 
eth,  than  over  ninety  and  nine  just  persons  that  need  no 
repentance."  And  certain  ingenious  philosophers  of  our 
own  day  must  surelv  take  offense  at  a  joy  so  entirely  out  of 
correspondence  with  arithmetical  proportion.  But  a  heart 
that  has  been  taught  by  its  own  sore  struggles  to  bleed  for 
the  woes  of  another — ^that  has  "learned  pity  through  suf- 
fering"— is  likely  to  find  very  imperfect  satisfaction  in,  the 
"  balance  of  happiness,"  "  doctrine  of  compensations/'  and 
other  short  and  easy  methods  of  obtaining  thorough  com- 
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placency  in  the  presence  of  pain;  and  for  such  a  heart  that 
saying  will  not  be  altogether  dark.  The  emotions,  I  have 
observed,  are  but  slightly  influenced  by  arithmetical  con- 
siderations: the  mother,  when  her  sweet  lisping  little  ones 
have  all  been  taken  from  her  one  after  another,  and  she  is 
hanging  over  her  last  dead  babe,  finds  small  consolation 
in  the  fact  that  the  tiny  dimpled  corpse  is  but  one  of  a 
necessary  average,  and  that  a  thousand  other  babes  brought 
into  the  world  at  the  same  time  are  doing  well,  and  are 
likely  to  live;  and  if  you  stood  beside  that  mother — if  you 
knew  her  pang  and  shared  it — it  is  probable  you  would  be 
equally  unable  to  see  a  ground  of  complacency  in  statistics. 

Doubtless  a  complacency  resting  on  that  basis  is  highly 
rational;  but  emotion,  I  fear,  is  obstinately  irrational:  it 
insists  on  caring  for  individuals;  it  absolutely  refuses  to 
adopt  the  quantitative  view  of  human  anguish,  and  to 
admit  that  thirteen  happy  lives  are  a  set-off  against  twelve 
miserable  lives,  which  leaves  a  clear  balance  on  the  side  of 
satisfaction.  This  is  the  inherent  imbecility  of  feeling, 
and  one  must  be  a  great  philosopher  to  have  got  quite 
clear  of  all  that,  and  to  have  emerg:ed  into  the  serene  air 
of  pure  intellect,  in  which  it  is  evident  that  individuals 
really  exist  for  no  other  purpose  than  that  abstractions 
may  be  drawn  from  them  —  abstractions  that  may  rise 
from  heaps  of  ruined  lives  like  the  sweet  savor  of  a  sacri- 
fice in  the  nostrils  of  philosophers,  and  of  a  philosophic 
Deity.  And  so  it  comes  to  pass  that  for  the  man  who 
knows  sympathy  because  he  has  known  sorrow,  that  old, 
old  saying  about  the  joy  of  angels  over  the  repentant 
sinner  outweighing  their  joy  over  the  ninety-nine  jUst, 
has  a  meaning  which  does  not  jar  with  the  language  of 
his  own  heart.  It  only  tells  him,  that  for  angels  too  there 
is  a  transcendent  value  in  human  pain,  which  refuses  to 
be  settled  by  equations;  that  the  eyes  of  angels  too  are 
turned  away  from  the  serene  happiness  of  the  righteous  to 
bend  with  yearning  pity  on  the  poor  erring  soul  wandering 
in  the  desert  where  no  water  is;  that  for  angels  too  the 
misery  of  one  casts  so  tremendous  a  shadow  as  to  eclipse 
the  bliss  of  ninety-nine. 

Mr.  Tryan  had  gone  through  the  initiation  of  suffering: 
it  is  no  wonder,  then,  that  Janet^s  restoration  was  the 
work  that  lay  nearest  his  heart;  and  that,  weary  as  he  was 
in  body  when  he  entered  the  vestry  after  the  evening  serv- 
ice, he  was  impatient  to  fulfill  the  promise  of  seeing  her. 
His  experience  enabled  him  to  divine — what  was  the  fact^^ 
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that  the  hopefulness  of  the  morning  would  be  followed  by 
a  return  of  depression* and  discouragement;  and  his  sense 
of  the  inward  and  outward  difficulties  in  the  way  of  her 
restoration  was  so  keen,  that  he  could  only  find  relief  from 
the  foreboding  it  excited  by  lifting  up  his  heart  in  prayer 
There  are  unseen  elements  which  often  frustrate  our  wisest 
calculations — which  raise  up  the  sufferer  from  the  edge  of 
the  grave,  contradicting  the  prophecies  of  the  clear-sighted 
physician,  and  fulfilling  the  blind  clinging  hopes  of  affec- 
tion; such  unseen  elements  Mr.  Tryan  called  the  Divine 
Will,  and  filled  up  the  margin  of  ignorance  which  sur- 
rounds all  our  knowledge  with  the  feelings  of  trust  and 
resignation.  Perhaps  tne  profoundest  philosophy  could 
hardly  fill  it  up  better. 

His  mind  was  occupied  in  this  way  as  he  was  absently 
taking  off  his  gown,  when  Mr.  Landor  startled  him  by 
entering  the  vestry  and  asking  abruptly — 

'^  Have  you  heard  the  news  about  Dempster?  ^' 
"  No,"  said  Mr.  Tryan,  anxiously;  "  what  is  it?'* 
"  He  has  been  thrown  out  of  his  gig  in  the  Bridge  Way, 
and  he  was  taken  up  for  dead.  They  were  carrving  him 
home  as  we  were  coming  to  church,  and  I  stayed  behmd  to 
see  what  I  could  do.  I  wenf  in  to  speak  to  Mrs.  Dempster, 
and  prepare  her  a  little,  but  she  was  not  at  home.  Demp- 
ster IS  not  dead,  however;  he  was  stunned  with  the  fafl. 
Pilgrim  came  in  a  few  minutes,  and  he  says  the  right  leg 
is  broken  in  two  places.  It's  likely  to  be  a  terrible  case, 
with  his  state  of  body.  It  seems  he  was  more  drunk  than 
usual,  and  they  say  he  came  along  the  Bridge  Way  flogging 
his  horse  like  a  madman,  till  at  last  it  gave  a  sudden  wheel, 
and  he  was  pitched  out.  The  servants  said  they  didn't  ^ 
know  where  Mrs.  Dempster  was:  she  had  been  away  from 
home  since  yesterday  morning;  but  Mrs.  Eaynor  knew." 

"  I  know  where  she  is,"  said  Mr.  Tryan;  "  bul  I  think  it 
will  be  better  for  her  not  to  be  told  of  this  just  yet." 

'^  Ah,  that  was  what  Pilgrim  said,  and  so  I  didn't  go 
round  to  Mrs.  Eaynor's.  He  said  it  would  be  all  the  better 
if  Mrs.  Dempster  could  be  kept  out  of  the  house  for  the 

E resent.     Do  you  know  if  anything  new  has  happened 
etween  Dempster  and  his  wife  lately?    I  was  surprised  to 
hear  of  her  being  at  Paddiford  Church  this  morning," 

"Yes,  something  has  happened;  but  I  believe  she  is 
anxious  that  the  particulars  of  his  behavior  toward  her 
should  not  be  known.  She  is  at  Mrs.  Pettifer's — ^there  is 
no  reason  for  concealing  that,  since  what  has  happened  to 
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her  husband;  and  yesterday,  when  she  was  in  very  deep 
trouble,  she  sent  for  me.  I  was  very  thankful  she  did  so: 
I  believe  a  great  change  of  feeling  has  begun  in  her.  But 
she  is  at  present  in  that  excitable  state  of  mind — she  has 
been  shaken  by  so  many  painful  emotions  during  the  last 
two  days,  that  I  think  it  would  be  better,  for  this  evening 
at  least,  to  guard  her  from  a  new  shock,  if  possible.  But 
I  am  going  now  to  call  upon  her,  and  I  shall  see  how 
she  is.' 

*'  Mr.  Tryan,''  said  Mr.  Jerome,  who  had  entered  during 
the  dialogue,  and  had  been  standing  by,  listening  with  a 
distressed  face,  ^'  I  shall  take  it  as  a  favor  if  you'll  let  me 
know  if  iver  there's  anything  I  can  do  for  Mrs.  Dempster. 
Eh,  dear,  what  a  world  this  is!  I  think  I  see  'em  fifteen 
year  ago — as  happy  a  young  couple  as  iver  was;  and  now, , 
what  it's  all  come  to!  I  was  in  a  hurry,  like,  to  punish 
Dempster  for  pessecutin',  but  there  was  a  stronger  hand  at 
work  nor  mine." 

'*  Yes,  Mr.  Jerome;  but  don't  let  us  rejoice  in  punish- 
ment, even  when  the  hand  of  God  alone  inflicts  it.  The 
best  of  us  are  but  poor  wretches  iust  saved  from  shipwreck: 
can  we  feel  anything  but  awe  and  pity  when  we  see  a  fellow- 
passenger  swallowed  by  the  waves?'' 

^^  Eight,  right,  Mr.  Tryan.  I'm  over  hot  and  hasty, 
that  I  am.  But  I  beg  on  you  to  tell  Mrs.  Dempster — I 
mean,  in  course,  when  you've  an  opportunity — tell  her 
she's  a  friend  at  the  White  House  as  she  may  send  for  any 
hour  o'  the  day." 

^^  Yes;  I  shall  have  an  opportunity,  I  dare  say,  and  I  will 
remember  your  wish.  I  tnink,"  continued  Mr.  Tryan, 
turning  to  Mr.  Landor,  ''  I  had  better  see  Mr.  Pilgrim  on 
my  way,  and  learn  what  is  exactly  the  state  of  things  by 
this  time.     What  do  you  think  ?  " 

''By  all  means;  if  Mrs.  Dempster  is  to  know,  there's  no 
one  can  break  the  news  to  her  so  well  as  you.  I'll  walk 
with  you  to  Dempster's  door.  I  dare  say  rilgrim  is  there 
still.  Come,  Mr.  Jerome,  you've  got  to  go  our  way  too, 
to  fetch  jrour  horse." 

Mr.  Pilgrim  was  in  the  passage  giving  some  directions  to 
his  assistant,  when  to  his  surprise,  he  saw  Mr.  Tryan 
enter.  They  shook  hands;  for  Mr.  Pilgrim,  never  having 
joined  the  party  of  the  Anti-Tryanites,  had  no^ound  for 
resisting  the  growing  conviction,  that  the  Evangelical 
curate  was  really  a  good  fellow,  though  he  was  a  fool  for 
not  taking  better  care  of  himself. 
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*' Why,  I  didn^t  expect  to  see  you  in  your  old  enemy^s 
quarters,^'  he  said  to  Mr.  Tryan.  ^*  However,  it  will  be  a 
good  while  before  poor  Dempster  shows  sluj  fi^ht  again/' 

"  I  came  on  Mrs.  Dempster's  account, ''  said  Mr.  Tryan. 
^'She  is  staying  at  Mrs.  Pettifer's;  she  has  had  a  great 
shock  from  some  severe  domestic  trouble  lately,  and  I 
think  it  will  be  wise  to  defer  telling  her  of  this  dreadful 
event  for  a  short  time.'' 

'•  Why,  what  has  been  up,  eh?"  said  Mr.  Pilgrim,  whose 
curiosity  was  at  once  awakened.  ^^She  used  to  be  no 
friend  of  yours.  H^s  there  been  some  split  between 
them?    It's  a  new  thing  for  her  to  turn  round  on  him." 

"  Oh,  merely  an  exaggeration  of  scenes  that  must  often 
have  happened  before.  But  the  question  now  is,  whether 
you  think  there  is  any  immediate  danger  of  her  husband's 
death;  for  in  that  case,  I  think  from  what  I  have  observed 
of .  her  feelings,  she  would  be  pained  afterward  to  have 
been  kept  in  ignorance." 

^*  Well,  there's  no  telling  in  these  cases,  you  know.  I 
don't  apprehend  speedy  death,  and  it  is  not  absolutely  im- 
possible that  we  may  bring  him  round  again.  At  present 
he's  in  a  state  of  apoplectic  stupor;  but  if  that  subsides, 
delirium  is  almost  sure  to  supervene,  and  we  shall  have 
some  painful  scenes.  It's  one  of  those  complicated  cases 
in  which  the  delirium  is  likely  to  be  of  the  worst  kind — 
meningitis  and  delirium  tremens  together — and  we  may 
have  a  good  deal  of  trouble  with  him.  If  Mrs.  Dempster 
were  told,  I  should  say  it  would  be  desirable  to  persuade 
her  to  remain  out  of  the  house  at  present.  She  could  do 
no  good,  you  know.     I've  got  nurses." 

''  Thank  you,"  said  Mr.  Tryan.  "  That  is  what  I  wanted 
to  know.     Good-bye." 

When  Mrs.  Pettifer  opened  the  door  for  Mr.  Tryan,  he 
told  her  in  a  few  words  what  had  happened,  and  begged 
her  to  take  an  opportunity  of  letting  Mrs.  Raynor  know, 
that  they  might,  if  possible,  concur  in  preventing  a  pre- 
mature or  sudden  disclosure  of  the  event  to  Janet. 

'^Poor  thing!"  said  Mrs.  Pettifer.  "She's  not  fit  to 
hear  any  bad  news;  she's  very  low  this  evening — ^worn  out 
with  feeling;  and  she's  not  had  anything  to  keep  her  up, 
as  she's  been  used  to.  She  seems  frightened  at  the  thought 
of  being  tempted  to  take  it." 

"Thank  God  for  it;  that  fear  is  her  greatest  security." 

When  Mr.  Tryan  entered  the  parlor  this  time,  Janet 
was  again  awaiting  him  eagerly,  and  her  pale  sad  face  was 
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lighted  up  with  a  smile  as  she  rose  to  meet  him.  But  the 
next  moment  she  said,  with  a  look  of  anxiety — 

'^How  very  ill  and  tired  you  look!  You  have  been 
working  so  hard  all  day,  and  yet  you  are  come  to  talk  to 
me.  Oh,  you  are  wearing  yourself  out.  I  must  go  and 
ask  Mrs.  Pettifer  to  come  and  make  you  have  some  supper. 
But  this  is  my  mother;  you  have  not  seen  her  before,  I 
think.'' 

While  Mr.  Tryan  was  speaking  to  Mrs.  Eaynor,  Janet 
hurried  out,  and  he,  seeing  that  this  good-natured  thought- 
fulness  on  his  behalf  would  help  to  counteract  her  depres- 
sion, was  not  inclined  to  oppose  her  wish,  but  accepted 
the  supper  Mrs.  Pettifer  offered  him,  quietly  talking 
the  while  about  a  clothing  club  he  was  going  to  estab- 
lish in  Paddiford,  and  the  want  of  provident  habits  among 
the  poor. 

Presently,  however,  Mrs.  Eaynor  said  she  must  go  home 
for  an  hour,  to  see  how  her  little  maiden  was  going  on, 
and  Mrs.  Pettifer  left  the  room  with  her  to  take  the 
opportunity  of  telling  her  what  had  happened  to  Demp- 
ster. When  Janet  was  left  alone  with  Mr.  Tryan,  she 
said — 

*^  I  feel  so  uncertain  what  to  do  about  my  husband.  I 
am  so  weak — my  feelings  change  so  from  hour  to  hour. 
This  morning,  when  I  felt  so  hopeful  and  happy,  I  thought 
I  should  like  to  go  back  to  him,  and  try  to  make  up  for 
what  has  been  wrong  in  me  I  thought,  now  God  would 
help  me,  and  I  should  have  you  to  teach  and  advise  me, 
and  I  could  bear  the  troubles  that  wouldjcpme.  But  since 
then — all  this  afternoon  and  evening — I  have  had  the  same 
feelings  I  used  to  have,  the  same  dread  of  his  anger  and 
cruelty,  and  it  seems  to  me  as  if  I  should  never  be  able  to 
bear  it  without  falling  into  the  same  sins,  and  doing  just  what 
I  did  before.  Yet,  if  it  were  settled  that  I  should  live  apart 
from  him,  I  know  it  would  always  be  a  load  on  my  mind 
that  I  had  shut  myself  out  from  going  back  to  him.  It 
seems  a  dreadful  thing  in  life,  when  anyone  has  been  so 
near  to  one  as  a  husband  for  fifteen  years,  to  part  and  be 
nothing  to  each  other  any  more.  Surely  that  is  a  very 
strong  tie,  and  I  feel  as  if  my  duty  can  never  lie  quite 
away  from  it.  It  is  very  difficult  to  know  what  to  do: 
what  ought  I  to  do?" 

"  I  think  it  will  be  well  not  to  take  any  decisive  step 
yet.  Wait  until  your  mind  is  calmer.  You  might  remain 
with  your  mother  for  a  little  while:  I  think  you  have  jio 
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real  ground  for  fearing  any  annoyanco  from  your  husband 
at  present;  he  has  put  himself  too  much  in  the  wrong; 
he  will  very  likely  leave  you  unmolested  for  some  time. 
Dismiss  this  difficult  question  from  your  mind  just  now,  if 
you  can.  Every  new  day  may  bring  you  new  grounds  for 
decision,  and  wnat  is  most  needful  for  your  health  of  mind 
is  repose  from  that  haunting  anxiety  about  the  future 
which  has  been  preying  on  you.  Cast  yourself  on  God, 
and  trust  that  he  will  direct  you;  he  will  make  your  duty 
clear  to  you,  if  you  wait  submissively  on  Him.^^ 

*^  Yes;  I  will  wait  a  little,  as  you  tell  me.  I  will  go  to 
my  mother's  to-morrow,  and  pray  to  be  guided  rightly. 
You  will  pray  for  me^  too/' 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 


The  next  morning  Janet  was  so  much  calmer,  and  at 
breakfast  spoke  so  decidedly  of  going  to  her  mother's  that 
Mrs.  Pettifer  and  Mrs.  Raynor  agreed  it  would  be  wise  to 
let  her  know  by  degrees  what  had  befallen  her  husband, 
^ince  as  soon  as  she  went  out  there  would  be  danger  of  her 
meeting  some  one  who  would  betray  the  fact.  But  Mrs. 
Ravnor  thought  it  would  be  well  first  to  call  at  Dempster's, 
and  ascertain  how  he  was:  so  she  said  to  Janet — 

^'  My  d£ar,  I'll  go  home  first,  and  see  to  things,  and  get 
your  room  ready^.  You  needn't  come  yet,  you  know.  1 
shall  be  back  again  in  an  hour  or  so,  and  we  can  go 
together." 

**  Oh,  no,"  said  Mrs.  Pettifer.  ^'  Stay  with  me  till  even- 
ing. I  shall  be  lost  without  you.  You  needn't  go  till 
quite  evening." 

Janet  had  dipped  into  the  "  Life  of  Henry  Martyn," 
which  Mrs.  Pettifer  had  from  the  Paddiford  Lending 
Library,  and  her  interest  was  so  arrested  by  that  pathetic 
missionary  story  that  she  readily  acquiesced  in  botn  propo- 
sitions, and  Mrs.  Rajmor  set  out. 

She  had  been  gone  more  than  an  hour,  and  it  was  nearly 
twelve  o'clock,  when  Janet  put  down  her  book;  and  after 
sitting  meditatively  for  some  minutes  with  her  eyes  uncon- 
sciously fixed  on  the  opposite  wall,  she  rose,  went  to  her 
bedroom,  and,  hastily  putting  on  her  bonnet  and  shawl, 
came  down  to  Mrs.  Pettifer,  who  was  busy  in  the  kitchen. 
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*^  Mrs.  Pettifer/'  she  said,  "  tell  mother,  when  she  comes 
back,  I'm  gone  to  see  what  has  ^  become  of  those  poor 
Lakins  in  Butcher  Lane.  I  know  they're  half  starving, 
and  I've  neglected  them  so,  lately.  And  then,  I  think, 
I'll  go  on  to  Mrs.  Crewe.  I  want  to  see  the  dear  little 
woman,  and  tell  her  myself  about  my  going  to  hear  Mr. 
Tryan.  She  won't  feel  it  half  so  much  if  I  tell  her 
myself." 

*^  Won't  you  wait  till  your  mother  comes,  or  put  it  off 
till  to-morrow?"  said  Mrs.  Pettifer,  alarmed.  "You'll 
hardly  be  back  in  time  for  dinner,  if  you  get  talking  to 
Mrs.  Crewe.  And  you'll  have  to  pass  by  your  husband's, 
you  know;  and  yesterday,  vou  were  so  afraid  of  seeing  him." 

'*  Oh,  Eobert  will  be  shut  up  at  the  office  now,  if  he's 
not  gone  out  of  the  town.  I  must  go —  I  feel  I  must  be 
doing  something  for  some  one  —  not  be  a  mere  useless  log 
any  longer.  I've  been  reading  about  that  wonderful  Henry 
Martyn;  he's  iust  like  Mr.  Tryan  —  wearing  himself  out 
for  other  people,  and  I  sit  thinking  of  notning  but  myself. 
I  must  go.     Good-bye;  I  shall  be  back  soon." 

She  ran  off  before  Mrs.  Pettifer  could  utter  another 
word  of  dissuasion,  leaving  the  good  woman  in  consider- 
able anxiety  lest  this  new  impulse  of  Janet's  should  frus- 
trate all  precautions  to  save  her  from  a  sudden  shock. 

Janet  having  paid  her  visit  in  Butcher  Lane,  turned 
again  into  Orchard  Street  on  her  way  to  Mrs.  Crewe's, 
and  was  thinking,  rather  sadly,  that  her  mother's  econom- 
ical housekeeping  would  leave  no  abundant  surplus  to  be 
8§nt  to  the  hungry  Lakins,  when  she  saw  Mr.  Pilgrim  in 
advance  of  her  on  tlie  other  side  of  the  street.  He  was 
walking  at  a  rapid  pace,  and  when  he  reached  Dempster's 
door  he  turned  and  entered  without  knocking. 

Janet  was  startled.  Mr.  Pilgrim  would  never  enter  in 
that  way  unless  there  were  some  one  very  ill  in  the  house. 
It  was  her  husband;  she  felt  certain  of  it  at  once.  Some- 
thing had  happened  to  him.  Without  a  moment's  pause, 
she  ran  across  the  street,  opened  the  door,  and  entered. 
There  was  no  one  in  the  passage.  The  dining-room  door 
was  wide  open — no  one  was  there.  Mr.  Pilgrim,  then, 
was  already  up-stairs.  She  rushed  up  at  once  to  Demp- 
ster's room  —  her  own  room.  The  door  was  open,  and  she 
paused  in  pale  horror  at  the  sight  before  her,  which  seemed 
to  stand  out  only  with  the  more  appalling  distinctness 
because  the  noonday  light  was  darkened  to  twilight  in  the 
chamber. 


580  SCEKES  OF  CLERICAL  LIFE. 

Two  strong  nurses  were  using  their  utmost  force  to  hold 
Dempster  in  bed,  while  the  medical  assistant  was  applying 
a  sponge  to  his  head,  and  Mr.  Pilgrim  was  busy  adjusting 
some  apparatus  in  the  background.  Dempster^s  face  was 
purple  and  swollen,  his  eyes  dilated,  and  fixed  with  a  look 
of  (fire  terror  on  something  he  seemed  to  see  approaching 
him  from  the  iron  closet.  He  trembled  violently,  and 
struggled  as  if  to  jump  out  of  bed. 

"Let  me  go,  let  me  go,^^  he  said  in  a  loud,  hoarse 
whisper;  "she^s  coming she's  cold she^s  dead- 


Aell  strangle  me  with  her  black  hair.  Ah!"  he  shrieked 
aloud,  "her  hair  is -all  serpents they're  black  ser- 
pents  they  hiss they  hiss ^let  me  go let  me 

go        she  wants  to  drag  me  with  her  cold  arms her 

arms  are  serpents ^they  are  great  white  serpents 

they'll  twine  round  me she  wants  to  drag  me  into  the 

cold  water her  bosom  is  cold ^it  is  black it  is  all 

serpents- 


"No,  Eobert,"  Janet  cried,  in  tones  of  yearning  pity, 
rushing  to  the  side  of  the  bed,  and  stretching  out  her 
arms  toward  him,  "  no,  here  is  Janet.  She  is  not  dead — 
she  forgi^ges  you." 

Dempster's  maddened  senses  seemed  to  receive  some  new 
impression  from  her  appearance.  The  terror  gave  way  to  rage. 

"Ha!  you  sneaking  hypocrite! " he  burst  out  in  a  grat- 
ing voice,  "you  threaten  me you  mean  to  have  your 

revenge  on  me,  do  you?    Do  your  worst!  I've  got  the  law 

on  my  side— — I  know  the  law I'll  hunt  you  down  like 

a  hare ^prove  it prove  that  I  was  tampered  with 

prove  that  I  took  the  money prove  it you  can  prove 

nothing you  damned  psalm-singing    maggots!      I'll 

make  a  fire  under  you,  and  smoke  off  the  whole  pack  of 

you I'll  sweep  you  up- I'll  grind  you  to  powder 

small  powder (here  nis  voice  dropped  to  a  low  tone  of 

shuddering    disgust) ^powder  on   the  bed-clothes 

running    about black    lice they    are    coming    in 

swarms Janet!    come  and   take  them  away curse 

you!  why  don't  you  come?  Janet! " 

Poor  Janet  was  kneeling  by  the  bed  with  her  face  buried 
in  her  hands.  She  almost  wished  her  worst  moment  back 
again  rather  than  this.  It  seemed  as  if  her  husband  was 
already  imprisoned  in  misery,  and  she  could  not  reach 
him — his  ear  deaf  forever  to  the  sounds  of  love  and  for- 
giveness. His  sins  had  made  a  hard  crust  round  his  soul; 
ner  pitying  voice  could  not  pierce  it. 
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'*N"ot  there,  isn^t  she?''  he  went  on  in  a  defiant  tone. 
"  Why  do  you  ask  me  where  she  is?  Pll  have  every  drop 
of  yellow  blood  out  of  your  veins  if  you  come  questioning 

me.     Your  blood  is  yellow in  your  purse running 

out   of  your  purse What!    you're  changing  it  into 

toads,  are  you?    They're  crawling they're  flying 


they're  flying  about  my  head the   toads  are  flying 

about.     Ostler!  ostler!  bring  out  my  gig bring  it  out, 

you  lazy  beast ha!  youll  follow  me,  will  you? 

you'll  fly  about  my  head you've  got  fiery  tongues 

Ostler!  curse  you!  why  don'fc  you  come?  Janet!  come 
and  take  the  toads  away Janet! " 

This  last  time  he  uttered  her  name  with  such  a  shriek 
of  terror  that  Janet  involuntarily  started  up  from  her 
knees,  and  stood  as  if  petrified  bv  the  horrible  vibration. 
Dempster  stared  wildly  in  silence  lor  some  moments;  then 
he  spoke  again  in  a  hoarse  whisper — 

^^jDead is  she  dead?    She  did  it,  ijien.     She  buried 

herself  in  the  iron  chest she  left  her  clothes  out, 

though she  isn't  dead why  do  you  pretend  she's 

dead she's  coming she's  coming  out  of  the  iron 

closet there  are  the  black  serpents stop  her 

let  me  go stop  her she  w^-nts  to  drag  me  away 

into  the  cold  black  water her  bosom  is  black it  is 

all  serpents they  are  getting  longer the  great 

white  serpents  are  getting  longer ." 

Here  Mr.  Pilgrim  came  forward  with  the  apparatus  to 
bind  him,  but  Dempster's  struggles  became  more  and  more 
violent.     ^^ Ostler!  ostler!"  he  shouted,  '"bring  out  the 

gig give  me  the  whip!" and  bursting  loose  from 

the  strong  hands  that  held  him,  he  began  to  flog  the  bed- 
clothes furiously  with  his  riffht  arm. 

''Get  along,  you  lame  brute! — so — sc — sc!  that's  it! 
there  you  go!  They  think  they've  outwitted  me,  do  they? 
The  sneaking  idiots!   I'll  be  up  with  them  by-and-by.    I'll 

make  them  say    the    Lord's  Prayer  backwards I'll 

pepper  them  so  that  the  devil  shall  eat  them  raw sc — 

sc — sc — we  shall   see  wholl  be  the  winner  yet get 

along,  you  damned  limping  beast ni  lay  your  back 

open I'll ." 

He  raised  himself  with  a  stronger  effort  than  ever  to  flog 
the  bed-clothes,  and  fell  back  in  convulsions.  Janet  gave 
a  scream,  and  sank  on  her  knees  again.  She  thought  he 
was  dead. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Pilgrim  was  able  to  give  her  a  moment's 
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attention,  he  came  to  her,  ai\d,  taking  her  by  the  arm, 
attempted  to  draw  her  gently  out  of  the  room. 

i*  Now,  my  dear  Mrs.  Dempster,  let  me  persuade  you  not 
to  remain  in  the  room  at  present.  Wd  shall  soon  relieve 
these  symptoms,  I  hope;  it  is  nothing  but  the  delirium 
th^t  ordinarily  attends  such  cases. ^' 

^^Oh,  what  is  the  matter? — what  brought  it  on?^^ 

**  He  fell  out  of  the  gig;  the  right  leg  is  broken.  It  is 
a  terrible  accident,  and  I  don't  disguise  that  there  is  con- 
siderable danger  attending  it,  owing  to  the  state  of  the 
brain.  But  Mr.  Dempster  has  a  strong  constitution, 
you  know;  in  a  few  days  these  symptoms  may  be  allayed, 
and  he  may  do  well.  Let  me  beg  of  you  to  keep  out  of 
the  room  at  present;  you  can  do  no  good  until  Mr. 
Dempster  is  better,  and  able  to  know  you.  But  you 
ought  not  to  be  alone;  let  me  advise  you  to  have  Mrs. 
Eaynor  with  you." 

"  Yes,  I  will  send  for  mother.  But  you  must  not  object 
to  my  being  in  the  room.  I  shall  be  very  quiet  now,  only 
just  at  first  the  shock  was  so  great;  I  knew  nothing  about 
it.  I  can  help  the  nurses  a  great  deal;  I  can  put  the  cold 
things  to  his  head.  He  may  be  sensible  for  a  moment  and 
know  me.  Pray  do  not  say  any  more  against  it;  my  heart 
is  set  on  being  with  him.'' 

Mr.  Pilgrim  gave  way,  and  Janet,  having  sent  for  her 
mother  and  put  off  her  bonnet  and  shawl,  returned  to  take 
her  place  by  the  side  of  her  husband's  bed. 
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Day  after  day,  with  only  short  intervals  of  rest,  Janet 
kept  her  place  in  that  sad  chamber.  No  wonder  the  sick- 
room and  the  lazaretto  have  so  often  been  a  refuge  from 
the  tossings  of  intellectual  doubt — a  place  of  repose  for 
the  worn  and  wounded  spirit.  Here  is  a  duty  about  which 
all  creeds  and  all  philosophies  are  at  one;  here  at  least  the 
conscience  will  not  be  dogged  by  doubt,  the  benign  im- 
pulse will  not  be  checked  by  adverse  theory;  here  you  may 
^egin  to  act  without  settling  one  preliminary  question. 
To  moisten  the  sufferer's  parched  lips  through  the  long 
night-watches,  to  bear  up  the  drooping  head,  to  lift  the 
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helpless  limfcs,  to  divine  the  want  that  can  find  no  utter- 
ance beyond  the  feeble  motion  of  the  hand  or  beseeching 
glance  of  the  eye — these  are  offices  that  demand  no  self- 
qiiestionings,  no  casuistry,  no  assent  to  propositions,  no 
weighing  of  consequences.  Within  the  four  walls  where 
the  stir  and  glare  of  the  world  are  shut  out,  and  every 
voice  is  subdued — where  a  human  being  lies  prostrate, 
thrown  on  the  tender  mercies  of  his  fellow,  the  moral 
relation  of  man  to  man  is  reduced  to  its  utmost  clear- 
ness and  simplicity:  bigotry  cannot  confuse  it,  theory 
cannot  pervert  it;  passion,  awed  into  quiescence,  can 
neither  pollute  nor  perturb  it.  As  we  bend  over  the  sick- 
bed, all  the  forces  of  our  nature  rush  toward  the  channels 
of  pity,  of  patience,  and  of  love,  and  sweep  down  the 
miserable  choking  drift  of  our  quarrels,  our  debates,  our 
would-be  wisdom,  and  our  clamerous  selfish  desires.  This 
blessing  of  serene  freedom  from  the  importunities  of 
opinion  lies  in  all  simple  direct  acts  of  mercy,  and  is  one 
source  of  that  sweet  calm  which  is  often  felt  by  the 
watcher  in  the  sick-room,  even  when  the  duties  there  are 
of  a  hard  and  terrible  kind. 

Something  of  that  benign  result  was  felt  by  Janet  dur- 
ing her  tendance  in  her  husband^s  chamber.  When  the 
first  heart-piercing  hours  were  over — when  the  horror- at 
his  delirium  was  no  longer  fresh,  she  began  to  be  conscious 
of  her  relief  from  the  burden  of  decision  as  to  her  future 
course.  The  question  that  agitated  her,  about  returning 
to  her  husband,  had  been  solved  in  a  moment;  and  this 
illness,  after  all,  might  be  the  herald  of  another  blessing, 
j'ust  as  that  dreadful  midnight  when  she  stood  an  outcast 
m  cold  and  darkness  had  been  followed  by  the  dawn  of  a 
new  hope.  Kobert  would  get  better;  this  illness  might 
alter  him;  he  would  be  a  long  time  feeble,  needing  help, 
walking  with  a  crutch,  perhaps.  She  would  wait  on  him 
with  such  tenderness  such  all-forgiving  love,  that  the  old 
harshness  and  cruelty  must  melt  away  forever  under  the 
heart-sunshine  she  would  pour  around  him.  Her  bosom 
heaved  at  the  thought,  and  delicious  tears  fell.  Janet's 
was  a  nature  in  which  hatred  and  revenge  could  find  no 

1)lace;  the  long  bitter  years  drew  half  their  bitterness  from 
ler  ever-living  remembrance  of  the  too  short  years  of  love 
that  went  before;  and  the  thought  that  her  husband  would 
ever  put  her  hand  to  his  lips  agam,  and  recall  the  days  when 
they  sat  on  the  grass  together,  and  he  laid  scarlet  poppies 
on  her  black  hair,  and  cdled  her  his  gypsy  queen,  seemed  to 
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send  a  tide  of  loving  oblivion  over  all  the  harsh  and  stony 
sjpitce  they  had  traversed  since.  The  Divine  Love  that  had 
already  shone  upon  her  would  be  with  her;  she  would  lift 
up  her  soul  continually  for  help;  Mr.  Tryan,  she  knew, 
would  pray  for  her.  If  she  felt  herself  failing,  she  would 
confess  it  to  him  at  once;  if  her- feet  began  to  slip,  there 
was  that  stay  for  her  to  cling  to.  Oh,  she  could  never 
be  drawn  back  into  that  cold  damp  vault  of  sin  and 
despair  again;  she  had  felt  the  morning  sun,  she  had 
tasted  the  sweet  pure  air  of  trust  and  penitence  and  sub- 
mission. 

These  were  the  thoughts  passing  through  Janet^s  mind 
as  she  hovered  about  her  husband^s  bed,  and  these  were 
the  hopes  she  poured  out  to  Mr.  Tryan  when  he  called  to 
see  her.  It  was  so  evident  that  they  were  strengthening 
her  in  her  new  struggle — ^they  shed  such  a  glow  of  calm 
enthusiasm  over  her  face  as  sne  spoke  of  them,  that  Mr. 
Tryan  could  not  bear  to  throw  on  them  the  chill  of  pre- 
monitory doubts,  though  a  previous  conversation  he  had 
had  with  Mr.  Pilgrim,  had  convinced  him  that  thei'e  was 
not  the  faintest  probability  of  Dempster's  recovery.  Poor 
Janet  did  not  know  the  significance  of  the  changing  sjmp- 
toms,  and  when,  after  the  lapse  of  a  week,  the  delirium 
began  to  lose  some  of  its  violence  and  to  be  interrupted  by 
longer  and  longer  intervals  of  stupor,  she  tried  to  think 
that  these  might  be  steps  on  the  way  to  recovery,  and  she 
shrank  from  questioning  Mr.  Pilgrim  lest  he  should  con- 
firm the  fears  that  began  to  get  predominance  in  her  mind. 
But  before  many  days  were  past,  he  thought  it  right  not  to 
allow  her  to  blind  herself  any  longer.  One  day — it  was 
just  about  noon,  when  bad  news  always  seems  most  sicken- 
ing— he  led  her  from  her  husband^s  chamber  into  the 
opposite  drawing-room,  where  Mrs.  Eaynor  was  sitting, 
and  said  to  her  in  that  low  tone  of  sympathetic  feeling 
which  sometimes  gave  a  sudden  air  of  gentleness  to  this 
rough  man — 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Dempster,  it  is  right  in  these  cases,  you 
know,  to  be  prepared  tor  the  worst.  I  think  I  shall  be 
saving  you  pam  by  preventing  you  from  entertaining  any 
false  hopes,  and  Mr.  Dempster^s  state  is  now  such  that  I 
fear  we  must  consider  recovery  impossible.  The  affection 
of  the  brain  might  not  have  been  hopeless,  but,  you  see, 
there  is  a  terrible  complication;  and  I  am  grieved  to  say 
the  broken  limb  is  mortifying.  ^^ 
•    Janet  listened  with  a  sinking  heart.     That  future  of 
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love  and  forgiveness  would  never  come,  then;  he  was  going 
out  of  her  sight  forever,  where  her  pity  could  never  reach 
him.     She  turned  cold,  and  trembled. 

•^  But  do  you  think  he  will  die,''  she  said,  "  without 
ever  coming  to  himself?  without  ever  knowing  me?" 

'^  One  cannot  say  that  with  certainty.  It  is  not  impos- 
sible that  the  cerebral  oppression  may  subside,  and  that 
he  may  become  conscious.  If  there  is  anything  you  would 
wish  to  be  said  or  done  in  that  case,  it  would  be  well  to  be 
prepared.  I  should  think,"  Mr.  Pilgrim  continued,  turn- 
ing to  Mrs.  Raynor,  ^'  Mr.  Dempster^s  affairs  are  likely  to 
be  in  order — his  will  is " 

''  Oh,  I  wouldn't  have  him  troubled  about  those  things," 
interrupted  Janet,  "  he  has  no  relations  but  quite  distant 
ones — no  one  but  me.  I  wouldn't  take  up  the  time  with 
that.     I  only  want  to " 

She  was  unable  to  finish;  she  felt  her  sobs  rising  and 
left  the  room.  ^^0,  God,"  she  said,  inwardly,  is  not  thy 
love  greater  than  mine?  Have  mercy  on  him!  have  mercy 
on  him!" 

This  happened  on  Wednesday,  ten  days  after  the  fatal 
accident,  fey  the  following  Sunday,  Dempster  was  in  a 
state  of  rapidly  increasing  prostration;  and  when  Mr.  Pil- 
grim, who,  in  turn  with  his  assistant,  had  slept  in  the  house 
from  the  beginning,  came  in  about  half-i)ast  ten,  as  usual  he 
scarcely  believed  that  the  feebly  struggling  life  would  last 
out  till  morning.  For  the  last  few  days  he  had  been 
administering  stimulants  to  relieve  the  exhaustion  which 
had  succeeded  the  alternations  of  delirium  and  stupor. 
This  slight  office  was  all  that  now  remained  to  be  done 
for  the  patient;  so  at  eleven  o'clock  Mr.  Pilgrim  went  to 
bed,  having  given  directions  to  the  nurse,  and  desired  her 
to  call  him  if  any  change  took  place,  or  if  Mrs.  Dempster 
desired  his  presence. 

Janet  could  not  be  persuaded  to  leave  the  room.  She 
was  yearning  and  watching  for  a  moment  in  which  her 
husband's  eyes  would  rest  consciously  upon  her,  and  he 
would  know  that  she  had  forgiven  him. 

How  changed  he  was  since  that  terrible  Monday,  nearly 
a  fortnight  ago!  He  lay  motionless,  but  for  the  irregular 
breathing  that  stirred  his  broad  chest  and  thick  muscular 
neck.  His  features  were  no  longer  purple  and  swollen; 
they  were  pale,  sunken,  and  haggard.  A  cold  perspiration 
stood  in  beads  on  the  protuberant  forehead,  and  on  the 
wasted  hands  stretched  motionless  on  the  bed-clothes.     It 
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was  better  to  see  the  hands  so,  than  convulsively  picking 
the  air  as  they  had  been  a  week  ago. 

Janet  ^at  on  the  edge  Ox  the  bed  through  the  long  hours 
of  candle-light,  watching  the  unconscious,  half-closed 
eyes,  wiping  the  perspiration  from  the  brow  and  cheeks, 
and  keeping  her  left  hand  on  the  cold  unanswering  right 
hand  that  lay  beside  her  on'  the  bed-clothes.  She  was 
almost  as  pale  as  her  dying  husband,  and  there  were  dark 
lines  under  her  eyes,  for  this  was  the  third  night  since  she 
had  taken  off  her  clothes;  but  the  eager  straining  gaze  of 
her  dark  eyes,  and  the  acute  sensibility  that  lay  in  every 
line  about  her  mouth,  made  a  strange  contrast  with  the 
blank  unconsciousness  and  emaciated  animalism  of  the 
face  she  was  watching. 

There  was  profound  stillness  in  the  house.  She  heard 
no  sound  but  her  husband ^s  breathing,  and  the  ticking  of 
the  watch  on  the  mantelpiece.  The  candle,  placed  high 
up,  shed  a  soft  light  down  on  the  one  object  she  cared  to 
see.  There  was  a  smell  of  brandy  in  the  room;  it  was 
given  to  her  husband  from  time  to  time;  but  this  smell, 
which  at  first  had  produced  in  her  a  faint  shuddering  sen- 
sation, was  now  becoming  indifferent  to  her:  she  did  not 
even  perceive  it;  she  was  too  unconscious  of  herself  to  feel 
either  temptations  or  accusations.  She  only  felt  that  the 
husband  of  her  youth  was  dying;  far,  far  out  of  her 
reach,  as  if  she  were  standing  helpless  on  the  shore,  while 
he  was  sinking  in  the  black  storm-waves;  she  only  yearned 
for  one  moment  in  which  she  might  satisfy  the  deep  for- 
giving pity  of  her  soul  by  one  look  of  love,  one  word  of 
tenderness. 

Her  sensations  and  thoughts  were  so  persistent  that 
she  could  not  measure  the  hours,  and  it  was  a  surprise 
to  her  when  the  nurse  put  out  the  candle,  and  let  in  the 
faint  morning  light.  Mrs.  Raynor,  anxious  about  Janet, 
was  already  up,  and  now  brought  in  some  fresh  coffee  for 
her;  and  Mr.  Pilgrim  having  awaked,  had  hurried  on  his 
clothes,  and  was  come  in  to  see  how  Dempster  was. 

This  change  from  candle-light  to  morning,  this  recom- 
mencement of  the  same  round  of  things  that  had  happened 
yesterday,  was  a  discouragement  rather  than  a  relief  to 
Janet.  She  was  more  conscious  of  her  chill  weariness;  tlie 
new  light  thrown  on  her  husband's  face  seemed  to  reveal 
the  still  work  that  death  had  been  doing  through  the 
night;  she  felt  her  last  lingering  hope  that  he  would  ever 
know  her  again  forsake  her. 
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iiiit  now,  Mr.  Pilgrim,  having  felt  the  pulse,  was  putting 
some  brandy  in  a  tea-spoon  between  Dempster^s  lips;  the 
brandy  went  down,  and  his  breathing  became  freer.  Janet 
noticed  the  change,  and  her  heart  beat  faster  as  she  leaned 
forward  to  watch  him.  Suddenly  a  slight  movement,  like 
the  passing  away  of  a  shadow,  was  visible  in  his  face,  and 
he  opened  his  eyes  full  on  Janet. 

It  was  almost  like  meeting  him  again  on  the  resurrection 
morning,  after  the  night  of  the  grave. 

'^Eobert,  do  you  know  me?^' 

He  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  her,  and  there  was  a  faintly 
perceptible  motion  of  the  lips,  as  if  he  wanted  to  speak. 

But  the  moment  of  speech  was  forever  gone  —  the 
moment  for  asking  pardon  of  her,  if  he  wanted  to  ask  it. 
Could  he  read  the  full  forgiveness  that  was  written  in  her 
eyes?  She  never  knew;  for,  as  she  was  bending  to  kiss 
him,  the  thick  veil  of  death  fell  between  them,  and  her 
lips  touched  a  corpse. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 


The  faces  looked  very  hard  and  unmoved  that  sur- 
rounded Dempster's  grave,  while  old  Mr.  Crewe  read  the 
burial  service  in  his  low,  broken  voice.  The  pall  bearers 
were  such  men  as  Mr.  Pittman,  Mr.  Lowme,  and  Mr. 
Budd — men  whom  Dempster  had  called  his  friends  while 
he  was  in  life;  and  worldly  faces  never  look  so  worldly  as 
at  a  funeral.  They  have  the  same  effect  of  grating  incon- 
gruity as  the  sound  of  a  coarse  voice  breaking  the  solemn 
silence  of  night. 

The  one  face  that  had  sorrow  in  it  was  covered  by  a 
ihick  crape-veil,  and  the  sorrow  was  suppressed  and  silent. 
No  one  knew  how  deep  it  was;  for  the  thought  in  most 
of  her  neighbor's  minds  was,  that  Mrs.  Dempster  could 
hardly  have  had  better  fortune  than  to  lose  a  bad  husband 
who  nad  left  her  the  compensation  ot  a  good  income. 
They  found  it  difficult  to  conceive  that  her  husband's 
deatn  could  be  felt  by  her  otherwise  than  as  a  deliverance. 
The  person  who  was  most  thoroughly  convinced  that 
Janet's  grief  was  deep  and  real,  was  Mr.  Pilgrim,  who  in 
general  was  not  at  all  weakly  given  to  a  belief  in  disinter- 
ested feeling. 
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"  That  woman  has  a  tendei  heart/'  he  was  frequently 
heard  to  observe  in  his  morning  rounds  about  this  time. 
"  I  used  to  think  there  was  a  great  deal  of  palaver  in  her, 
but  you  may  depend  upon  it  there's  no  pretend  about  her. 
If  he'd  been  the  kindest  husband  in  the  world  she  couldn't 
have  felt  more.  There's  a  great  deal  of  good  in  Mrs. 
Dempster — a  great  deal  of  good." 

'^  1  always  said  so,"  was  Mrs.  Lowme's  reply,  when  he 
made  the  observation  to  her;  '^she  was  always  so  very  full 
of  pretty  attentions  to  me  when  I  was  ill.  But  they  tell 
me  now  she's  turned  Tryanite;  if  that's  it  we  shan't  agree 
again.  It's  very  inconsistent  in  her,  I  think  turning 
round  in  that  way.  after  being  the  foremost  to  laugh  at 
the  Tryanite  cant,  and  especially  in  a  woman  of  her 
habits;  she  should  cure  herself  of  them  before  she  pretends 
to  be  over-religious." 

*^  Well,  I  think  she  means  to  cure  herself,  do  you  know," 
said  Mr.  Pilgrim,  whose  goodwill  toward  Janet  was  just 
now  quite  above  that  temperate  point  at  which  he  could 
indulge  his  feminine  patients  with  a  little  judicious 
detraction.  "  I  feel  sure  she  has  not  taken  any  stimulants 
all  through  her  husband's  illness;  and  she  has  been  con- 
stantly in  the  way  of  them,  I  can  see  she  sometimes 
suffers  a  good  deal  of  depression  for  want  of  them — it 
shows  all  the  more  resolution  in  her.  These  cures  are 
rare;  but  I've  known  them  happen  sometimes  with  people 
of  strong  will." 

Mrs.  Lowme  took  an  opportunity  of  retailing  Mr.  Pil- 

f  rim's  conversation  to  Mrs.  Phipps,  who,  as  a  victim  of 
*ratt  and  plethora,  could  rarely  enjoy  that  pleasure  at 
first-hand.  Mrs.  Phipps  was  a  woman  of  decided  opinions, 
though  of  wheezy  utterance. 

^^For  my  part,"  she  remarked,  *^I'm  glad  to  hear  there's 
anv  likelihood  of  improvement  in  Mrs.  Dempster,  but  I 
think  the  way  things  have  turned  out  seems  to  show  that 
she  was  more  to  blame  than  people  thought  she  was;  else, 
why  should  she  feel  so  mucn  about  her  husband?  And 
Dempster,  I  understand,  has  left  his  wife  pretty  nearly  all 
his  property  to  do  as  she  likes  with;  that  isn  t  behaving 
like  such  a  very  bad  husband.  I  don't  believe  Mrs.  Demp- 
ster can  have  had  so  much  provocation  as  they  pretended. 
I've  known  husbands  who've  laid  plans  for  tormenting 
their  wives  when  they're  underground — ^tying  up  their 
money  and  hindering  them  from  marrying  again.  Not 
that  /  should  ever  wish  to  marry  again;  I  think  one  hus- 


band  in  one^s  life  is  enough  in  all  conscience/' — here  she 
threw  a  fierce  glance  at  the  amiable  Mr.  Phipps,  who  was 
innocently  delighting  himself  with  the  facetim  in  the 
^*  Kotherby  Guardian/^  and  thinking  the  editor  must  be 
a  droll  fellow — "but  it's  aggravating  to  be  tied  up  in  that 
way.  Why,  they  say  Mrs.  JDempster  will  have  as  good  as 
six  hundred  a  year  at  least.  A  fine  thing  for  her,  that  was 
a  poor  girl  without  a  farthing  to  her  fortune.  It's  well 
if  she  doesn't  make  ducks  and  drakes  of  it  somehow." 

Mrs.  Phipps's  view  of  Janet,  however,  was  far  from  being 
the  prevalent  one  in  Milby.  Even  neighbors  who  had  no 
strong  personal  interest  in  her,  could  hardly  see  the  noble- 
looking  woman  in  her  widow's  dress,  with  a  sad  sweet 
gravity  in  her  face,  and  not  be  touched  with  fresh  admira- 
tion for  her — and  not  feel,  at  least  vaguely,  that  she  had 
entered  on  a  new  life  in  which  it  was  a  sort  of  desecration 
to  allude  to  the  painful  past.  And  the  old  friends  who . 
had  a  real  regard  for  her,  but  whose  cordiality  had  been 
repelled  or  chilled  of  late  years,  now  came  round  her  with 
hearty  demonstrations  of  affection.  Mr.  Jerome  felt  that 
his  happiness  had  a  substantial  addition  now  he  could  once 
more  call  on  that  "nice  little  woman  Mrs.  Dempster," 
and  think  of  her  with  rejoicing  instead  of  sorrow.  The 
Pratts  lost  no  time  in  returning  to  the  footing  of  old- 
established  friendship  with  Janet  and  her  mother;  and 
Miss  Pratt  felt  it  incumbent  on  her,  on  all  suitable  occa- 
sions, to  deliver  a  very  emphatic  approval  of  the  remarkable 
strength  of  mind  she  understood  Mrs.  Dempster  to  be 
exhibiting.  The  Miss  Linnets  were  eager  to  meet  Mr.  Try- 
an's  wislles  by  gi'eeting  Janet  as  one  who  was  likely  to  be  a 
sister  in  religious  feeling  and  good  works;  and  Mrs.  Lin- 
net was  so  agreeably  surprised  by  the  fact  that  Dempster 
had  left  his  wife  the  money  "  in  that  handsome  way,  to  do 
what  she  liked  with  it,"  that  she  even  included  Dempster 
himself,  and  his  villainous  discovery  of  the  flaw  in  her 
title  to  Pye's  Croft,  in  her  generous  oblivion  of  past  offenses. 
Then  she  and  Mrs.  Jerome  agreed  over  a  friendly  cup  of 
tea  that  there  were  "a  many  husbands  as  was  very  fine 
spoken  an'  all  that,  an'  yet  all  the  while  keb'  a  will  locked 
up  from  you,  as  tied  you  up  as  tight  as  anything.  I  assure 
youy'^  Mrs.  Jerome  continued,  dropping  her  voice  in  a  con- 
fidential manner,  "I  know  no  more  to  this  day  about  Mr. 
Jerome's  will,  nor  the  child  as  is  unborn.  I've  no  fears 
about  a  income — I'm  well  aware  Mr.  Jerome  'ud  niver 
leave  me  stret  for  that;  but  I  should  like  to  hev  a  thousand 
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or  two  at  my  own  disposial;  it  malkes  a  widow  a  deal  more 
looked  on/' 

Perhaps  this  ground  of  respect  to  widows  might  not  be 
entirely  without  its  .influence  on  the  Milby  mind,  and 
might  do  something  toward  conciliating  those  more  aris- 
tocratic acquaintances  of  Janet's,  who  would  otherwise 
have  been  inclined  to  take  the  severest  view  of  her  apos- 
tasy toward  Evangelicalism.  Errors  look  so  very  ugly  in 
persons  of  small  means — one  feels  they  are  taking  quite 
a  liberty  in  going  astray;' whereas  people  of  fortune  may 
naturally  indulge  in  a  few  delinquencies.  ^'  They've  got 
the  money  for  it/'  as  the  girl  said  of  her  mistress  who 
had  made  herself  ill  with  pickled  salmon.  However,  it 
may  have  been,  there  was  not  an  acquaintance  of  Janet's, 
in  Milby,  that  did  not  offer  her  civilities  in  the  early 
days  of  her  widowhood.  Even  the  severe  Mrs.  Phipps 
was  not  an  exception;  for  heaven  knows  what  would 
become  of  our  sociality  if  we  never  visited  people  we 
speak  ill  of:  we  shoula  live  like  Egyptian  hermits,  in 
crowded  solitude. 

Perhaps  the  attentions  most  grateful  to  Janet  were 
those  of  her  old  friend  Mrs.  Crewe,  whose  attachment 
to  her  favorite  proved  quite  too  strong  for  any  resent- 
ment she  might  be  supposed  to  feel  on  the  score  of  Mr. 
Tryan.  The  little  deaf  old  lady  couldn't  do  without  her 
accustomed  visitor,  whom  she  had  seen  grow  up  from 
child  to  woman,  always  so  willing  to  chat  with  her  and 
tell  her  all  the  news,  though  she  was  deaf;  while  other 
people  thought  it  tiresome  to  shout  in  her  ear,  and  irri- 
tated her  by  recommending  ear-trumpets  of  various  con- 
struction. 

All  this  friendliness  was  very  precious  to  Janet.  She 
was  conscious  of  the  aid  it  gave  her  in  the  self-conquest 
which  was  the  blessing  she  prayed  for  with  every  fresh 
morning.  The  chief  strength  of  her  nature  lay  in  her  affec- 
tion, which  colored  all  the  rest  of  her  mind :  it  gave  a  per- 
sonal sisterly  tenderness  to  her  acts  of  benevolence;  it 
made  her  cling  with  tenacity  to  every  object  that  had 
once  stirred  her  kindly  emotions.  Alas!  it  was  unsatisfied 
wounded  affection  that  had  made  her  trouble  greater  than 
she  could  bear.  And  now  there  was  no  check  to  the 
full  flow  of  that  plenteous  current  in  her  nature — no 
gnawing  secret  anguish  —  no  overhanging  ierror — no  in- 
ward shame.  Friendly  faces  beamed  on  her;  she  felt  that 
friendly  hearts  were  approving  her,  and  wishing  her  well. 
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and  that  mild  sunshine  of  good-will  fell  beneficently  on 
her  new  hopes  and  efforts,  as  the  clear  shining  after  rain 
falls  on  the  tender  leaf-buds  of  spring,  and  wins  them 
from  promise  to  fulfillment. 

And  she  needed  these  secondary  helps,  for  her  wrestling 
with  her  past  self  was  not  always  easy.  The  strong  emo- 
tions from  which  the  life  of  a  human  being  receives  *a  new 
bias,  win  their  victory  as  the  sea  wins  his:  though  their 
advance  may  be  sure,  they  will  often,  after  a  mightier 
wave  than  usual,  seem  to  roll  back  so  far  as  to  lose  all  the 
ground  they  had  made.  Janet  showed  the  strong  bent  of 
her  will  by  taking  every  outward  precaution  against  the 
occurrence  of  a  temptation.  Her  mother  was  now  her 
constant  companion,  having  shut  up  her  little  dwelling 
and  come  to  reside  in  Orchard  Street;  and  Janet  gave  all 
dangerous  keys  into  her  keeping,  entreating  her  to  lock 
them  away  in  some  secret  place.  Whenever  the  too  well- 
known  depression  and  craving  threatened  her,  she  would 
seek  a  refuge  in  what  had  always  been  her  purest  enjoy- 
ment—  in  visiting  one  of  her  poor  neighbors,  in  carrying 
some  food  or  comfort  to  a  sick-bed,  in  cheering  with  her 
smile  some  of  the  familiar  dwellings  up  the  dingy  back 
lanes.  But  the  great  source  of  courage,  the  great  help  to 
perseverance,  was  the  sense  that  she  had  a  friend  and 
teacher  in  Mr.  Tryan:  she  could  confess  her  difficulties  to 
him;  she  knew  he  prayed  for  her;  she  had  always  before 
her  the  prospect  of  soon  seeing  him,  and  hearing  words 
of  admonition  and  comfort,  that  came  to  her  charged 
with  a  divine  power  such  as  she  had  never  found  in  human 
words  before. 

So  the  time  passed,  till  it  was  far  on  in  May,  nearly  a 
month  after  her  husband^s  death,  when,  as  she  and  her 
mother  were  seated  peacefully  at  breakfast  in  the  dining- 
room,  looking  through  the  open  window  at  the  old-fash- 
ioned garden,  where  the  grass-plot  was  now  whitened  with 
apple-blossoms,  a  letter  was  brought  in  for  Mrs.  Raynor. 

^^  Why,  there^s  the  Thurston  postmark  on  it,^^  she  said. 
^*It  must  be  about  your  aunt  Anna.  Ah,  so  it  is,  poor 
thing!  she^s  been  taken  worse  this  last  day  or  two,  and  has 
asked  them  to  send  for  me.  That  dropsy  is  carrying  her 
off  at  last,  I  dare  say.  Poor  thing!  it  will  be  a  happy 
release.  I  must  go,  my  dear — she^s  your  father^s  last 
sister — though  I  am  sorry  to  leave  you.  However,  per- 
haps I  shall  not  have  to  stay  more  than  a  night  or  two.^^ 

Janet  looked  distressed  as  she  said,  *^  Yes,  you  must  go. 
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mother.  But  I  don^t  know  what  I  shall  do  without- you.  I 
think  I  shall  run  in  to  Mrs.  Pettifer,  and  ask  her  to  come 
and  stay  with  me  while  you^re  away.     I'm  sure  she  will.^' 

At  twelve  o'clock,  Janet,  having  seen  her  mother  in  the 
coach  that  was  to  carry  her  to  Thurston,  called  on  her  way 
back  at  Mrs.  Pettifer's,  but  found  to  her  great  disappoint- 
ment, that  her  old  friend  was  gone  out  for  the  day.  So 
she  wrote  on  a  leaf  of  her  pocket-book  an  urgent  request 
that  Mrs.  Pettifer  would  come  and  stay  with  her  while  her 
mother  was  away;  and,  desiring  the  servant-girl  to  give  it 
to  her  mistress  as  soon  as  she  came  home,  walked  on  to 
the  vicarage  to  sit  with  Mrs.  Crewe,  thinking  to  relieve  in 
this  way  the  feeling  of  desolateness  and  undefined  fear 
that  was  taking  possession  of  her  on  being  left  alone  for 
the  first  time  since  that  great  crisis  in  her  life.  And  Mrs. 
Crewe,  too,  was  not  at  hom'e! 

Janet,  with  a  sense  of  discouragement,  for  which  she 
rebuked  herself  as  childish,  walked  sadly  home  again;  and 
when  she  entered  the  vacant  dining-room,  she  could  not 
help  bursting  into  tears.  It  is  such  vague,  undefinable 
states  of  susceptibility  as  this — states  of  excitement  or 
depression,  half  mental,  half  physical — that  determine 
many  a  tragedy  in  women's  lives.  Janet  could  scarcely 
eat  anything  at  her  solitary  dinner:  she  tried  to  fix  her 
attention  on  a  book  in  vain;  she  walked  about  the  garden, 
and  felt  the  very  sunshine  melancholy. 

Between  four  and  five  o'clock,  old  Mr.  Pittman  called, 
and  joined  her  in  the  garden,  where  she  had  been  sitting 
for  some  time  under  one  of  the  great  apple  trees,  thinking 
how  Robert,  in  his  best  moods,  used  to  take  little  Mamsey 
to  look  at  the  cucumbers,  or  to  see  the  Alderney  cow  with 
its  calf  in  the  paddock.  The  tears  and  sobs  had  come 
again  at  these  thoughts;  and  when  Mr.  Pittman  ap- 
proached her,  she  was  feeling  languid  and  exhausted. 
But  the  old  gentleman's  sight  and  sensibility  were  obtuse 
and,  to  Janet's  satisfaction,  he  showed  no  consciousness 
that  she  was  in  grief. 

'^  I  have  a  task  to  impose  upon  you,  Mrs.  Dempster,"  he 
said,  with  a  certain  toothless  pomposity  habitual  to  him : 
^^I  want  you  to  look  over  those  letters  again  in  Dempster's 
bureau,  and  see  if  you  can  find  one  from  Poole  about  the 
mortgage  on  those  houses  at  Dingley.  It  will  be  worth 
twenty  pounds  if  you  can  find  it;  and  I  don't  know  where 
it  can  be,  if  it  isn't  among  those  letters  in  the  bureau. 
I've  looked  everywhere  at  the  oflBce  for  it.    I'm  going  home 
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now,  but  I'll  call  again  to-morrow,  if  youll  be  good  enough 
to  look  in  the  meantime/' 

Janet  said  slie  would  look  directly,  and  turned  with  Mr. 
Pittman  into  the  house.  But  the  search  would  take  her 
some  time,  so  Jie  bade  her  good-bye,  and  she  went  at  once  to 
a  bureau  which  stood  in  a  small  back  room,  where  Demp. 
ster  used  sometimes  to  write  letters  and  receive  people  who 
came  on  business  out  of  office  hours.  She  had  looked 
through  the  contents  of  the  bureau  more  than  once;  but 
to-day,  on  removing  the  last  bundle  of  letters  from  one 
of  the  compartments,  she  saw  what  she  had  never  seen 
before,  a  small  nick  in  the  wood,  made  in  the  shape  of  a 
thumb-nail,  evidently  intended  as  a  means  of  pushing 
aside  the  movable  back  of  the  compartment.  In  her  ex- 
amination hitherto  she  had  not  found  such  a  letter  as  Mr. 
Pittman  had  described — perhaps  there  might  be  more 
letters  behind  this  slide.  She  pushed  it  baok  at  once  and 
saw — no  letters,  but  a  small  spirit-decanter,  half  full  of 
pale  brandy,  Dempster's  habitual  drink. 

An  impetuous  desire  shook  Janet  through  all  her  mem- 
bers; it  seemed  to  master  her  with  the  inevitable  force  of 
strong  fumes  that  flood  our  senses  before  we  are  aware. 
Her  hand  was  on  the  decanter;  pale  and  excited,  she 
was  lifting  it  out  of  its  niche,  when,  with  a. start  and  a 
shudder,  she  dashed  it  to  the  ground,  and  the  room  was 
filled  with  the  odor  of  the  spirit.  Without  staying  to  shut 
up  the  bureau,  she  rushed  out  of  the  room,  snatched  up 
her  bonnet  and  mantle  which  lay  in  the  dining-room,  and 
hurried  out  of  the  house. 

Where  should  she  go?  In  what  place  would  this  demon 
that  had  re-entered  her  be  scared  back  again?  She  walked 
rapidly  along  the  street  in  the  direction  of  the  church. 
She  was  soon  at  the  gate  of  the  churchyard;  she  passed 
through  it,  and  made  her  way  across  the  graves  to  a  spot 
she  knew  —  a  spot  where  the  turf  had  been  stirred  not 
long  before,  where  a  tomb  was  to  be  erected  soon.  It  was 
very  near  the  church  wall,  on  the  side  which  now  lay  in 
deep  shadow,  quite  shut  out  from  the  rays  of  the  westering 
sun  by  a  projecting  buttress. 

Janet  sat  down  on  the  ground.  It  was  a  sombre  spot. 
A  thick  hedge,  surmounted  by  elm  trees,  was  in  front  of 
her;  a  projecting  buttress  on  each  side.  But  she  wanted 
to  shut  out  even  these  objects.  Her  thick  crape-veil  was 
down;  but  she  closed  her  eyes  behind  it,  and  pressed  her 
hands  upon  them.  She  wanted  to  summon  up  the- vision 
38 
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of  the  past;  she  wanted  to  lash  the  demon  out  of  her  soul 
with  the  stinging  memories  of  the  bygone  misery;  she 
wanted  to  renew  the  old  horror  and  the  old  anguish,  that 
she  might  throw  herself  with  the  more  desperate  clinging 
energy  at  the  foot  of  the  cross,  where  the  Divine  Sufferer* 
would  impart  divine  strength.  She  tried  to  recall  those 
first  bitter  moments  of  shame,  which  were  like  the  shud- 
dering discovery  of  the  leper  that  the  dire  taint  is  upon 
him;  the  deeper  and  deeper  lapse;  the  oncoming  of  settled 
despair;  the  awful  moments  by  the  bedside  of  her  self- 
maadened  husband.  And  then  she  tried  to  live  through, 
with  r  remembrance  made  more  vivid  by  that  contrast, 
the  blessed  hours  of  hope  and  joy  and  peace  that  had  come 
to  her  of  late,  since  her  whole  sou?  had  been  bent  toward 
the  attainment  of  purity  and  holiness. 

But  now,  when  the  paroxysm  of  temptation  was  past, 
dread  and  despondency  began  to  thrust  themselves,  like 
cold,  heavy  mists,  between  her  and  the  heaven  to  which  she 
wanted  to  look  for  light  and  guidance  The  temptation 
would  come 'again — that  rush  of  desire  might  overmaster 
her  the  next  time — she  would  slip  back  again  into  that  deep 
slimy  pit  from  which  she  had  been  once  rescued,  and  there 
might  be  no  deliverance  for  her  more.  Her  prayers  did 
not  help  her,  for  fear  predominated  over  trust;  she  had  no 
confidence  that  the  aid  she  sought  would  be  given;  the 
idea  of  her  future  fall  had  grasped  her  mind  too  strongly. 
Alone,  ir  this  way,  she  was  powerless.  If  she  could  see 
Mr.  Tryan,  if  she  could  confess  all  to  him,  she  might 
gather  hope  again.  She  must  see  him:  she  must  go 
to  him. 

Janet  rose  from  the  ground,  and  walked  away  with  a 
quick  resolved  step  She  had  been  seated  there  a  long 
while,  and  the  sun  had  already  sunk.  It  was  late  fdr  her 
to  walk  to  Paddiford  and  go  to  Mr.  Tryan^s,  where  she  had 
never  called  before;  but  there  was  no  other  way  of  seeing 
him  that  evening,  and  she  could  not  hesitate  about  it. 
She  walked  toward  a  footpath  through  the  fields,  which 
would  take  her  to  Paddiford  without  obliging  her  to  so 
through  the  town.  The  way  was  rather  long,  but  she 
preferred  it,  because  it  left  less  probability  of  her  meeting 
acquaintances,  and  she  shrank  from  having  to  speak  to 
any  one. 

The  evening  red  had  nearly  faded  by  the  time  Janet 
knocked  at  Mrs.  Wagstaff^s  door.  The  good  woman  looked 
surprised  to  see  her  at  that  hour;  but  Janet^s  mourning 
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weeds  and  the  painful  agitation  of  her  face  quickly  brought 
she  second  thought,  that  some  urgent  trouble  had  sent  her 
there. 

"  Mr.  Tryan's  just  come  in/^  she  said.  "  If  you'll  step 
into  the  parlor,  rll  so  up  and  tell  him  you're  nere.  He 
seemed  very  tired  and  poorly." 

At  another  time  Janet  would  have  felt  distress  at  the 
idea  that  she  was  disturbing  Mr.  Tryan  when  he  required 
rest;  but  now  her  need  was  too  great  for  that:  she  could 
feel  nothing  but  a  sense  of  coming  relief,  when  she  heard 
his  step  on  the  stair  and  saw  him  enter  the  room. 

He  went  toward  her  with  a  look  of  anxiety,  and  said, 
"  I  fear  something  is  the  matter.  I  fear  you  are  in 
trouble." 

Then  poor  Janet  poured  forth  her  sad  tale  of  temptation 
and  despondency;  and  even  while  she  was  confessing  she 
felt  half  her  burden  removed.  The  act  of  confiding  in 
human  sympathy,  the  consciousness  that  a  fellow-being 
was  listening  to  her  with  patient  pitj,  prepared  her  soul 
for  that  stronger  leap  by  which  faith  grasps  the  idea  of 
the  Divine  sympathy.  When  Mr.  Tryan  spoke  words  of 
consolation  and  encouragement,  she  could  now  believe  the 
message  of  mercy;  the  water-floods  that  had  threatened  to 
overwhelm  her  rolled  back  again,  and  life  once  more 
spread  its  heaven-covered  space  before  her.  She  had  been 
unable  to  pray  alone;  but  now  his  prayer  bore  her  own 
soul  along  with  it,  as  the  broad  tongue  of  flame  carries 
upward  in  its  vigorous  leap  the  little  flickering  fire  that 
could  hardly  keep  alight  by  itself. 

But  Mr.  Tryan  was  anxious  that  Janet  should  not  linger 
out  at  this  late  hour.  When  he  saw  that  she  was  calmed, 
he  said,  *^I  will  walk  home  with  you  now;  we  can  talk 
on  the  way."  But  Janet's  mind  was  sufficiently  at  lib- 
erty for  her  to  notice  the  signs  of  feverish  weariness  in 
his  appearance,  and  she  would  not  hear  of  causing  him 
any  further  fatigue. 

"No,  no,"  she  said  earnestly,  "you  will  pain  me  very 
much — indeed  you  will,  by  going  out  again  to-night  on 
my  account.  There  is  no  real  reason  why  I  should  not  go 
alone."  And  when  he  persisted,  fearing  that  for  her  to 
be  seen  out  so  late  alone  mi^lit  excite  remark,  she  said 
imploringly,  with  a  half  sob  m  her  voice,  "What  should 
I — what  would  others  like  me  do,  if  you  went  from  us? 
Why  will  you  not  think  more  of  that,  and  take  care  of 
yourself?" 
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He  had  often  had  that  appeal  made  to  him  before,  but 
to-ni§ht — from  Janet's  lips — it  seemed  to  have  a  new  force 
for  him,  and  he  gave  way.  At  first,  indeed,  he  only  did 
80  on  condition  that  she  would  let  Mrs.  Wagstaff  go  with 
her;  but  Janet  had  determined  to  walk  home  alone.  She 
preferred  solitude;  she  wished  not  to  have  her  present 
leelings  distracted  by  any  conversation. 

So  she  went  out  into  the  dewy  starlight;  and  as  Mr. 
Tryan  turned  away  from  her,  he  felt  a  stronger  wish  than 
ever  that  his  fragile  life  might  last  out  for  him  to  see 
Janet's  restoration  thoroughly  established — to  see  her  no 
longer  fleeing,  struggling,  clinging  up  the  steep  sides  of  a 
precipice  whence  she  might  be  any  moment  hurled  back 
into  the  depths  of  despair,  but  walking  firmly  on  the  level 
ground  of  habit.  He  inwardly  resolved  that  nothing  but 
a  peremptory  duty  should  ever  take  him  from  Milby — that 
he  would  not  cease  to  watch  over  her  until  life  forsook 
him. 

Janet  walked  on  quickly  till  she  turned  into  the  fields; 
then  she  slackened  her  pace  a  little,  enjoying  the  sense  of 
solitude  which  a  few  hours  before  had  been  intolerable  to 
her.  The  Divine  Presence  did  not  seem  far  off,  where  she 
had  not  wings  to  reach  it;  prayer  itself  seemed  superfluous 
in  those  moments  of  calm  trust.  The  temptation  which 
had  so  lately  made  her  shudder  before  the  possibilities  of 
the  future,  was  now  a  source  of  confidence;  for  had  she 
not  been  delivered  from  it?  Had  not  rescue  come  in  the 
extremity  of  danger?  Yes;  Infinite  Love  was  caring  for 
her.  She  felt  like  a  little  child  whose  hand  is  firmly 
grasped  by  its  father,  as  its  frail  limbs  make  their  way 
over  the  rough  ground;  if  it  should  stumble,  the  father 
will  not  let  it  go. 

That  walk  in  the  dewy  starlight  remained  forever  in 
Janet's  memory  as  one  of  those  baptismal  epochs,  when 
the  soul,  dipped  in  the  sacred  waters  of  joy  and  peace, 
rises  from  them  with  new  energies,  with  more  unalterable 
longings. 

When  she  reached  home  she  found  Mrs.  Pettifer  there, 
anxious  for  her  return.  After  thanking  her  for  coming, 
Janet  only  said,  ^^  I  have  been  to  Mr.  Tryan's;  I  wantS 
to  speak  to  him";  and  then  remembering  how  she  had 
left  the  bureau  and  papers,  she  went  into  the  back  room, 
where,  apparently,  no  one  had  been  since  she  quitted  it; 
for  there  lay  the  fragments  of  glass,  and  the  room  was 
still  full  of  the  hateful  odor.     How  feeble  and  miserable 
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the  temptation  seemed  to  her  at  this  moment!  She  rang 
for  Kitty  to  come  and  pick  up  the  fragments  and  rub  the 
floor,  while  she  herself  replaced  the  papers  and  locked  up 
the  bureau. 

The  next  morning,  when  seated  at  breakfast  with  Mrs. 
Pettifer,  Ja^net  said — 

**  What  a  dreary  unhealthy-looking  place  that  is  where 
Mr.  Tryan  lives!  Fm  sure  it  must  be  very  bad  for  him  to 
live  there.  Do  you  know,  all  this  morning,  since  I\c 
been  awake,  I\e  been  turning  oyer  a  little  plan  in  my 
mind.  I  think  it  a  charming  one — all  the  more,  because 
you  are  concerned  in  it.^^ 

''  Why,  what  can  that  be?  " 

''  You  know  that  house  on  the  Redhill  road  they  call 
Holly  Mount;  it  is  shut  up  now.  That  is  Robertas  house; 
at  least,  it  is  mine  now,  and  it  stands  on  one  of  the 
healthiest  spots  about  here.  Now,  Fve  been  settling  in 
my  own  mind,  that  if  a  dear  good  woman  of  my  acquaint- 
ance, who  knows  how  to  make  a  home  as  comfortable  and 
cosy  as  a  bird^s  nest,  were  to  take  up  her  abode  there,  and 
have  Mr.  Tryan  as  a  lodger,  she  would  be  doing  one  of  the 
most  useful  deeds  in  all  her  useful  life.^* 

**YouVe  such  a  way  of  wrapping  up  things  in  pretty 
words.     You  must  speak  plainer. ^^ 

*^In  plain  words,  then,  I  should  like  to  settle  you  at 
Holly  Mount.  You  would  not  have  to  pay  any  more  rent 
than  where  you  are,  and  it  would  be  twenty  times  pleas- 
anter  for  you  than  living  up  that  passage  where  you  see 
nothing  but  a  brick  wall.  And  then,  as  it  is  not  far  from 
Paddiford,  I  think  Mr.  Tryan  might  be  persuaded  to 
lodge  with  you,  instead  of  in  that  musty  house,  among 
dead  cabbages  and  smoky  cottages.  I  know  you  would 
like  to  have  him  live  with  you,  and  you  would  be  such  a 
mother  to  him.** 

"To  be  sure  I  should  like  it;  it  would  be  the  finest 
thing  in  the  world  for  me.  But  therein  be  furniture 
wanted.     My  little  bit  of  furniture  won*t  fill  that  house.*' 

**  Oh,  I  can  put  some  in  out  of  this  house;  it  is  too 
full;  and  we  can  buy  the  rest.  They  tell  me  Fm  to  have 
more  money  than  I  shall  know  what  to  do  with.** 

''I*m  almost  afraid,**  said  Mrs.  Pettifer,  doubtfully, 
"Mr.  Tryan  will  hardly  be  persuaded.  He's  been  talked 
to  so  much  about  leaving  that  place;  and  he  always  said 
he  must  stay  there  —  he  must  be  among  the  people;  and 
there  was  no  other  place  for  him  in  Paddiford,    It  cuts 
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me  to  the  heart  to  see  him  getting  thinner  and  thinner, 
and  IVe  noticed  him  quite  short  o'  breath  sometimas. 
Mrs.  Linnet  will  have  it,  Mrs.  WaffstafiE  half  poisons  him 
with  bad  cooking.  I  don't  know  aoout  that,  but  he  can^t 
have  many  comforts.  I  expect  he'll  break  down  all  of  a 
sudden  some  day,  and  never  be  able  to  preach  any  more.'' 

"  Well,  I  shall  try  my  skill  with  him  by-and-by.  I  shall 
be  very  cunning,  and  say  nothing  to  him  till  all  is  ready. 
You  and  I  and  mother,  when  she  comes  home,  will  set  to 
work  directly  and  get  the  house  in  order,  and  then  we'll 
get  you  snugly  settled  in  it.  I  shall  see  Mr.  Pittman 
to-day,  and  I  will  tell  him  what  I  mean  to  do.  I  shall  say 
I  wish  to  have  you  for  a  tenant.  Everybody  knows  I'm 
very  fond  of  that  naughty  person,  Mrs.  Pettifer;  so  it  will 
seem  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world.  And  then  I 
shall  by-and-by  point  out  to  Mr.  Tryan  that  he  will  be 
doing  you  a  service  as  well  as  himself  by  taking  up  his 
abode  with  you.  I  think  I  can  prevail  upon  him;  for  last 
night,  when  he  was  quite  bent  on  coming  out  into  the 
night  air,  I  persuaded  him  to  give  it  up." 

*^  Well,  I  only  hope  you  may,  my  dear.  I  don't  desire 
anything  better  than  to  do  something  toward  prolonging 
Mr.  Tryan's  life,  for  I've  sad  fears  about  him." 

"  Don't  speak  of  them  —  I  can't  bear  to  think  of  them. 
We  will  only  think  about  getting  the  house  ready.  We 
shall  be  as  busy  as  bees.  How  we  shall  want  mother's 
clever  fingers!  I  know  the  room  up-stairs  that  will  just  do 
for  Mr.  Tryan's  study.  There  shall  be  no  seats  in  it 
except  a  very  easy  chair  and  a  very  easy  sofa,  so  that  he 
shall  be  obliged  to  rest  himself  when  he  comes  home." 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 


That  was  the  last  terrible  crisis  of  temptation  Janet 
had  to  pass  through.  The  goodwill  of  her  neighbors,  the 
helpful  sympathy  of  the  friends  who  shared  her  religious 
feelings,  the  occupations  suggested  to  her  by  Mr.  Tryan, 
concurred,  with  her  strong  spontaneous  impulses  toward 
works  of  love  and  mercy,  to  fill  up  her  days  with  quiet 
social  intercourse  and  charitable  exertion.  Besides,  her 
constitution,  naturally  healthy  and  stronff,  was  every  week 
tending,  with  the  gathering  force  of  hfllbit^  to  reoover  its 
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equipoise,  and  set  her  free  from  those  physical  solicitations 
whicn  the  smallest  habitual  vice  always  leaves  behind  it. 
The  prisoner  feels  where  the  iron  has  galled  him,  long 
after  his  fetters  have  been  loosed. 

There  were  always  neighborly  visits  to  be  paid  and 
received;  and  as  the  months  wore  on,  increasing  familiarity 
with  Janet's  present  self  began  to  efface,  even  from  minds 
as  rigid  as  Mrs.  Phipps's,  the  unpleasant  impressions  that 
had  been  left  by  recent  years.  Janet  was  recovering  the 
popularity  which  her  beauty  and  sweetness  of  nature  had 
won  for  her  when  she  was  a  girl;  and  popularity,  as  every 
one  knows,  is  the  most  complex  and  self-multiplying  of 
echoes.  Even  Anti-Tryanite  preiudice  could  not  resist  the 
fact  that  Janet  Dempster  was  a  changed  woman — changed 
as  the  dusty,  bruised,  and  sun-withered  plant  is  changed 
when  the  soft  rains  of  heaven  have  fallen  on  it — and  that 
this  change  was  due  to  Mr.  Tryan's  influence.  The  last 
lingering  sneers  against  the  Evangelical  curate  began  to 
die  out;  and  though  much  of  tlje  feeling  that  had 
prompted  them  remained  behind,  there  was  an  intimidat- 
ing consciousness  that  the  expression  of  such  feeling 
would  not  be  effective — ^iokes  of  that  sort  had  ceased  to 
tickle  the  Milby  mind.  Even  Mr.  Budd  and  Mr.  Tomlin- 
son,  when  they  saw  Mr.  Tryan  passing  pale  and  worn 
along  the  street,  had  a  secret  sense  that  this  man  was 
somehow  not  that  very  natural  and  comprehensible  thing, 
a  humbug — that,  in  fact,  it  was  impossible  to  explain 
him  from  the  stomach-and-pocket  point  of  view.  Twist 
and  stretch  their  theory  as  they  might,  it  would  not  fit 
Mr.  Tryan;  and  so,  with  that  remarkable  resemblance  as 
to  mental  processes  which  may  frequently  be  observed  to 
exist  between  plain  men  and  philosophers,  they  concluded 
that  the  less  they  said  about  him  the  better. 

Among  all  Janet's  neighborly  pleasures,  there  was 
nothing  she  liked  better  than  to  take  an  early  tea  at  the 
White  House,  and  to  stroll  with  Mr.  Jerome  round  the 
old-fashioned  garden  and  orchard.  There  was  endless 
matter  for  talk  between  her  and  the  good  old  man,  for 
Janet  had  that  genuine  delight  in  human  fellowship  which 
ffives  an  interest  to  all  personal  details  that  come  warm 
from  truthful  lips;  and,  besides,  they  had  a  common  interest 
in  good-natured  plans  for  helping  their  poorer  neighbors. 
One  great  object  of  Mr.  Jerome's  charities  was,  as  he  often 
said,  *no  keep  industrious  men  an'  women  off  the  parish. 
I'd  rether  give  ten  shillin'  an'  help  a  man  to  stan'  on  his 
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own  legs,  nor  pay  half-a-crown  to  bay  him  a  parish  crutch; 
it's  the  ruination  on  him  if  he  once  goes  to  the  parish. 
Fve  see'd  many  a  time,  if  you  help  a  man  wi'  a  present  in 
a  neeborly  way,  it  sweetens  his  blood — he  thinks  it  kind 
on  you;  but  the  parish  shillins  turn  it  sour — he  niver 
thinks  'em  enough/'  In  illustration  of  this  opinion  Mr. 
Jerome  had  a  large  store  of  details  about  such  persons 
as  Jim  Hardy,  the  coal-carrier,  ''as  lost  his  boss,"  and 
Sally  Butts,  "as  bed  to  sell  her  mangle,  though  she  was 
as  decent  a  woman  as  need  to  be";  to  the  hearing  of 
which  details  Janet  seriously  inclined;  and  you  would 
hardly  desire  to  see  a  prettier  picture  than  the  kind-faced, 
white-haired  old  man  telling  these  fragments  of  his  simple 
experience  as  he  walked,  with  shoulders  slightly  bent, 
among  the  moss-roses  and  espalier  apple-trees,  while 
Janet  in  her  widow's  cap,  her  dark  eyes  bright  with  inter- 
est, went  listening  by  his  side,  and  little  Lizzie,  with  her 
nankin  bonnet  hanging  down  her  back,  toddled  on  before 
them.  Mrs.  Jerome  usually  declined  these  lingering 
strolls,  and  often  observed,  ''I  niver  see  the  like  to  Mr. 
Jerome  when  he's  got  Mrs.  Dempster  to  talk  to;  it  sini- 
fies  not  bin'  to  him  whether  we've  tea  at  four  or  five  o'clock; 
he'd  go  on  till  six,  if  you'd  let  him  alone — ^he's  like  off  his 
head."  However,  Mrs.  Jerome  could  not  deny  that  Janet 
was  a  very  pretty-spoken  woman:  ''She  al'ys  says,  she 
niver  gets  sich  pikelets  as  mine  nowhere;  I  know  that  very 
well — other  folks  buy  'em  at  shops — thick,  unwholesome 
things,  you  might  as  well  eat  a  sponge." 

The  sight  of  little  Lizzie  often  stirred  in  Janet's  mind 
a  sense  of  the  childlessness  which  had  made  a  fatal  blank 
in  her  life.  She  had  fleeting  thoughts  that  perhaps  among 
her  husband's  distant  relatives  there  might  be  some  chil- 
dren whom  she  could  help  to  bring  up,  some  little  girl 
whom  she  might  adopt;  and  she  promised  herself  one  day 
or  other  to  hunt  out  a  second  cousin  of  his — a  married 
woman,  of  whom  he  had  lost  sight  for  many  years. 

But  at  present  her  hands  and  heart  were  too  full  for  her 
to  carry  out  that  scheme.  To  her  great  disappointment, 
her  project  of  settling  Mrs.  Pettifer  at  Holly  Mount  had 
been  delayed  by  the  discovery  that  some  repairs  were 
necessary  in  order  to  make  the  house  habitable,  and  it  was 
not  till  September  had  set  in  that  she  had  the  satisfaction 
of  seeing  her  old  friend  comfortably  installed,  and  the 
rooms  destined  for  Mr.  Tryan  looking  pretty  and  cozy  to 
her  heart's  content.     She  hvA  taken  several  of  his  chief 


JANET'S    REPENTAJSrCE.  601 

frienda  into  her  confidence,  and  they  were  warmly  wishing 
success  to  her  plan  for  inducing  him  to  quit  poor  Mrs. 
Wagstp^^s  dingy  house  and  dubious  cookery.  That  he 
should  consent  to  some  such  change  was  becoming  more 
and  more  a  matter  of  anxiety  to  his  hearers;  for  though 
no  more  decided  symptoms  were  yet  observable  in  him 
than  increasing  emaciation,  a  dry  hacking  cough,  and  an 
occasional  shortness  of  breath,  it  was  felt  that  the  fulfill- 
ment of  Mr.  Pratt's  prediction  could  not  long  be  deferred, 
and  that  this  obstinate  persistence  in  labor  and  self-dis- 
regard must  soon  be  peremptorily  cut  short  by  a  total 
failure  of  strength.  Any  hopes  that  the  influence  of  Mr. 
Tryan's  father  and  sister  would  prevail  on  him  to  change 
his  mode  of  life — ^that  they  would  perhaps  come  to  live 
with  him,  or  that  his  sister  at  least  might  come  to  see  him, 
and  that  the  arguments  which  had  failed  from  other  lips 
might  be  more  persuasive  from  hers — were  now  quite  dissi- 
pated. His  father  had  lately  had  an  attack  of  paralysis, 
and  could  not  spare  his  only  daughter's  tendance.  On  Mr. 
Try  an 's  return  from  a  visit  to  his  father,  Miss  Linnet  was 
very  anxious  to  know  whether  his  sister  had  not  urged  Jiim 
to  try  change  of  air.  From  his  answers  she  gathered 
that  Miss  Tryan  wished  him  to  give  up  his  curacy  and 
travel,  or  at  least  go  to  the  south  Devonshire  coast. 

*'  And  why  will  you  not  do  so?''  Miss  Linnet  said;  "you 
might  come  back  to  us  well  and  strong,  and  have  many 
years  of  usefulness  before  you." 

'•!N'o,"  he  answered  quietly,  "I  think  people  attach 
more  importance  to  such  measures  than  is  warranted.  I 
don't  see  any  good  end  that  is  to  be  served  by  going  to  die 
at  Nice,  instead  of  dying  amongst  one's  friends  and  one's 
work.  I  cannot  leave  Milby — at  least  I  will  not  leave 
it  voluntarily." 

But  though  he  remained  immovable  on  this  point,  he 
had  been  compelled  to  give  up  his  afternoon  service  on 
the  Sunday,  and  to  accept  Mr.  Parry's  offer  of  aid  in  the 
evening  service,  as  well  as  to  curtail  his  weekday  labors; 
and  he  had  ev6n  written  to  Mr.  Prendergast  to  recjuest 
that  he  would  appoint  another  curate  to  the  Paddiford 
district,  on  the  understanding  that  the  new  curate  should 
receive  the  salary,  but  that  Mr.  Tryan  should  co-operate 
with  him  as  long  as  he  was  able.  The  hopefulness  which 
is  an  almost  constant  attendant  on  consumption,  had  not 
the  effect  of  deceiving  him  as  to  the  nature  of  his  malady, 
or  of  making  him  look  forward  to  ultimate  recovery.     He 
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believed  himself  to  be  consumptive,  and  he  had  not  yet 
felt  any  desire  to  escape  the  early  death  which  he  had  for 
some  time  contemplated  as  probable.  Even  diseased 
hopes  will  take  their  direction  from  the  strong  habitual 
bias  of  the  mind,  and  to  Mr.  Tryan  death  had  for  years 
seemed  nothing  else  than  the  laying  down  of  a  burden, 
under  which  he  sometimes  felt  himself  fainting.  He  was 
only  sanguine  about  his  powers  of  work:  he  flattered  him- 
self that  what  he  was  unable  to  do  one  week  he  should  be 
equal  to  the  u'^xt,  and  he  would  not  admit  that  in  desist- 
ing from  any  p..  t  of  his  labor  he  was  renouncing  it  perma- 
nently. He  had  lately  delighted  Mr.  Jerome  by  accepting 
his  long-proffered  loan  of  the  ^ kittle  chacenut  horse  ;  and 
he  found  so  much  benefit  from  substituting  constant  ridiuff 
exercise  for  walking,  that  he  began  to  think  he  should 
soon  be  able  to  resume  some  of  the  work  he  had  dropped; 

That  was  a  happy  afternoon  for  Janet,  when,  after 
exerting  herself  busily  for  a  week  with  her  mother  and 
Mrs.  Pettifer,  she  saw  Holly  Mount  looking  orderly  and 
comfortable  from  attic  to  cellar.  It  was  an  old  red-brick 
house,  with  two  gables  in  front,  and  two  clipped  holly 
trees  flanking  the  garden  gate;  a  simple,  homely-looking 
place  that  quiet  people  might  easily  get  fond  of;  and  now 
it  was  scoured  and  polished  and  carpeted  and  furnished  so 
as  to  look  really  snug  within.  When  there  was  nothing 
more  to  be  done,  Janet  delighted  herself  with  contemplat- 
ing Mr.  Tryan^s  study,  first  sitting  down  in  the  easy-chair, 
and  then  lying  for  a  moment  on  the  sofa,  that  she  might 
have  a  keener  sense  of  the  repose  he  would  get  from  those 
well-stuffed  articles  of  furniture,  which  she  had  gone  to 
Eotherby  on  purpose  to  choose. 

**Now,  mother,"  she  said,  when  she  had  finished  her 
survey,  ^^  you  have  done  your  work  as  well  as  any  fairy- 
mother  or  god-mother  that  ever  turned  a  pumpkin  into  a 
coach  and  horses  You  stay  and  have  tea  cosily  with  Mrs. 
Pettifer  while  I  go  to  Mrs.  Linnet^s.  I  want  to  tell  Mary 
and  Rebecca  the  good  news,  that  IVe  got  the  exciseman  to 
promise  that  he  will  take  Mrs.  Wagstaff^s  lodgings  when 
Mr.  Tryan  leaves.  They^l  be  so  pleased  to  hear  it,  because 
they  thought  he  would  make  her  poverty  an  objection  to 
his  leaving  her.^^ 

''  But,  my  dear  child,"  said  Mrs.  Eaynor,  whose  face, 
always  calm,  was  now  a  happy  one,  ^^have  a  cup  of  tea 
with  us  first.    You^U  perhaps  miss  Mrs.  Linnet's  tea-time." 

**  No,  I  feel  too  excited  to  take  tea  yet.   I'm  like  a  child 
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with  a  new  baby-house.  Walking  in  the  air  will  do  me 
good/^ 

So  she  set  out.  Holly  Mount  was  about  a  mile  from  that 
outskirt  of  Paddiford  Common  where  Mrs.  Linnet^s  house 
stood  nestled  among  its  laburnums,  lilacs,  .and  syringas. 
Janet^s  way  thither  lay  for  a  little  while  along  the  high- 
road, and  then  led  her  into  a  deep-rutted  lane,  which 
wound  through  a  flat  tract  of  meadow  and  pasture,  while 
in  front  lay  smoky  Paddiford,  and  away  to  the  left  the 
mother-town  of  Milby.  There  was  no  line  of  silvery  wil- 
lows marking  the  course  of  a  stream — no  group  of  Scotch 
firs  with  their  trunks  reddening  in  the  level  sunbeams — 
nothing  to  break  the  flowerless  monotony  of  grass  and 
hedgerow  but  an  occasional  oak  or  elm,  and  a  few  cows 
sprinkled  here  and  there.  A  very  commonplace  scene, 
indeed.  But  what  scene  was  ever  commonplace  in  the 
descending  sunlight,  when  color  has  awakened  from  its 
noonday  sleep,  and  the  long  shadows  awe  us  like  a  disclosed 
presence?  Above  all,  what  scene  is  commonplace  to  the 
eye  that  is  filled  with  serene  gladness,  and  brightens  all 
things  with  its  own  joy? 

And  Janet  iust  now  was  very  happy.  As  she  walked 
along  the  rougn  lane  with  a  buoyant  step,  a  half  smile  of 
innocent,  kindly  triumph  played  about  her  mouth.  She 
was  delighting  beforehand  in  the  anticipated  success  of 
her  persuasive  power,  and  for  the  time  her  painful  anxiety 
about  Mr.  Tryan's  health  was  thrown  into  abeyance.  But 
she  had  not  gone  far  along  the  lane  before  she  heard  the 
sound  of  a  horse  advancing  at  a  walking  pace  behind  her. 
Without  looking  back,  she  turned  aside  to  make  way  for  it 
between  the  ruts,  and  did  not  notice  that  for  a  moment  it 
had  stopped,  and  had  then  come  on  with  a  slightly  quick- 
ened pace.  In  less  than  a  minute  she  heard  a  well-known 
voice  say,  "Mrs.  Dempster ^^;  and,  turning,  saw  Mr. 
Tryan  close  to  her,  holding  his  horse  by  the  bridle.  It 
seemed  very  natural  to  her  that  he  should  be  there.  Her 
mind  was  so  full  of  his  presence  at  that  moment,  that  the 
actual  sight  of  him  was  only  like  a  more  vivid  thought, 
and  she  behaved,  as  we  are  apt  to  do  when  feeling  obliges 
us  to  be  genuine,  with  a  total  forgetfuln^ss  of  polite  forms. 
She  only  looked  at  him  with  a  slight  deepening  of  the 
smile  that  was  already  on  her  face.  He  said  gently, 
"Take  my  arm^^;  and  they  walked  on  a  little  way  m 
silence. 
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It  was  he  who  broke  it.  "  You  are  going  to  Paddiford, 
I  suppose  ?^^ 

The ,  question  recalled  Janet  to  the  consciousness  that 
this  was  an  unexpected  opportunity  for  beginning  her 
work  of  persuasion,  and  that  she  was  stupidly  neglect- 
ing it. 

"Yes/*  she  said,  "I  was  going  to  Mrs.  Linnet's.  I 
knew  Miss  Linnet  would  like  to  hear  that  our  friend  Mrs. 
Pettifer  is  quite  settled  now  in  her  new  house.  She  is  as 
fond  of  Mrs.  Pettifer  as  I  am — almost;  I  won't  admit 
that  any  one  loves  her  guite  as  well,  for  no  one  else  has 
such  good  reason  as  I  have.  But  now  the  dear  woman 
wants  a  lodger,  for  you  know  she  can't  afford  to  live  in  so 
large  a  house  by  herself.  But  I  knew  when  I  persuaded 
her  to  go  there  that  she  would  be  sure  to  get  one — she's 
such  a  comfortable  creature  to  live  with;  and  I  didn't  like 
her  to  spend  all  the  rest  of  her  days  up  that  dull  passage, 
being  at  every  one's  beck  and  call  who  wanted  to  make  use 
of  her." 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Tryan,  "I  quite  understand  your 
feeling;  I  don't  wonder  at  your  strong  regard  for  her.'* 

"  Well,  but  now  I  want  her  other  friends  to  second  me. 
There  she  is,  with  three  rooms  to  let,  ready  furnished, 
everything  in  order;  and  I  know  some  one,  who  thinks  as 
well  of  her  as  I  do,  and  who  would  be  doing  good  all 
round — to  every  one  that  knows  him,  as  well  as  to  Mrs. 
Pettifer,  if  he  would  go  to  live  with  her.  He  would  leave 
some  uncomfortable  lodgings,  which  another  person  is 
already  coveting  and  would  take  immediately;  and  he 
would  go  to  breathe  pure  air  at  Holly  Mount,  and  gladden 
Mrs.  Pettifer's  heart  by  letting  her  wait  on  him;  and  com- 
fort all  his  friends,  who  are  quite  miserable  about  him." 

Mr.  Tryan  saw  it  all  in  a  moment  —  he  saw  that  it  had 
all  been  done  for  his  sake.  He  could  not  be  sorry;  he 
could  not  say  no;  he  could  not  resist  the  sense  that  life 
had  a  new  sweetness  for  him,  and  that  he  should  like  it  to 
be  prolonged  a  little — only,  a  little,  for  the  sake  of  feeling 
a  stronger  security  about  Janet.  When  she  had  finished 
speaking,  she  looked  at  him  with  a  doubtful,  inquiring 
glance.  He  was  not  looking  at  her:  his  eyes  were  cast 
downward;  but  the  expression  of  his  face  encouraged  her, 
and  she  sard,  in  a  half -playful  tone  of  entreaty — 

"  You  will  go  and  live  with  her?  I  know  you  will."  You 
will  come  back  with  me  now  and  see  the  house. 

Hq  looked  at    her  then^   and    smiled.     There  ie  an 
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QDspeakable  blending  of  sadness  and  sweetness  in  the 
smile  of  a  face  sharpened  and  paled  by  slow  consumption. 
That  smile  of  Mr,  Tryan's  pierced  poor  Janet^s  heart:  she 
felt  in  it  at  once  the  assurance  of  grateful  affection  and 
the  prophecy  of  coming  death.  Her  tears  rose;  they 
turned  round  without  speaking,  and  went  back  again 
along  the  lane. 


CHAPTER  XXVIL 


In  less  than  a  week  Mr.  Tryan  was  settled  at  Holly 
Mount,  and  there  was  not  one  of  his  many  attached  hearers 
who  did  not  eincerely  rejoice  at  the  event. 

The  autumn  that  year  was  bright  and  warm,  and  at  the 
beginning  of  October,  Mr.  Walsh,  the  new  curate,  came. 
The  mild  weather,  the  relaxation  from  excessive  work,  and 
perhaps  another  benignant  influence,  had  for  a  few  weeks 
a  visibly  favorable  effect  on  Mr.  Tryan.  At  least  he  began 
to  feel  new  hopes,  which  sometimes  took  the  guise  of  new 
strength.  He  thought  of  the  cases  in  which  consumptive 
patients  remain  nearly  stationary  for  years,  without  suffer- 
ing so  as  to  make  their  life  burdensome  to  themselves  or 
to  others;  and  he  began  to  struggle  with  a  longing  that  it 
might  be  so  with  him.  He  struggled  with  it,  becauscL  he 
felt  it  to  be  an  indication  that  earthly  affection  was  begin- 
ning to  have  too  strong  a  hold  on  him,  and  he  prayed  ear- 
nestly for  more  perfect  submission,  and  for  a  more  absorbing 
delight  in  the  Divine  Presence  as  the  chief  good.  He  was 
conscious  that  he  did  not  wish  for  prolonged  life  solely 
that  he  might  reclaim  the  wandel^ers  and  sustain  the  feeble: 
he  was  conscious  of  a  new  yearning  for  those  pure  human 
joys  which  he  had  voluntarily  and  determinedly  banished 
from  his  life — for  a  draught  ot  that  deep  affection  from 
which  he  had  been  cut  off  by  a  dark  chasm  of  remorse. 
For  now,  that  affection  was  within  his  reach;  he  saw  it 
there,  like  a  palm-shadowed  well  in  the  desert;  he  could 
not  desire  to  die  in  sight  of  it. 

And  so  the  autumn  rolled  gently  by  in  its  ^'  calm  decay.* 
Until  November,  Mr.  Tryan  continued  to  preach  occasion- 
ally, to  ride  about  visiting  his  flock,  and  to  look  in  at  his 
schools;  but  his  growing  satisfaction  in  Mr.  Walsh  as  his  suc- 
cessor saved  him  from  k>o  eager  exertion  and  from  worrying 
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anxieties.  Janet  was  with  him  a  great  deal  now,  for  she  saw 
that  he  liked  her  to  read  to  him  in  the  lengthening  even- 
ings, and  it  became  the  rule'  for  her  and  her  mother  to  have 
tea  at  Holly  Mount,  where,  with  Mrs.  Pettifer,  and  some- 
times another  friend  or  two,  they  brought  Mr.  Tryan  the 
unaccustomed  enjoyment  of  companionship  by  his  own 
fireside. 

Janet  did  not  share  his  new  hopes,  for  she  was  not  only 
in  the  habit  of  hearing  Mr.  Pratt's  opinion  that  Mr.  Tryan 
could  hardly  stand  out  through  the  winter,  but  she  also 
knew  that  it  was  shared  by  Dr.  Madely  of  Eotherby,  whom, 
at  her  request,  he  had  consented  to  call  in.  It  was  not 
necessary  or  desirable  to  tell  Mr.  Tryan  what  was  revealed 
by  the  stethoscope,  but  Janet  knew  the  worst. 

She  felt  no  rebellion  under  this  prospect  of  bereavement, 
but  rather  a  quiet  submissive  sorrow.  Gratitude  that  his 
influence  and  guidance  had  been  given  ^^^f  ©^©^  i^  only 
for  a  little  while — gratitude  that  she  was  permitted  to  be 
with  him,  to  take  a  deeper  and  deeper  impress  from  daily 
communion  with  him,  to  be  something  to  him  in  these 
last  months  of  his  life  was  so  strong  in  her  that  it  almost 
silenced  regret.  Janet  had  lived  through  the  great  tragedy 
of  woman's  life.  Her  keenest  personal  emotions  had  been 
poured  forth  in  her  early  love — her  wounded  afifection 
with  its  years  of  anguish — her  agony  of  unavailing  pity 
over  that  deathbed  seven  months  a^o.  The  thought  of 
Mr.  Tryan  wjis  associated  for  her  with  repose  from  that 
conflict  of  emotion,  with  trust  in  the  unchangeable,  with 
the  influx  of  a  power  to  subdue  self.  To  have  been 
assured  of  his  sympathy,  his  teaching,  his  help,  all  through 
her  life,  woula  have  been  to  her  like  a  heaven  already 
begun — ^a  deliverance  from  fear  and  danger;  but  the  time 
was  not  yet  come  for  her  to  be  conscious  that  the  hold  he 
had  on  her  heart  was  any  other  than  that  of  the  heaven- 
sent friend  who  had  come  to  her  like  the  angel  in  the 
prison,  and  loosed  her  bonds,  and  led  her  by  the  hand  till 
she  could  look  back  on  the  dreadful  doors  that  had  once 
closed  her  in. 

Before  November  was  over  Mr.  Tryan  had  ceased  to  go 
out.  A  new  crisis  had  come  on:  the  cough  had  changed 
its  character,  and  the  worst  symptoms  developed  them- 
selves so  rapidly  that  Mr.  Pratt  began  to  think  the  end 
would  arrive  sooner  than  he  had  expected.  Janet  became 
a  constant  attendant  on  him  now,  and  no  one  could  feel 
that  she  was  performing  anything  but  a  sacred  office. 
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She  made  Holly  Mount  her  home,  and,  with  her  mother 
and  Mrs.  Pettifer  to  help  her,  she  filled  the  painful  days 
and  nights  with  e^ery  soothing  influence  that  eare  and 
tenderness  could  devise.  There  were  many  visitors  to  the 
sick-room,  led  thither  bv  venerating  affection;  and  there 
could  hardly  be  one  who  did  not  retain  in  after-years 
a  vivid  remembrance  of  the  scene  there — of  the  pale  wasted 
form  in  the  easy  chair  (for  he  sat  up  to  the  last),  of  the 
gray  eyes  so  full  even  yet  of  inquirmg  kindness,  as  the 
thin,  almost  transparent  hand  was  held  out  to  give  the 
pressure  of  welcome;  and  of  the  sweet  woman,  too,  whose 
dark  watchful  eyes  detected  every  want,  and  who  supplied 
the  want  with  a  ready  hand. 

There  were  others  who  would  have  had  the  heart  and 
the  skill  to  fill  this  place  by  Mr.  Tryan's  side,  and  who 
would  have  accepted  it  as  an  honor;  but  they  could  not 
help  feeling  that  God  had  given  it  to  Janet  by  a  train  of 
events  which  were  too  impressive  not  to  shame  all  jeal- 
ousies into  silence. 

That  sad  history  which  most  of  us  know  too  well,  lasted 
more  than  three  months.  He  was  too  feeble  and  suffering 
for  the  last  few  weeks  to  see  any  visitors,  but  he  still 
sat  up  through  the  day.  The  strange  hallucinations  of 
the  disease  which  had  seemed  to  take  a  more  decided  hold 
on  him  just  at  the  fatal  crisis,  and  had  made  him  think 
he  was  perhaps  getting  better  at  the  very  time  when  death 
had  begun  to  hurry  on  with  more  rapid  movement,  had 
now  given  way,  and  left  him  calmly  conscious  of  the 
reality.  One  afternoon  near  the  end  of  February,  Janet 
was  moving  gently  about  the  room,  in  the  fire-lit  dusk, 
arranging  some  things  that  would  be  wanted  in  the  night. 
There  was  no  one  else  in  the  room,  and  his  eyes  followed 
her  as  she  moved  with  the  firm  grace  natural  to  her,  while 
the  bright  fire  every  now  and  then  lit  up  her  face,  and 
gave  an  unusual  glow  to  its  dark  beauty.  Even  to  follow 
her  in  this  way  with  his  eyes  was  an  exertion  that  gave  a 
painful  tension  to  his  face;  while  she  looked  like  an  image 
of  life  and  strength. 

"Janet,"  he  said  presently,  it.  his  faint  voice  —  he 
always  called  her  Janet  now.  In  a  moment  she  was  close 
to  him,  bending  over  him.  He  opened  his  hand  as  he 
looked  up  at  her,  and  she  placed  hers  within  it. 

"Janet,"  he  said  again,  "you  will  have  a  long  while  to 
live  after  I  am  gone." 

A  sudden  pan^  of  fear  shot  through  her.     She  thought 
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he  felt  himself  dyings  and  she  sank  on  her  knees  at  his 
feet,  holding  his  hand,  while  she  looked  up  at  him,  almost 
breathless. 

**But  you  will  not  feel  the  need  of  me  as  you  haye 

done You  have  a  sure  trust  in  God 1  shall   not 

look  for  you  in  vain  at  the  last." 

'^No no 1  shall  be  there God  will  not  for- 
sake me." 

She  could  hardly  utter  the  words,  though  she  was  not 
weeping.  She  was  waiting  with  trembling  eagerness  for 
anything  else  he  might  have  to  say. 

"Let  us  kiss  each  other  before  we  part." 

She  lifted  up  h.er  face  to  his,  and  the  full  life-breathing 
lips  met  the  wasted  dying  ones  in  a  sacred  kiss  of  promise. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 


It  soon  came — the  blessed  day  of  deliverance,  the  sad 
day  of  bereavement;  and  in  the  second  week  of  March 
thejr  carried  him  to  the  grave.  He  was  buried  as  he  had 
desired;  there  was  no  hearse,  no  mourning  couch;  his 
coffin  was  borne  by  twelve  of  his  humble  nearers,  who 
relieved  each  other  by  turns.  But  he  was  followed  by  a 
long  procession  of  mourning  friends,  women  as  well  as 
men. 

Slowly,  amid  deep  silence,  the  dark  stream  passed  along 
Orchard  Street,  where  eighteen  months  before  the  Evan- 

felical  curate  had  been  saluted  with  hootings  and  hisses. 
Ir.  Jerome  and  Mr.  Landor  were  the  eldest  pall-bearers; 
and  behind  the  coffin,  led  by  Mr.  Tryan's  cousin,  walked 
Janet,  in  quiet,  submissive  sorrow.  She  could  not  feel 
that  he  was  quite  gone  from  her;  the  unseen  world  lay  so 
very  near  her — it  held  all  that  had  ever  stirred  the  depths 
of  anguish  and  joy  within  her. 

It  was  a  cloudy  morning,  and  had  been  raining  when 
they  left  Holly  Mount;  but  as  they  walked,  the  sun  broke 
out,  and  the  clouds  were  rolling  off  in  large  masses  when 
they  entered  the  churchyard,  and  Mr.  Walsh's  voice  was 
heard  saying,  ^'I  am  the  Resurrection  and  the  Life." 
The  faces  were  not  hard  at  this  funeral;  the  burial-service 
was  not  a  hollow  form.  Every  heart  there  was  filled  with 
the  memory  of  a  man  who,  through  a  self-sacrificing  life 
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and  in  a  painful  death,  had  been  sustained  by  the  faith 
which  fills  that  form  with  breath  and  substance. 

When  Janet  left  the  grave,  she  did  riot  return  to  Holly 
Mount;  she  went  to  .her  home  in  Orchard  Street,  where 
her  mother  was  waiting  to  receive  her.  She  said  quite 
calmly,  "Let  us  walk  round  the  garden,  mother. '^  And 
they  walked  round  in  silence,  with  their  hands  clasped 
together,  looking  at  the  golden  crocuses  bright  in  the 
spring  sunshine.  Janet  felt  a  deep  stillness  within.  She 
thirsted  for  no  pleasure;  she  craved  no  worldly  good. 
She  saw  the  years  to  come  stretch  before  her  like  an 
autumn  afternoon,  filled  with  resigned  memory.  Life  to 
her  could  never  more  have  any  eagerness;  it  was  a  solemn 
service  of  gratitude  and  patient  effort.  She  walked  in  the 
presence  of  unseen  witnesses — of  the  Divine  love  that  had 
rescued  her,  of  the  human  love  that  waited  for  its  eternal 
repose  until  it  had  seen  her  endure  to  the  end. 

Janet  is  living  still.  Her  black  hair  is  gray,  and  her 
step  is  no  longer  buoyant;  but  the  sweetness  of  her  smile 
remains,  the  love  is  no^gone  from  her  ejres;  and  strangers 
sometimes  ask.  Who  is  that  noble-lookmg  elderly  woman 
that  walks  aboiit  holding  a  little  bov  by  the  hand?  The 
little  boy  is  the  son  of  Janet's  adopted  daughter,  and  Janet 
in  her  old  age  has  children  about  her  knees,  and  loving 
young  arms  round  her  neck. 

There  is  a  simple  gravestone  in  Milby  Churchyard, 
telling  that  in  this  spot  lie  the  remains  of  Edgar  Tryan, 
for  two  years  ofiiciating  curate  at  the  Paddiford  Chapel-of- 
Ease,  in  this  parish.  It  is  a  meagre  memorial,  and  tells 
you  simply  that  the  man  who  lies  there  took  upon  him, 
faithfully  or  unfaithfully,  the  office  of  guide  and  instructor 
to  his  fellow-men. 

But  there  is  another  memorial  of  Edgar  Tryan,  which 
bears  a  fuller  record:  it  is  Janet  Dempster,  rescued  from 
self-despair,  strengthened  with  divine  hopes,  and  now 
lookinff  back  on  years  of  puritjr  and  helpful  labor.  The 
man  who  has  left  such  a  memorial  behind  him,  must  have 
been  one  whose  heart  beat  with  true  compassion,  and 
whose  lips  were  moved  by  fervent  faith. 
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